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BOOK  VI
 

In the Name of God the Compassionate, the Merciful
 

 The Sixth Volume of the Books of Rhymed Couplets (Masnavi) and Spiritual Evidences, which
 are a Lamp in the darkness of imagination and perplexity and phantasies and doubt and suspicion.
 And this Lamp cannot be perceived by the animal sense, because the state of animality is the
 lowest of the low, since they have been created to keep in good order the outward form of the lower
 world; and about their senses and perceptive faculties there has been drawn a circle beyond which
 they may not pass: that is the measurement of the Mighty, the Wise, i.e. He has made manifest the
 limited measure of their action and the range of their speculation, just as every star has a certain
 orbit and sphere of work to which its action reaches in the sky; or as the ruler of a city whose
 authority is effective within that city, but beyond that city ,s dependencies he does not rule. May
 God preserve us from His imprisoning and sealing and from that wherewith He has veiled those
  who are veiled!  Amen, O Lord of all created beings. A
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In  The  Name  of  God  The  Merciful  The  compassionate

دفتر ششم

O Life of the heart, Husamu’ddín, 
desire for a Sixth Part has long been boiling.

Through the attraction of a Sage like you, 
a Book of Husam has come into circulation in the world.

O spiritual one, I bring to you as an offering 
the Sixth Part to complete the Masnavi.

From these Six Books give light to the Six Directions, in order that anyone 
who has not performed the circumambulation may perform it.

Love has nothing to do with the five senses and the six directions: 
its goal is only the attraction exerted by the Beloved.

Afterwards, maybe, permission will come: 
the secrets that ought to be told will be told,

With an eloquence that is nearer 
than these subtle obscure allusions.

The secret is partner with none but the knower of the secret; 
in the skeptic’s ear the secret is no secret.

But the command to call the people to God comes down from the Maker: 
what has he  to do with acceptance or non-acceptance?

Noah continued to call for nine hundred years: 
the unbelief of his folk was increasing from moment to moment.

Did he ever pull back the rein of speech? 
Did he ever creep into the cave of silence?

He said, “Does a caravan ever turn back from a journey 
on account of the noise and clamour of dogs?

Or on a night of moonlight is the running of the full-moon in its course 
retarded by the dog’s outcry?

The moon sheds light and the dog barks: 
every one proceeds according to his nature.

Destiny has allotted to everyone a certain service, 
suitable to his essential nature, in trial.

Since the dog will not leave off his pestilent howling, 
I who am the moon, how should I abandon my course?”

اى حيات دل حسام الدين بسى
ميل مى جوشد به قسم سادسى 

گشت از جذب چو تو علامه اى
در جهان گردان حسامى نامه اى 

ش كش مى آرمت اى معنوى
قسم سادس در تمام مثنوى 

شش جهت را نور ده زين شش صحف
كى يطوف حوله من لم يطف 

عشق را با پنج و با شش كار نيست
مقصد او جز كه جذب يار نيست 

بو كه فيما بعد دستورى رسد
رازهاى گفتنى گفته شود
با بيانى كه بود نزديكتر
زين كنايات دقيق مستتر

راز جز با راز دان انباز نيست
راز اندر گوش منكر راز نيست 

ليك دعوت وارد است از كردگار
با قبول و ناقبول او را چه كار

نوح نه صد سال دعوت مى نمود
دم به دم انكار قومش مى فزود

هيچ از گفتن عنان واپس كشيد
هيچ اندر غار خاموشى خزيد

گفت از بانگ و علالاى سگان
هيچ واگردد ز راهى كاروان 

يا شب مهتاب از غوغاى سگ
سست گردد بدر را در سير تگ 
مه فشاند نور و سگ عوعو كند

هر كسى بر خلقت خود مى تند
هر كسى را خدمتى داده قضا
در خور آن گوهرش در ابتلا

چون كه نگذارد سگ آن نعره ى سقم
من مهم سيران خود را چون هلم 
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Inasmuch as the vinegar increases acidity, 
therefore it is necessary to increase the sugar.

چون كه سركه سركگى افزون كند
پس شكر را واجب افزونى بود

Wrath is vinegar, mercy like honey;
and these two are the basis of every oxymel.

If the honey fails to withstand the vinegar, 
the oxymel will be spoilt.

The people were pouring vinegar on him, 
and the Ocean was pouring more sugar for Noah.

His sugar was replenished from the Sea of Bounty; 
therefore it was exceeding the vinegar of the inhabitants of the world.

Who is a single one like a thousand? That saint. 
Nay, that Servant of the High is a hundred generations.

The great rivers kneel before the jar, 
into which there comes a channel from the sea,

Especially this Sea; for all the seas, 
when they heard this mandate and tumult—

Their mouths became bitter with shame and confusion 
because the Greatest Name had been joined with the least.

At the conjunction of this world with yonder world 
this world is recoiling in shame.

This expression is narrow and deficient, 
for what resemblance exists between the vile and the most elect?

If the crow caws in the orchard, 
how should the nightingale cease its sweet song?

Every one, then, has his separate customer 
in this bazaar of He does what He pleases.

The dessert provided by the thorn-brake is fuel for the fire; 
the scent of the rose is food for the intoxicated brain.

If filth is disgraceful in our opinion, 
it is sugar and sweetmeat to the pig and the dog.

If the filyour ones commit these foulnesses, 
the waters are intent on purification.

Though the snakes are scattering venom 
and though the sour people are making us distressed,

In mountain and hive and tree 
the bees are depositing a sugar-store of honey.

قهر سركه لطف همچون انگبين
كاين دو باشد ركن هر اسكنجبين 

انگبين گر پاى كم آرد ز خل
آيد آن سركنجبين اندر خلل 

قوم بر وى سركه ها مى ريختند
نوح را دريا فزون مى ريخت قند

قند او را بد مدد از بحر جود
پس ز سركه ى اهل عالم مى فزود

واحد كالالف كه بود آن ولى
بلكه صد قرن است آن عبد العلى 
خم كه از دريا در او راهى شود

پيش او جيحونها زانو زند
خاصه اين دريا كه درياها همه
چون شنيدند اين مثال و دمدمه 

شد دهانشان تلخ از اين شرم و خجل
كه قرين شد نام اعظم با اقل 

در قران اين جهان با آن جهان
اين جهان از شرم مى گردد جهان 

اين عبارت تنگ و قاصر رتبت است
ور نه خس را با اخص چه نسبت است 

زاغ در رز نعره ى زاغان زند
بلبل از آواز خوش كى كم كند

پس خريدار است هر يك را جدا
اندر اين بازار يَفْعَلُ ما يشاء

نقل خارستان غذاى آتش است
بوى گل قوت دماغ سر خوش است 

گر پليدى پيش ما رسوا بود
خوك و سگ را شكر و حلوا بود

گر پليدان اين پليديها كنند
آبها بر پاك كردن مى تنند

گر چه ماران زهر افشان مى كنند
ور چه تلخان مان پريشان مى كنند

نحلها بر كوه و كندو و شجر
مى نهند از شهد انبار شكر
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However much the venoms show venomousness, 
the antidotes quickly root them out.

زهرها هر چند زهرى مى كنند
زود ترياقاتشان بر مى كنند

When you consider, this world is all at strife, 
mote with mote, as religion with infidelity.

One mote is flying to the left, 
and another to the right in search.

One mote up and another down: 
in their inclination behold actual strife.

The actual strife is the result of the hidden strife: 
know that that discord springs from this discord.

The strife of the mote that has been effaced in the sun 
is beyond description and calculation.

Since the soul and breath have been effaced from the mote, 
its strife now is only the strife of the sun,

Natural movement and rest have gone from it—how? 
By means of Truly unto Him we are returning.

We have returned from ourselves to Your sea 
and have sucked from the source that suckled us.

O you, who, on account of the ghoul, have remained in the derivatives of the 
Way, do not boast of the fundamental principles, O unprincipled man.

Our war and our peace are in the light of the Essence:
it is not from us, it is between the two fingers.

War of nature, war of action, war of speech—
there is a terrible conflict amongst the parts.

This world is maintained by means of this war: 
consider the elements, in order that it may be solved.

The four elements are four strong pillars 
by which the roof of the present world is upright.

Each pillar is a destroyer of the other: 
the pillar water is a destroyer of the flames.

Hence the edifice of creation is upon contraries; 
consequently we are at war for well-being and woe.

My states are mutually opposed: 
each one is mutually opposite in its effect.

Since I am incessantly struggling with myself, 
how should I act in harmony with another?

اين جهان جنگ است كل چون بنگرى
ذره با ذره چو دين با كافرى 
آن يكى ذره همى پرد به چپ

و آن دگر سوى يمين اندر طلب 
ذره اى بالا و آن ديگر نگون

جنگ فعليشان ببين اندر ركون 
جنگ فعلى هست از جنگ نهان

زين تخالف آن تخالف را بدان 
ذره اى كان محو شد در آفتاب

جنگ او بيرون شد از وصف و حساب 
چون ز ذره محو شد نفس و نفس

جنگش اكنون جنگ خورشيد است و بس 
رفت از وى جنبش طبع و سكون

از چه از إِنَّا إِلَيْهِ راجعون 
ما به بحر تو ز خود راجع شديم

و ز رضاع اصل مسترضع شديم 
در فروع راه اى مانده ز غول

لاف كم زن از اصول اى بى اصول 
جنگ ما و صلح ما در نور عين

نيست از ما هست بين اصبعين 
جنگ طبعى جنگ فعلى جنگ قول

در ميان جزوها حربى است هول 
اين جهان زين جنگ قايم مى بود

در عناصر درنگر تا حل شود
چار عنصر چار استون قوى است
كه بديشان سقف دنيا مستوى است

هر ستونى اشكننده ى آن دگر
استن آب اشكننده ى آن شرر
پس بناى خلق بر اضداد بود

لاجرم ما جنگييم از ضر و سود
هست احوالم خلاف همدگر

هر يكى با هم مخالف در اثر
چون كه هر دم راه خود را مى زنم

با دگر كس سازگارى چون كنم 
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Behold the surging armies of my “states,” 
each at war and strife with another.

موج لشكرهاى احوالم ببين
هر يكى با ديگرى در جنگ و كين 

Contemplate the same grievous war in yourself: 
why, then, are you engaged in warring with others?

Unless God redeems you from this war 
and bring you into the unicoloured world of peace?

That world is nothing but everlasting and flourishing, 
because it is not composed of contraries.

This reciprocal destruction is inflicted by contrary on its contrary: 
when there is no contrary, there is nothing but everlastingness.

He who has no like banished contraries from Paradise, saying, 
“Neither sun nor its contrary, intense cold, shall be there.”

Colourlessness is the origin of colours; 
peaces are the origins of wars.

That world is the origin of this pain filled abode, 
union is the origin of every parting and separation.

Why are we thus in opposition, 
and wherefore does unity give birth to these numbers?

Because we are the branch and the four elements are the stock: 
in the branch the stock has brought its own nature into existence.

Since the substance, the spirit, is beyond ramifications, 
its nature is not this; it is the nature of  Majesty.

Perceive that wars which are the origins of peace 
are like the Prophet whose war is for God’s sake.

He is victorious and mighty in both worlds: 
the description of this victor is not contained in the mouth.

Still, if it is impossible to drain the Oxus, 
one cannot deny one’s self as much as will slake thirst.

If you are thirsting for the spiritual Ocean, 
make a breach in the island of the Masnaví.

Make such a great breach that at every moment 
you will see the Masnaví to be only spiritual.

When the wind sweeps away the straw from the river-water, 
the water displays its unicolouredness.

Behold the fresh branches of coral; 
behold the fruits grown from the water of the spirit!

مى نگر در خود چنين جنگ گران
پس چه مشغولى به جنگ ديگران 

يا مگر زين جنگ حقت واخرد
در جهان صلح يك رنگت برد
آن جهان جز باقى و آباد نيست

ز انكه آن تركيب از اضداد نيست 
اين تفانى از ضد آيد ضد را

چون نباشد ضد نباشد جز بقا
نفى ضد كرد از بهشت آن بى نظير
كه نباشد شمس و ضدش زمهرير

هست بى رنگى اصول رنگها
صلحها باشد اصول جنگها

آن جهان است اصل اين پر غم وثاق
وصل باشد اهل هر هجر و فراق 

اين مخالف از چه ايم اى خواجه ما
و از چه زايد وحدت اين اعداد را

ز انكه ما فرعيم و چار اضداد اصل
خوى خود در فرع كرد ايجاد اصل 
گوهر جان چون وراى فصل هاست
خوى او اين نيست خوى كبرياست 
جنگها بين كان اصول صلح هاست
چون نبى كه جنگ او بهر خداست 
غالب است و چير در هر دو جهان

شرح اين غالب نگنجد در دهان 
آب جيحون را اگر نتوان كشيد

هم ز قدر تشنگى نتوان بريد
گر شدى عطشان بحر معنوى

فرجه اى كن در جزيره ى مثنوى 
فرجه كن چندان كه اندر هر نفس

مثنوى را معنوى بينى و بس 
باد كه را ز آب جو چون واكند

آب يك رنگى خود پيدا كند
شاخه هاى تازه ى مرجان ببين

ميوه هاى رسته ز آب جان ببين 
70
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When it is made single of words and sounds and breaths, 
it leaves all that and becomes the Ocean.

چون ز حرف و صوت و دم يكتا شود
آن همه بگذارد و دريا شود

The speaker of the word and the hearer of the word and the words—
all three become spirit in the end.

The bread-giver and the bread-receiver and the wholesome bread 
become single of their forms and are turned into earth,

But their reality, in the three categories, 
is both differentiated in grades and permanent.

In appearance they have become earth, in reality they have not; 
if anyone say that they have, say to him, “No, they have not.”

In the spiritual world all three are waiting, 
sometimes fleeing from form and sometimes taking abode.

When the Divine command comes—“Enter into forms”— they enter; 
likewise at His command they become divested.

Know, therefore, that to Him belongs the creation and to Him the command 
“the creation” is the form and “the command” is the spirit riding upon it.

The rider and the ridden are under the authority of the King: 
the body is at the portal and the spirit in the audience-chamber.

When the King desires the water to come into the pitcher, 
He says to the spirit-army, “Ride!”

Again, when He calls the spirit aloft, 
there comes from the overseers the cry, “Dismount!”

The discourse, after this, will become subtle: 
diminish the fire, do not put more faggots on it,

Lest the small pots boil quickly: 
the pot of the perceptions is small and low.

The Holy Transcendent One who makes the apple-orchard 
conceals them in a mist of words.

From this mist of sound and words and talk 
a screen that nothing of the apple comes  save the scent.

At least inhale this scent in greater quantity with your intelligence, 
that taking you by the ear it may lead you towards your origin.

Preserve the scent and beware of the discharge: 
protect your body from the cold wind and being of the ordinary,

Lest by the effect it stop up your nose: 
oh, their air is colder than winter.

حرف گو و حرف نوش و حرفها
هر سه جان گردند اندر انتها

نان دهنده و نان ستان و نان پاك
ساده گردند از صور گردند خاك 

ليك معنيشان بود در سه مقام
در مراتب هم مميز هم مدام 

خاك شد صورت ولى معنى نشد
هر كه گويد شد تو گويش نى نشد

در جهان روح هر سه منتظر
گه ز صورت هارب و گه مستقر

امر آيد در صور رو در رود
باز هم ز امرش مجرد مى شود
پس له الخلق و له الامرش بدان

خلق صورت امر جان راكب بر آن 
راكب و مركوب در فرمان شاه
جسم بر درگاه و جان در بارگاه 
چون كه خواهد كآب آيد در سبو

شاه گويد جيش جان را كه اركبوا
باز جانها را چو خواهد در علو

بانگ آيد از نقيبان كه انزلوا
بعد از اين باريك خواهد شد سخن

كم كن آتش هيزمش افزون مكن 
تا نجوشد ديگهاى خرد زود

ديگ ادراكات خرد است و فرود
پاك سبحانى كه سيبستان كند
در غمام حرفشان پنهان كند

زين غمام پانگ و حرف و گفت وگوى
پرده اى كز سيب نايد غير بوى 

بارى افزون كش تو اين بو را به هوش
تا سوى اصلت برد بگرفته گوش 

بو نگه دار و بپرهيز از زكام
تن بپوش از باد و بود سرد عام 

تا نيندايد مشامت را ز اثر
اى هواشان از زمستان سردتر
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They are like lifeless matter and frozen and stout of body: 
their breaths issue from a snow-hill.

چون جمادند و فسرده و تن شگرف
مى جهد انفاسشان از تل برف 

When the earth is covered with a shroud of this snow, 
brandish the sunbeam-sword of Husamu’ddín.

Listen, lift up the sword of Allah from the east: 
with that east make this portal hot.

That Sun smites the snow with a dagger: 
it causes the torrents to pour from the mountains upon the earth,

For it is neither of the east nor of the west: 
by day and by night it is at war with the astronomer,

Saying, “Why in your baseness and blindness 
have you made a qibla other than me of stars that give no true guidance?

Displeasing to you are the words of that trusty one in the Qur’án—
‘I love not them that set.’

By Quzah, you have girt yourself before the moon: 
hence you are annoyed by and the moon shall be split asunder.

You disbelieve that the sun shall be folded up: 
in your opinion the sun is of the highest degree.

You deem change of weather to be caused by the stars: 
you are displeased with when the star shall fall.

Truly, the moon produces no greater effect than bread: 
O many a loaf of bread that severs the vein of life!

Truly, Venus produces no greater effect than water: 
O many a water that has destroyed the body!

Love of those is in your soul, and the advice of your friend 
strikes on the outer skin of your ear.

Our advice takes no hold of you, O great man; 
know that neither does your advice take any hold of us.

Your ears are closed unless, perchance, the special key 
comes from the Friend to whom belongs the keys of the heavens.”

This discourse is like the stars and the moon, 
but without the command of God it makes no impression.

The impression made by this star beyond locality 
strikes on ears that seek inspiration,

Saying, “Come from locality to the world without spatial relations, 
in order that the wolf may not tear you to pieces in checkmate.”

چون زمين زين برف در پوشد كفن
تيغ خورشيد حسام الدين بزن 

هين بر آر از شرق سيف الله را
گرم كن ز آن شرق اين درگاه را

برف را خنجر زند آن آفتاب
سيلها ريزد ز كهها بر تراب 

ز انكه لا شرقى و لا غربى است او
با منجم روز و شب حربى است او

كه چرا جز من نجوم بى هدى
قبله كردى از لئيمى و عمى 

ناخوشت آيد مقال آن امين
در نبى كه لا أُحِبُّ الآفلين 

از قزح در پيش مه بستى كمر
ز آن همى رنجى ز وَ انْشَقَّ القمر
منكرى اين را كه شمس كورت
شمس پيش تست اعلى مرتبت 

از ستاره ديده تصريف هوا
ناخوشت آيد إذا النجم هوى 

خود موثرتر نباشد مه ز نان
اى بسا نان كه ببرد عرق جان 
خود موثرتر نباشد زهره ز آب
اى بسا آبا كه كرد او تن خراب 

مهر آن در جان تست و پند دوست
مى زند بر گوش تو بيرون پوست 

پند ما در تو نگيرد اى كلان
پند تو در ما نگيرد هم بدان 

جز مگر مفتاح خاص آيد ز دوست
كه مقاليد السماوات آن اوست 

اين سخن همچون ستاره ست و قمر
ليك بى فرمان حق ندهد اثر

اين ستاره ى بى جهت تاثير او
مى زند بر گوشهاى وحى جو
كه بياييد از جهت تا بى جهات

تا ندراند شما را گرگ مات 
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Since its pearl-scattering radiance is such, 
the sun of the present world may be described as its bat.

آن چنان كه لمعه ى در پاش اوست
شمس دنيا در صفت خفاش اوست 

The seven blue spheres are in servitude to it; 
the courier moon is fevered and wasted away by it.

Venus lays her hand upon it to beseech; 
Jupiter comes forward to offer to it the ready money of his soul.

Saturn is eager to kiss its hand, 
but he does not regard himself as without of that honour.

On account of it, Mars has inflicted so many wounds on his hands and feet; 
and on account of it Mercury has broken a hundred pens.

All these planets are at war with the astronomer, saying, 
“O you who have let the spirit go and has preferred colour,

It is the spirit, and we all are colour and designs: 
the star of every thought in it is the soul of the stars.”

Where is thought? There all is pure light: 
this word “thought” is for your sake, O thinker.

Every star has its house on high: 
our star is not contained in any house.

How should that which transcends place enter into space? 
How should there be a limit for the illimitable light?

But they use a comparison and illustration, 
in order that a loving feeble-minded man may apprehend .

It is not a simile, but it is a parable 
for the purpose of releasing the frozen intellect.

The intellect is strong in the head but weak in the legs, 
because it is sick of heart though sound of body.

Their intellect is deeply involved in the dessert of this world: 
never, never do they think of abandoning sensuality.

In the hour of pretension their breasts are like the orient sun, 
in the hour of pious devotion their endurance is as the lightning.

A learned man who shows self-conceit in his talents 
is faithless as the world at the time for keeping faith.

At the time when he regards himself he is not contained in the world: 
he has become lost in the gullet and belly, like bread.

All these qualities of theirs may become good: 
evil does not remain when it turns to seeking good.

هفت چرخ ازرقى در رق اوست
پيك ماه اندر تب و در دق اوست 

زهره چنگ مسئله در وى زده
مشترى با نقد جان پيش آمده
در هواى دستبوس او زحل

ليك خود را مى نبيند آن محل 
دست و پا مريخ چندين خست از او
و آن عطارد صد قلم بشكست از او

با منجم اين همه انجم به جنگ
كاى رها كرده تو جان بگزيده رنگ 

جان وى است و ما همه رنگ و رقوم
كوكب هر فكر او جان نجوم  

فكر كو آن جا همه نور است پاك
بهر تست اين لفظ فكر اى فكرناك 

هر ستاره خانه دارد بر علا
هيچ خانه درنگنجد نجم ما

اى سوز اندر مكان كى در رود
نور نامحدود را حد كى بود
ليك تمثيلى و تصويرى كنند
تا كه دريابد ضعيفى عشقمند

مثل نبود ليك باشد آن مثيل
تا كند عقل محمد را گسيل 

عقل سر تيز است ليكن پاى سست
ز انكه دل ويران شده ست و تن درست 

عقلشان در نقل دنيا پيچ پيچ
فكرشان در ترك شهوت هيچ هيچ 

صدرشان در وقت دعوى همچو شرق
صبرشان در وقت تقوى همچو برق 

عالمى اندر هنرها خود نما
همچو عالم بى وفا وقت وفا

وقت خود بينى نگنجد در جهان
در گلو و معده گم گشته چو نان

اين همه اوصافشان نيكو شود
بد نماند چون كه نيكو جو شود
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If egoism is foul-smelling like semen, 
when it attains unto the spirit it gains light.

گر منى گنده بود همچون منى
چون به جان پيوست يابد روشنى 

Every mineral that sets its face towards the plant—life grows from the 
tree of its fortune.

Every plant that turns its face towards the spirit 
drinks, like Khizr, from the Fountain of Life.

Once more, when the spirit sets its face towards the Beloved, 
it lays down its baggage into the life without end.

How an inquirer asked about a bird that was supposed to have settled on the wall of a city—
“Is its head more excellent and estimable and noble and honourable or its tail?”—
and how the preacher gave him a reply suited to the measure of his understanding.

One day an inquirer said to a preacher, 
“O you who are the pulpit’s most eminent expounder,

I have a question to ask. Answer my question in this assembly-place, 
O possessor of the marrow.

A bird has settled on the city-wall: 
which is better—its head or its tail?”

He replied, “If its face is to the town and its tail to the country, 
know that its face is better than its tail;

But if its tail is towards the town and its face to the country, 
be the dust on that tail and spring away from its face.”

A bird flies to its nest by means of wings: 
the wings of Man are aspiration, O people.

The lover who is soiled with good and evil, 
do not regard the good and evil; regard the aspiration.

If a falcon be white and beyond compare, 
it becomes despicable when it hunts a mouse;

And if there be an owl that has desire for the king, 
it is the falcon’s head: do not regard the hood.

Man, no bigger than a kneading-trough, 
has surpassed the heavens and the ether.

هر جمادى كه كند رو در نبات
از درخت بخت او رويد حيات 
هر نباتى كان به جان رو آورد

خضروار از چشمه ى حيوان خورد
باز جان چون رو سوى جانان نهد

رخت را در عمر بى پايان نهد

سؤال سائل از مرغى كه بر سر ربض شهرى نشسته باشد سر او فاضلتر است و عزيزتر و شريف تر 
و مكرمتر يا دم او و جواب دادن واعظ سائل را به قدر فهم او

واعظى را گفت روزى سائلى
كاى تو منبر را سنى تر قايلى 

يك سؤال استم بگو اى ذو لباب
اندر اين مجلس سؤالم را جواب 
بر سر بارو يكى مرغى نشست

از سر و از دم كدامينش به است 
گفت اگر رويش به شهر و دم به ده

روى او از دم او مى دان كه به 
ور سوى شهر است دم رويش بده
خاك آن دم باش و از رويش بجه 

مرغ با پر مى پرد تا آشيان
پر مردم همت است اى مردمان 
عاشقى كالوده شد در خير و شر

خير و شر منگر تو در همت نگر
باز اگر باشد سپيد و بى نظير

چون كه صيدش موش باشد شد حقير
ور بود جغدى و ميل او به شاه
او سر باز است منگر در كلاه 

آدمى بر قد يك طشت خمير
بر فزود از آسمان و از اثير
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Did this heaven ever hear We have honoured 
which this sorrowful Man heard?

مْنا شنيد اين آسمان هيچ كَرَّ
كه شنيد اين آدمى پر غمان 

Did anyone offer to earth and sky 
beauty and reason and eloquence and fond affection?

Did you ever display to heaven your beauty of countenance 
and your sureness of judgement in opinion?

Did you ever, O son, offer your silvery limbs 
to the pictured forms in the bath-house?

You leave those houri-like figures 
and display yourself to a half-blind old woman.

What is there in the old woman that was not in them, 
so that she rapt you away from those figures to herself ?

You will not say, I will tell plainly: 
it is reason and sense and perception and consideration and soul.

In the old woman there is a soul that mingles: 
the pictured forms in the hot-baths have no spirit.

If the pictured form in the hot-bath should move, 
it would at once separate you from the old woman.

What is soul? Soul is conscious of good and evil, 
rejoicing on account of kindness, weeping on account of injury.

Since consciousness is the inmost nature and essence of the soul, 
the more aware one is the more spiritual is he.

Awareness is the effect of the spirit: 
anyone who has this in excess is a man of God.

Since there are consciousnesses beyond this nature, 
in that arena these souls are inanimate matter.

The first soul is the theatre of the court; 
the Soul of the soul is truly the theatre of God.

The angels were entirely reason and spirit 
there came a new Spirit of which they were the body.

When, by happy fortune, they attached themselves to that Spirit, 
they became subservient to that Spirit, as the body is subservient 
to the spirit dwelling in it.

Hence Iblís had turned his head away from the Spirit: 
he did not become one with it because he was a dead limb.

Since he had it not, he did not become devoted to it: 
the broken hand does not obey the spirit.

بر زمين و چرخ عرضه كرد كس
خوبى و عقل و عبارات و هوس

جلوه كردى هيچ تو بر آسمان
خوبى روى و اصابت در گمان 

پيش صورتهاى حمام اى ولد
عرضه كردى هيچ سيم اندام خود
بگذرى ز آن نقشهاى همچو حور

جلوه آرى با عجوز نيم كور
در عجوزه چيست كايشان را نبود

كه ترا ز آن نقشها با خود ربود
تو نگويى من بگويم در بيان

عقل و حس و درك و تدبير است و جان 
در عجوزه جان آميزش كنى است
صورت گرمابه ها را روح نيست 

صورت گرمابه گر جنبش كند
در زمان او از عجوزت بر كند

جان چه باشد با خبر از خير و شر
شاد با احسان و گريان از ضرر

چون سر و ماهيت جان مخبر است
هر كه او آگاه تر با جان تر است 

روح را تاثير آگاهى بود
هر كه را اين بيش اللهى بود

چون خبرها هست بيرون زين نهاد
باشد اين جانها در آن ميدان جماد

جان اول مظهر درگاه شد
جان جان خود مظهر الله شد

آن ملايك جمله عقل و جان بدند
جان نو آمد كه جسم آن بدند

از سعادت چون بر آن جان بر زدند
همچو تن آن روح را خادم شدند

آن بليس از جان از آن سر برده بود
يك نشد با جان كه عضو مرده بود

چون نبودش آن فداى آن نشد
دست بشكسته مطيع جان نشد

155
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The Spirit is not impaired though its limb is broken, 
for that is in its power, and it can bring it to life.

جان نشد ناقص گر آن عضوش شكست
كان به دست اوست تاند كرد هست 

There is another mystery, where is another ear? 
Where is a parrot capable of that sugar?

For the elect parrots there is a profound candy: 
to that food the eyes of the ordinary parrots are closed.

How should one who has the appearance of a dervish taste of that purity? 
It is spiritual reality, not fa‘úlun fá‘ilát (amphibrachs and cretics).

Candy is not withheld from the ass of Jesus by him, 
but the ass is naturally pleased with straw.

If candy had roused delight in the ass, 
he would have poured hundredweights of sugar in front of the ass.

Know that this is the meaning of We seal their mouths: 
this is important for the traveller on the Way,

That perchance, by the Way of the Seal of the prophets, 
the heavy seal may be lifted from his lips.

The seals which the prophets left 
were removed by the religion of Ahmad.

The unopened locks had remained: 
they were opened by the hand of Lo, We have opened.

He is the intercessor in this world and in yonder world—
in this world to the religion, and yonder to Paradise.

In this world he says, “Do You show unto them the Way,” 
and in yonder world he says, “Show them the Moon.”

It was his custom in public and in private, 
“Guide my people: truly they know not.”

By his breath both the Gates were opened: 
in both worlds his prayer is answered.

He has become the Seal for this reason 
that there never was any one like him in munificence nor ever shall be.

When a master surpasses in his craft, don’t say, 
“The craft is sealed on you”?

In the opening of seals you are the Seal: 
in the world of the givers of spiritual life you are the Hatím.

The claim is this, that the esoteric teachings of Mohammed 
are wholly revelation within revelation within revelation.

سر ديگر هست كو گوش دگر
طوطيى كو مستعد آن شكر

طوطيان خاص را قندى است ژرف
طوطيان عام از آن خور بسته طرف 

كى چشد درويش صورت ز آن زكات
معنى است آن نه فعولن فاعلات 
از خر عيسى دريغش نيست قند

ليك خر آمد به خلقت كه پسند
قند خر را گر طرب انگيختى
پيش خر قنطار شكر ريختى 

معنى نَخْتِمُ عَلى  أفواههم
اين شناس اين است ره رو را مهم 

تا ز راه خاتم پيغمبران
بو كه برخيزد ز لب ختم گران 

ختمهايى كانبيا بگذاشتند
آن به دين احمدى برداشتند

قفلهاى ناگشاده مانده بود
از كف إِنَّا فَتَحْنا بر گشود

او شفيع است اين جهان و آن جهان
اين جهان زى دين و آن جا زى جنان

اين جهان گويد كه تو رهشان نما
و آن جهان گويد كه تو مهشان نما

پيشه اش اندر ظهور و در كمون
اهد قومى انهم لا يعلمون 

باز گشته از دم او هر دو باب
در دو عالم دعوت او مستجاب 

بهر اين خاتم شده ست او كه به خود
مثل او نه بود و نه خواهند بود

چون كه در صنعت برد استاد دست
نه تو گويى ختم صنعت بر تو است 

در گشاد ختمها تو خاتمى
در جهان روح بخشان حاتمى 

هست اشارات محمد المراد
كل گشاد اندر گشاد اندر گشاد
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A hundred thousand blessings on his spirit 
and on the advent and cycle of his sons!

صد هزاران آفرين بر جان او
بر قدوم و دور فرزندان او

Those fortunate Caliph-born sons of his 
are born of the substance of his soul and heart.

Whether they are of Baghdad or Herat or Rayy, 
they are his progeny without admixture of water and earth.

Wherever the rose-bough blossoms, it is still the rose; 
wherever the wine-jar bubbles, it is still the wine.

If the sun uplifts its head from the west, 
it is the same sun, not anything else.

O Maker, by means of Your veiling grace 
keep the fault-pickers blind to this utterance.

God said, “I have blindfolded the eyes 
of the evil-natured bat from the peerless Sun.

From the glances of the infirm and feeble bat 
even the stars of that Sun are concealed.”

In blame of the rotten reputations which prevent spiritual experience of the Faith and point to 
insincerity and stand in the way of hundreds of thousands of fools; as the sheep stood in the way of 
a certain effeminate person, and he dared not pass, so he asked the shepherd, “Will these sheep of 

yours bite me, I wonder?” “If you are a man,” he replied, “and the root of manhood is in you, 
they all are devoted to you; but if you are effeminate, each one of them is a dragon to you.” 
There is another effeminate person who, when he sees the sheep, immediately turns back 

and does not dare to ask; for he is afraid that, if he asks, the sheep will fall upon him and bite him.

Come, O Radiance of God, Husamu’ddín, 
O polisher of the spirit and sovereign of the Way to salvation,

Give the Masnavi a free and open course, 
endow the outward form of its parables with the spirit,

That all its words may become reason and soul 
and may fly towards the soul’s everlasting abode.

Through your efforts they came from the spirits 
into the trap of words and were confined.

آن خليفه زادگان مقبلش
زاده اند از عنصر جان و دلش 

گر ز بغداد و هرى يا از رى اند
بى مزاج آب و گل نسل وى اند

شاخ گل هر جا كه رويد هم گل است
خم مل هر جا كه جوشد هم مل است 

گر ز مغرب بر زند خورشيد سر
عين خورشيد است نه چيز دگر

عيب چينان را از اين دم كور دار
هم به ستارى خود اى كردگار

گفت حق چشم خفاش بد خصال
بسته ام من ز آفتاب بى مثال 

از نظرهاى خفاش كم و كاست
انجم آن شمس نيز اندر خفاست 

نكوهيدن ناموسهاى پوسيده را كه مانع ذوق ايمان و دليل ضعف صدق اند و راه زن صد هزار ابله، 
چنان كه راه زن آن مخنث شده بودند گوسفندان و نمى يارست گذشتن، و پرسيدن مخنث از چوپان كه 

اين گوسفندان تو مرا عجب گزند، گفت اگر مردى و در تو رگ مردى هست همه فداى تواند و اگر 
مخنثى هر يكى ترا اژدهاست، مخنثى ديگر هست كه چون گوسفندان را بيند در حال از راه باز گردد 

نيارد پرسيدن ترسد كه اگر بپرسم گوسفندان در من افتند و مرا بگزند

اى ضياء الحق حسام الدين بيا
اى صقال روح و سلطان الهدى 

مثنوى را مسرح مشروح ده
صورت امثال او را روح ده 

تا حروفش جمله عقل و جان شوند
سوى خلدستان جان پران شوند
هم به سعى تو ز ارواح آمدند

سوى دام حرف و مستحقن شدند
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May your life in the world be like Khadir, 
soul-increasing and help giving and perpetual!

باد عمرت در جهان همچون خضر
جان فزا و دستگير و مستمر

Like Khadir and Ilyas, may you remain in the world 
that by your grace earth may become heaven!

I would declare a hundredth part of your grace, 
were it not for the vainglory of the evil eye;

But from the evil venomous eye 
I have suffered spirit-crushing strokes.

I will not give an eloquent description of your state except allusively, 
by telling of the state of others.

This pretext too is one of the lures of the heart 
whereby the feet of the heart are in a mire.

Hundreds of hearts and souls are in love with the Maker, 
the evil eye or the evil ear has hindered.

One, indeed, is Bu Talib, the Prophet’s uncle: 
to him the revilement of the Arabs seemed terrible,

For, “What will the Arabs say of me? ‘At the bidding of his nephew 
he has changed the custom on which we rely.’”

He said to him, “O uncle, pronounce once the profession of faith 
that I may plead with God for you.”

He said, “But it will be spread abroad by hearsay: 
every secret that passes beyond the two becomes common talk.

I shall remain on the tongues of these Arabs: 
because of this I shall become despicable in their sight.”

But if the predestined grace had been to him, 
how should this faintheartedness have existed with God’s pull?

O You who are the Help of those who seek help, 
help from this pillory of wicked acts of free-will.

By the heart’s deceit and guile I have been so discomfited 
that I am left unable to lament.

Who am I? Heaven, with its hundred businesses, 
cried out for help against this ambush of free-will,

Saying, “Deliver me from this pillory of free-will, 
O gracious and longsuffering Lord!

The one-way pull on the straight Path 
is better than the two ways of perplexity, O gracious One.

چون خضر و الياس مانى در جهان
تا زمين گردد ز لطفت آسمان 

گفتمى از لطف تو جزوى ز صد
گر نبودى طمطراق چشم بد
ليك از چشم بد زهر آب دم

زخمهاى روح فرسا خورده ام 
جز به رمز ذكر حال ديگران
شرح حالت مى نيارم در بيان 

اين بهانه هم ز دستان دلى است
كه از او پاهاى دل اندر گلى است 
صد دل و جان عاشق صانع شده

چشم بد يا گوش بد مانع شده 
خود يكى بو طالب آن عم رسول
مى نمودش شنعه ى عربان مهول 

كه چه گويندم عرب كز طفل خود
او بگردانيد دين معتمد

گفتش اى عم يك شهادت تو بگو
تا كنم با حق خصومت بهر تو
گفت ليكن فاش گردد از سماع

كل سر جاوز الاثنين شاع 
من بمانم در زبان اين عرب

پيش ايشان خوار گردم زين سبب 
ليك گر بوديش لطف ما سبق

كى بدى اين بد دلى با جذب حق 
الغياث اى تو غياث المستغيث

زين دو شاخه ى اختيارات خبيث 
من ز دستان و ز مكر دل چنان

مات گشتم كه بماندم از فغان 
من كه باشم چرخ با صد كار و بار

زين كمين فرياد كرد از اختيار
كاى خداوند كريم و بردبار

ده امانم زين دو شاخه ى اختيار
راطَ المستقيم جذب يك راهه ى الصِّ

به ز دو راه تردد اى كريم 
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Although You are the entire goal of these two ways, 
yet indeed this duality is agonising to the spirit.

زين دو ره گر چه همه ى مقصد تويى
ليك خود جان كندن آمد اين دويى 

Although the destination of these two ways is to You alone, 
yet the battle is never like the banquet.”

Listen to the explanation thereof given by God in the Qur’án, 
the Verse they shrank from bearing it.

This perplexity in the heart is like war: 
“I wonder whether this is better for my case or that.”

In perplexity the fear and the hope of success 
are always in conflict with each other, advancing and retreating.

A prayer and a seeking refuge with God from the temptation of free-will and from the temptation 
of those things that minister to free-will; for the heavens and the earth dreaded and feared 
free-will and the things that minister to it, while the nature of Man is addicted to seeking 
free-will and all that ministers to his free-will; as if he is sick he feels himself to have little 

free-will and desires health, which ministers to free-will, in order that his free-will 
may be increased; and he desires high office in order that his free-will may be increased. 

And it was excess of free-will and of whatever ministers to it that caused the wrath of God 
to fall upon the peoples of the past. No one ever saw Pharaoh destitute.

From You first came this ebb and flow within me; 
else, O glorious One, this sea was still.

From the same source where You gave me this perplexity, 
graciously make me unperplexed likewise.

You are afflicting me. Ah, help, O You by whose affliction 
men are made weak as women.

How long this affliction? Do not afflict me, O Lord! 
Bestow on me one path; do not make me follow ten paths!

I am an emaciated camel, and my back is wounded by my free-will 
which resembles a pack-saddle.

At one moment this pannier weighs heavily on this side, 
at another moment that pannier sags to that side.

زين دو ره گر چه بجز تو عزم نيست
ليك هرگز رزم همچون بزم نيست 

در نبى بشنو بيانش از خدا
آيت اشفقن ان يحملنها

اين تردد هست در دل چون وغا
كاين بود به يا كه آن حال مرا

در تردد مى زند بر همدگر
خوف و اميد بهى در كر و فر

مناجات و پناه جستن به حق از فتنه ى اختيار و از فتنه ى اسباب اختيار كه سماوات و ارضين از 
اختيار و از اسباب اختيار شكوهيدند و ترسيدند و خلقت آدمى مولع افتاد بر طلب اختيار و اسباب 
اختيار خويش چنان كه بيمار باشد خود را اختيار كم بيند صحت خواهد كه سبب اختيار است تا 

اختيارش بيفزايد، و منصب خواهد تا اختيارش بيفزايد، و مهبط قهر حق در امم ماضيه فرط اختيار و 
اسباب اختيار بوده است، هرگز فرعون بى نوا كس نديده است 

اولم اين جزر و مد از تو رسيد
ور نه ساكن بود اين بحر اى مجيد

هم از آن جا كاين تردد داديم
بى تردد كن مرا هم از كرم 

ابتلايم مى كنى آه الغياث
اى ذكور از ابتلايت چون اناث 
تا به كى اين ابتلا يا رب مكن

مذهبى ام بخش و ده مذهب مكن 
اشترى ام لاغرى و پشت ريش

ز اختيار همچو پالان شكل خويش 
اين كجاوه گه شود اين سو گران
آن كجاوه گه شود آن سو كشان 
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Let the ill-balanced load drop from me, 
that I may behold the meadow of the pious.

بفكن از من حمل ناهموار را
تا ببينم روضه ى ابرار را

Like the Fellows of the Cave, I shall browse on the orchard of Bounty— 
not awake, nay, they are asleep.

I shall recline on the right or on the left, 
I shall not roll save involuntarily, like a ball,

Just as You, O Lord of the Judgement, 
turn me over either to the right or to the left.

Hundreds of thousands of years I was flying involuntarily, 
like the motes in the air.

If I have forgotten that time and state, 
the migration in sleep recalls it to my memory.

I escape from this four-branched cross 
and spring away from this halting-place into the pasture of the spirit.

From the nurse, Sleep, 
I suck the milk of those bygone days of mine, O Lord.

All the world are fleeing from their free-will and existence 
to their drunken side.

In order that for awhile they may be delivered from sobriety, 
they lay upon themselves the shame of wine and minstrelsy.

All know that this existence is a snare, 
that volitional thought and memory are a hell.

They are fleeing from selfhood into selflessness either by means of intoxication 
or by means of  occupation, O well-conducted man.

You draw the soul back from that state of not-being 
because it entered into unconsciousness without Your command.

Neither for the Jinn nor for mankind is it to pierce 
through the prison of the regions of the temporal world.

There is no piercing through the cavities of the highest heavens 
save by the power of Guidance.

There is no guidance save by a power that preserves the spirit of the devout 
from the keepers of the shooting stars.

There is no way for any one, till he become nonexistent, 
into the audience-chamber of Majesty.

What is the means of ascension to Heaven? This not-being. 
Not-being is the creed and religion of the lovers.

همچو آن اصحاب كهف از باغ جود
مى چرم ايقاظ نى بل هم رقود
خفته باشم بر يمين يا بر يسار

بر نگردم جز چو گو بى اختيار
هم به تقليب تو تا ذات اليمين

يا سوى ذات الشمال اى رب دين 
صد هزاران سال بودم در مطار

همچو ذرات هوا بى اختيار
گر فراموشم شده ست آن وقت و حال

يادگارم هست در خواب ارتحال 
مى رهم زين چار ميخ چار شاخ

مى جهم در مسرح جان زين مناخ 
شير آن ايام ماضيهاى خود

مى چشم از دايه ى خواب اى صمد
جمله عالم ز اختيار و هست خود
مى گريزد در سر سر مست خود

تا دمى از هوشيارى وارهند
ننگ خمر و زمر بر خود مى نهند

جمله دانسته كه اين هستى فخ است
فكر و ذكر اختيارى دوزخ است 

مى گريزند از خودى در بى خودى
يا به مستى يا به شغل اى مهتدى 
نفس را ز آن نيستى وا مى كشى

ز انكه بى فرمان شد اندر بى هشى 
ليس للجن و لا للانسان ان

ينفذوا من حبس اقطار الزمن 
لا نفوذ الا بسلطان الهدى

من تجاويف السماوات العلى 
لا هدى الا بسلطان يقى

من حراس الشهب روح المتقى 
هيچ كس را تا نگردد او فنا

نيست ره در بارگاه كبريا
چيست معراج فلك اين نيستى

عاشقان را مذهب و دين نيستى 
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From self-abasement in the way of Love 
the fur jacket and rustic shoes became the prayer-niche of Ayaz.

پوستين و چارق آمد از نياز
در طريق عشق محراب اياز

Even though he was beloved by the king, 
and was charming and beauteous outwardly and inwardly—

He had become devoid of any arrogance or ostentation or malice, 
and his face was a mirror for the beauty of the king—

Yet it was only because he was far removed from his existence, 
the end of his affair was praiseworthy.

The steadfastness of Ayaz was all the firmer 
forasmuch as he was taking precautions in fear of arrogance.

He had been purified, and he had come 
and smitten the neck of arrogance and selfishness.

He was practising these devices either for the purpose of instructing 
or for the sake of some principle of wisdom far removed from fear;

Or the sight of his rustic shoes pleased him 
because existence is a shutter against the breeze of not-being,

And he looked at them in order that the charnel-house which is built on 
not-being might open, and that he might feel the breeze of vitality and life.

The wealth and riches and silks of this traveller’s halt 
are a chain on the light-footed spirit.

The spirit espied the golden chain and was beguiled: 
it remained in the hole of a dungeon from the open country.

The world’s appearance is Paradise, in reality it is a hell; 
it is a viper full of venom, though its figure is a rose-cheeked beauty.

Although Hell-fire does no injury to the true believer, 
yet it is still better to pass on from that place.

Although Hell keeps its torment far from him, 
yet in any case Paradise is better for him.

O you deficient in understanding, beware of this rose-cheeked one 
who at the time of intercourse becomes a hell.

گر چه او خود شاه را محبوب بود
ظاهر و باطن لطيف و خوب بود

گشته بى كبر و ريا و كينه اى
حسن سلطان را رخش آيينه اى 

چون كه از هستى خود او دور شد
منتهاى كار او محمود بد

ز آن قوى تر بود تمكين اياز
كه ز خوف كبر كردى احتراز

او مهذب گشته بود و آمده
كبر را و نفس را گردن زده 
يا پى تعليم مى كرد آن حيل

يا براى حكمتى دور از وجل 
يا كه ديد چارقش ز آن شد پسند
كز نسيم نيستى هستى است بند

تا گشايد دخمه كان بر نيستى است
تا بيابد آن نسيم عيش و زيست 
ملك و مال و اطلس اين مرحله
هست بر جان سبك رو سلسله 

سلسله ى زرين بديد و غره گشت
ماند در سوراخ چاهى جان ز دشت 

صورتش جنت به معنى دوزخى
افعيى پر زهر و نقشش گل رخى 
گر چه مومن را سقر ندهد ضرر

ليك هم بهتر بود ز آن جا گذر
گر چه دوزخ دور دارد زو نكال

ليك جنت به و را فى كل حال 
الحذر اى ناقصان زين گل رخى

كه بگاه صحبت آمد دوزخى 
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حكايت غلام هندو كه به خداوند زاده ى خود پنهان هوا آورده بود، چون دختر را با مهتر زاده اى عقد 
كردند غلام خبر يافت رنجور شد و مى گداخت و هيچ طبيب علت او را در نمى يافت و او را زهره ى 

گفتن نه 

Story of the Hindu slave who had secretly fallen in love with his master’s daughter. 
On learning that the girl was betrothed to the son of a nobleman, the slave sickened 

and began to waste away. No physician could diagnose his malady, and he dared not tell.

A certain Khwaja had a Hindu slave 
whom he had educated and enlivened.

He had taught him science and all polite accomplishments; 
he had lighted the candle of erudition in his heart.

That beneficent man had brought him up indulgently 
from childhood in the lap of kindness.

This Khwaja had also a fair daughter, 
silver-limbed, lovely, and of excellent disposition.

When the girl had almost reached womanhood, 
the suitors were offering heavy dowries,

And there was continually coming to him 
from every nobleman a wooer to ask for the girl.

The Khwaja said, “Wealth has no permanence: 
it comes in the morning, and at night it goes in all directions.

Physical beauty too has no importance, 
for a face is made yellow by a single thorn-scratch.

Noble birth also is of small account, 
for he is fooled by money and horses.”

Oh, there is many a nobleman’s son who in riot and mischief 
has disgraced his father by his wicked deeds.

Do not court a man full of talent either, if he be exquisite, 
and take a warning from Iblís.

He had knowledge, since he had not religious love, 
he beheld in Adam nothing but a figure of clay.

Though you may know the minutiae of knowledge, O trustworthy, 
not by that will your two eyes that discern the invisible be opened.

He sees nothing but a turban and beard: 
he asks the announcer about his merits and demerits.

خواجه اى را بود هندو بنده اى
پروريده كرده او را زنده اى 

علم و آدابش تمام آموخته
در دلش شمع هنر افروخته 

پروريدش از طفوليت به ناز
در كنار لطف آن اكرام ساز

بود هم اين خواجه را خوش دخترى
سيم اندامى گشى خوش گوهرى 
چون مراهق گشت دختر طالبان

بذل مى كردند كابين گران 
مى رسيدش از سوى هر مهترى

بهر دختر دم به دم خوازه گرى 
گفت خواجه مال را نبود ثبات
روز آيد شب رود اندر جهات 

حسن صورت هم ندارد اعتبار
كه شود رخ زرد از يك زخم خار

سهل باشد نيز مهترزادگى
كه بود غره به مال و بارگى 

اى بسا مهتر بچه كز شور و شر
شد ز فعل زشت خود ننگ پدر
پر هنر را نيز اگر باشد نفيس

كم پرست و عبرتى گير از بليس 
علم بودش چون نبودش عشق دين

او نديد از آدم الا نقش طين 
گر چه دانى دقت علم اى امين

ز آنت نگشايد دو ديده ى غيب بين 
او نبيند غير دستارى و ريش

از معرف پرسد از بيش و كميش 
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You, O knower, have no need of the announcer: 
you see for yourself, for you are the rising light.

عارفا تو از معرف فارغى
خود همى بينى كه نور بازغى 

The thing that matters is fear of God and religion and piety, 
of which the result is happiness in both worlds.

He chose a pious son-in-law 
who was the pride of the whole clan and stock.

Then the women said, “He has no riches, 
he has neither nobility nor beauty nor independence.”

He replied, “Those things are secondary to asceticism and religion: 
he, without gold, is a treasure on the face of the earth.”

When it became known that the girl was going to be married in earnest, 
the hand-promise, the tokens, and the wedding-outfit,

The little slave, who was in the house, 
immediately became ill and weak and poorly.

He was wasting away like one wasting away: 
no physician could recognise his ailment.

Reason declared that the malady had its source in his heart 
medicine for the body is useless for heart-ache.

The little slave breathed no word of his state 
and did not tell what the cause of the pangs in his breast was.

One night the husband said to his wife, 
“Ask him privately what the matter with him is.

You are in the place of a mother to him: 
maybe he will disclose his trouble to you.”

When the mistress heard these words, 
next day she went to the slave.

Then the dame combed his head very fondly 
with many endearments and signs of friendliness.

In the fashion of fond mothers 
she truthed him until he began to explain,

Saying, “I did not expect this from you—
that you would give your daughter to a cross-grained stranger.

She is my master’s child, and I am heart-sick: 
is it not a shame that she should go elsewhere?”

The mistress, by the anger that rose in her, 
was about to strike him and hurl him down from the roof,

كار تقوى دارد و دين و صلاح
كه از او باشد به دو عالم فلاح 

كرد يك داماد صالح اختيار
كه بد او فخر همه خيل و تبار

پس زنان گفتند او را مال نيست
مهترى و حسن و استقلال نيست 

گفت آنها تابع زهدند و دين
بى زر او گنجى است بر روى زمين 
چون به جد تزويج دختر گشت فاش

دست پيمان و نشانى و قماش 
پس غلام خرد كاندر خانه بود

گشت بيمار و ضعيف و زار زود
همچو بيمار دقى او مى گداخت
علت او را طبيبى كم شناخت 

عقل مى گفتى كه رنجش از دل است
داروى تن در غم دل باطل است 
آن غلامك دم نزد از حال خويش
كز چه مى آيد بر او در سينه نيش 
گفت خاتون را شبى شوهر كه تو

باز پرسش در خلا از حال او
تو بجاى مادرى او را بود

كه غم خود پيش تو پيدا كند
چون كه خاتون كرد در گوش اين كلام

روز ديگر رفت نزديك غلام 
پس سرش را شانه مى كرد آن ستى

با دو صد مهر و دلال و آشتى 
آن چنان كه مادران مهربان

نرم كردش تا در آمد در بيان 
كه مرا اوميد از تو اين نبود

كه دهى دختر به بيگانه ى عنود
خواجه زاده ى ما و ما خسته جگر

حيف نبود كاو رود جاى دگر
خواست آن خاتون ز خشمى كامدش

كه زند و ز بام زير اندازدش 
280
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Saying, “Who is he, a whoreson Hindu, 
that he should desire a Khwaja’s daughter?”

كاو كه باشد هندوى مادر غرى
كه طمع دارد به خواجه دخترى 

She said, “Patience is best,” and restrained herself; 
she said to the Khwaja, “Listen to this wonderful thing!

Such a wretched slave a traitor! 
we thought he could be trusted!”

How the Khwaja bade the girl’s mother be patient, saying, “Don’t scold the slave: 
without scolding him I will make him abandon this desire in such a way 

that neither will the spit be burnt nor the meat be left uncooked.

“Nay,” replied the Khwaja, “have no fear, but wheedle him, in order 
that his illness may depart from him by virtue of this sweet flattery.

Charge me with the task of thwarting him, O beloved, 
and let that spinner of fine yarns regain his health.”

Gladden his heart and say, 
‘Know for sure that our daughter is really your spouse.

O goodly wooer, we didn’t know, 
since we know, you are the most worthy.

Our fire is in our own hearth: 
Layla is ours, and you are our Majnun.’

Tell him this in order that happy phantasies and thoughts may affect him: 
sweet thoughts make a man fat.

An animal is made fat, but by fodder; 
man is fattened by honour and eminence.

Man is fattened through his ear; 
an animal is fattened through its stomach and by eating and drinking.”

The mistress said, “Such a vile disgrace! 
How indeed shall my lips move in this matter?

Why should I talk drivel like this for his sake? 
Let the devilish traitor die!”

گفت صبر اولى بود خود را گرفت
گفت با خواجه كه بشنو اين شگفت

اين چنين گراء كى خائن بود
ما گمان برده كه هست او معتمد

صبر فرمودن خواجه مادر دختر را كه غلام را زجر مكن من او را بى زجر از اين طمع باز آورم كه 
نه سيخ سوزد نه كباب خام ماند

گفت خواجه نى مترس و دم دهش
تا رود علت از او زين لطف خوش 

دفع او را دلبرا بر من نويس
هل كه صحت يابد آن باريك ريس 

تو دلش خوش كن بگو مى دان درست
كه حقيقت دختر ما جفت تست 
ما ندانستيم اى خوش مشترى
چون كه دانستيم تو اوليترى 
آتش ما هم در اين كانون ما
ليلى آن ما و تو مجنون ما

تا خيال و فكر خوش بر وى زند
فكر شيرين مرد را فربه كند

جانور فربه شود ليك از علف
آدمى فربه ز عز است و شرف 

آدمى فربه شود از راه گوش
جانور فربه شود از حلق و نوش 
گفت آن خاتون از اين ننگ مهين

خود دهانم كى بجنبد اندرين 
اين چنين ژاژى چه خايم بهر او

گو بمير آن خائن ابليس خو

“Have patience,” said the Khwaja: “tell him, 
‘We will break off with him and give her to you,’

That maybe I may banish this from his mind: 
watch and see how I will thwart him.

گفت خواجه صبر كن با او بگو
كه از او ببريم و بدهيمش به تو
تا مگر اين از دلش بيرون كنم

تو تماشا كن كه دفعش چون كنم 
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When the mistress had spoken in this strain to the invalid, 
on account of his swagger there was no room for him on the earth.

چون بگفت آن خسته را خاتون چنين
مى نگنجيد از تبختر بر زمين 

He grew stout and fat and red cheeked, 
and bloomed like a red rose and gave a thousand thanks.

Now and again he would say, “O my mistress, 
lest this may be a deception and trick.”

The Khwaja gave a party and a feast, saying, 
“I am making a match for Faraj,”

So that the company chaffed and quizzed and said, 
“May your marriage be blessed, O Faraj!”

With the result that the promise seemed to Faraj surer 
and his illness vanished entirely and radically.

Afterwards, on the wedding-night, 
he artfully dyed a youth with henna, like (those of ) a woman.

He decorated his fore-arms like a bride: 
then he displayed to him a hen, but he gave him a cock;

He dressed the sturdy youth 
in the veil and robes of beautiful brides.

At bedtime he quickly extinguished the light.  
The Indian was left alone with the stout man

The Hindu yelled and shrieked, he begged and entreated him, 
but owing to the sound of the music outside, no one heard him.

The strong men had his way with the Indian until dawn.

At morning they brought the wash-basin and a big package, 
and according to the custom of bridegrooms Faraj went to the bath.

310.

310. He went to the bath, sorely troubled in soul, 
His back shredded to pieces like a ripped cloak.

From the bath he returned to the bridal chamber, a laughing-stock: 
beside him sat the daughter like a bride.

Her mother was sitting there to keep watch, 
lest he should make any attempt in the daytime.

He eyed her sulkily for awhile: 
then with both hands he gave her the ten fingers.

زفت گشت و فربه و سرخ و شكفت
چون گل سرخ و هزاران شكر گفت 

گه گهى مى گفت اى خاتون من
كه مبادا باشد اين دستان و فن 

خواجه جمعيت بكرد و دعوتى
كه همى سازم فرج را وصلتى 

تا جماعت عشوه مى دادند و گال
كاى فرج بادت مبارك اتصال 
تا يقين تر شد فرج را آن سخن

علت از وى رفت كل از بيخ و بن 
بعد از آن اندر شب گردك به فن

امردى را بست حنا همچو زن 
پر نگارش كرد ساعد چون عروس

پس نمودش ماكيان دادش خروس 
مقنعه و حله ى عروسان نكو

كنگ امرد را بپوشانيد او
شمع را هنگام خلوت زود كشت
ماند هندو با چنان كنگ درشت 

هندوك فرياد مى كرد و فغان
از برون نشنيد كس از دف زنان 

ضرب دف و كف و نعره ى مرد و زن
كرد پنهان نعره ى آن نعره زن 

تا به روز آن هندوك را مى فشارد
چون بود در پيش سگ انبان آرد

روز آوردند طاس و بوغ زفت
رسم دامادان فرج حمام رفت 

رفت در حمام او رنجور جان
كون دريده همچو دلق تونيان 
آمد از حمام در گردك فسوس

پيش او بنشست دختر چون عروس 
مادرش آن جا نشسته پاسبان
كه نبايد كاو كند روز امتحان 

ساعتى در وى نظر كرد از عناد
آن گهان با هر دو دستش ده بداد
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“May no one,” he exclaimed, 
“live in wedlock with a nasty evil-doing bride like you!

گفت كس را خود مبادا اتصال
با چو تو ناخوش عروس بد فعال 

By day your face is the face of fresh young ladies; 
by night your penis is larger than a donkey’s.

Even so all the pleasures of this world 
are very delightful from a distance before the test.

Seen from a distance they appear, 
when you approach they are a mirage.

She is a stinking hag, though by reason of her great blandishments 
she displays herself like a young bride.

Listen! Do not be deceived by her rouge; 
do not taste her sherbet which is mixed with poison!

Have patience, for patience is the key to joy, 
lest like Faraj you fall into a hundred straits.

Her bait is visible, her trap is hidden: 
at first her favours seem sweet to you.

Explaining that this self-delusion was not to that Hindu alone; on the contrary, every human be-
ing is afflicted with a similar self-delusion at every stage, except those whom God has preserved.

Inasmuch as the coffin is a burden on the people, 
these grandees have laid the burden on the people.

Since you are attached to those, oh, beware! 
How often will you sob piteously in repentance!

The names “princehood,” “vizierate,” and “kingship” are enticing, 
but hidden beneath them is death and pain and giving up the ghost.

Be a slave and walk on the earth like a horse, 
not like a bier which is carried on the neck.

The ungrateful man wishes all people to carry him: 
they bring him, like a dead rider, to the grave.

If you dream of any one on a bier, 
he will become a high stirruped rider of office.

روز رويت روى خاتونان تر
كير زشتت شب بتر از كير خر
همچنان جمله ى نعيم اين جهان

بس خوشست از دور پيش از امتحان 
مى نمايد در نظر از دور آب

چون روى نزديك باشد آن سراب
گنده پير است او و از بس چاپلوس

خويش را جلوه كند چون نو عروس 
هين مشو مغرور آن گلگونه اش
نوش نيش آلوده ى او را مچش 
صبر كن كالصبر مفتاح الفرج

تا نيفتى چون فرج در صد حرج 
آشكارا دانه، پنهان دام او

خوش نمايد ز اولت انعام او

در بيان آن كه اين غرور تنها آن هندو را نبود بلكه هر آدمى به چنين غرور مبتلاست در هر 
مرحله اى الا من عصمه اللَّه 

ز انكه آن تابوت بر خلق است بار
بار بر خلقان فگندند اين كبار

چون بپيوستى بدان اى زينهار
چند نالى در ندامت زار زار
نام ميرى و وزيرى و شهى

در نهانش مرگ و درد و جان دهى 
بنده باش و بر زمين رو چون سمند

چون جنازه نه كه بر گردن برند
جمله را حمال خود خواهد كفور
چون سوار مرده آرندش به گور

بر جنازه هر كه را بينى به خواب
فارس منصب شود عالى ركاب 

Do not lay your burden on any one, lay it on yourself: 
do not seek eminence, it is best to be poor.

بار خود بر كس منه بر خويش نه
سرورى را كم طلب درويش به 
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Do not be perpetually riding on the necks of people, 
lest gout attack your feet.

مركب اعناق مردم را مپا
تا نيايد نقرست اندر دو پا

The vehicle which you will curse in the end, saying,
“You resemble a city, but you are a ruined village”—

Curse it now when it appears to you like a city, 
in order that you may not have to unload in the wilderness.

Curse it now when you possess a hundred gardens, 
lest you become unable and devoted to the wilderness.

The Prophet said, “If you desire Paradise from God, 
desire nothing from any one.

When you desire nothing, I am your surety 
for the Garden of resort and the vision of God.”

Because of this certainty that Companion became so independent 
that one day when he had mounted,

And the whip fell right out of his hand, 
he himself dismounted and did not ask anyone to give it to him.

He, from whose gifts no evil comes, 
knows and Himself will give it without any asking.

But if you ask by God’s command, that is right: 
such asking is the way followed by the prophets.

When the Beloved has signified, it is evil no more: 
infidelity becomes faith when the infidelity is for His sake.

Any evil deed prompted by His command 
surpasses the good deeds in the world.

Even if the skin of the oyster-shell be damaged, do not curse it, 
for within it there are a hundred thousand pearls.

This topic has no end. Return to the King 
and become endued with the nature of the falcon.

Like pure gold, return to the mine, 
in order that your hands may be delivered from giving the ten fingers;

When they admit a phenomenal form into their hearts, 
in the end they curse it in contrition.

The repentance they show is like that of the moth: 
forgetfulness draws them back again to the work.

Like the moth, he deems the fire from a distance to be light, 
and packs off towards it.

مركبى را كاخرش تو ده دهى
كه به شهرى مانى و ويران دهى 

ده دهش اكنون كه چون شهرت نمود تا 
نبايد رخت در ويران گشود

ده دهش اكنون كه صد بستانت هست
تا نگردى عاجز و ويران پرست 

گفت پيغمبر كه جنت از اله
گر همى خواهى ز كس چيزى مخواه 

چون نخواهى من كفيلم مر ترا
جَنَّةُ الْمَأْوى  و ديدار خدا

آن صحابى زين كفالت شد عيار
تا يكى روزى كه گشته بد سوار

تازيانه از كفش افتاد راست
خود فرود آمد ز كس آن را نخواست 

آن كه از دادش نيايد هيچ بد
داند و بى خواهشى خود مى دهد

ور به امر حق بخواهى آن رواست
آن چنان خواهش طريق انبياست
بد نماند چون اشارت كرد دوست

كفر ايمان شد چو كفر از بهر اوست 
هر بدى كه امر او پيش آورد

آن ز نيكوهاى عالم بگذرد
ز آن صدف گر خسته گردد نيز پوست

ده مده كه صد هزاران در در اوست 
اين سخن پايان ندارد باز گرد
سوى شاه و هم مزاج باز گرد

باز رو در كان چو زر ده دهى
تا رهد دستان تو از ده دهى 

صورتى را چون به دل ره مى دهند
از ندامت آخرش ده مى دهند
توبه مى آرند هم پروانه وار

باز نسيان مى كشدشان سوى كار
همچو پروانه ز دور آن نار را
نور ديد و بست آن سو بار را

345
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As soon as he comes, it burns his wings, and he flees; 
and again he falls, like children, and spills the salt.

چون بيامد سوخت پرش را گريخت
باز چون طفلان فتاد و ملح ريخت 

Once more, thinking and hoping to profit, 
he quickly dashes himself on the fire of that candle.

Once more he is scorched and recoils; 
again the greed of his heart makes him forgetful and intoxicated.

At the moment when he recoils on being scorched, 
he gives the ten fingers, like the Hindu, to the candle,

Saying, “Oh, your face is splendid as the night-illuming moon, but oh, 
in intercourse you are false and destructive to him that is duped.”

Again his repentance and moaning go out of his memory, 
for God has made the stratagems of the liars to be feeble.

Concerning the interpretation, in a general sense, of the Verse: “as often as they kindle a fire for war.”

As often as they kindle the fire of spiritual warfare, 
God quenches their fire so that it is put out.

He makes a resolution, saying, “O heart, do not stay there!” 
he becomes forgetful, for he is not resolute.

Since there was no seed of sincerity sown by him, 
God has caused him to forget that resolution

Though he strikes the match of his heart, 
the Hand of God is always extinguishing the star.

Laying the tip of his finger on the place, 
in order that the fiery star might vanish.

A Story in further exposition of this.

A man of trust heard a sound of footsteps during the night: 
he took up the fire-lighter to strike a flame.

At that moment the thief came and sat down beside him, 
and whenever the tinder caught he put it out,

بار ديگر بر گمان و طمع سود
خويش زد بر آتش آن شمع زود

بار ديگر سوخت هم واپس بجست
باز كردش حرص دل ناسى و مست 

آن زمان كز سوختن وا مى جهد
همچو هندو شمع را ده مى دهد

كاى رخت تابان چو ماه شب فروز
وى به صحبت كاذب و مغرور سوز

باز از يادش رود توبه و انين
كاوهن الرحمن كيد الكاذبين 

در عموم تاويل اين آيت كه كُلَّهما أَوْقَدُوا ناراً لِلْحَرْبِ

كلما هم اوقدوا نار الوغى
أطفأ اللهَّ نارهم حتى انطفا

عزم كرده كه دلا آن جا مايست
گشته ناسى ز انكه اهل عزم نيست

چون نبودش تخم صدقى كاشته
حق بر او نسيان آن بگماشته

گر چه بر آتش زنه ى دل مى زند
آن ستاره ش را كف حق مى كشد

مى نهاد آن جا سر انگشت را
تا شود استاره ى آتش فنا

قصه اى هم در تقرير اين آيت 

شرفه اى بشنيد در شب معتمد
بر گرفت آتش زنه كاتش زند

دزد آمد آن زمان پيشش نشست
چون گرفت آن سوخته مى كرد پست 
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The Khwaja thought it was dying of itself: 
he didn’t see that the thief was extinguishing it.

خواجه مى پنداشت كز خود مى مرد
اين نمى ديد او كه دزدش مى كشد

The Khwaja said, “This tinder was moist: 
on account of its wetness the spark is dying at once.”

As there was great gloom and darkness in front, 
he didn’t see a fire-extinguisher beside him.

The infidel’s eye, because of dimness, 
does not see a similar fire extinguisher in his heart.

How is the heart of any knowing person 
ignorant with the moving there is a mover?

Why don’t you say, “How should day and night 
come and go of themselves without a Lord?”

You are conversant with intelligible ones; 
see what a lack of intelligence is shown by you, O despicable man!

Is a house more intelligible with a builder or without a builder? 
Answer, O man of little knowledge!

Is writing more intelligible with a writer or without a writer? 
Think, O son!

How should the jím of the ear and the ‘ayn of the eye 
and the mím of the mouth be without a Writer, O suspect?

Is the bright candle without one who lights it 
or with a skilful lighter?

Is it more reasonable to expect good craftsmanship from the hand of one 
who is palsied and blind or from one who has control and can see?

Since, therefore, you have apprehended that He will overpower you 
and beat the mace of tribulation on your head,

Like a Nimrod, repel Him by war! 
Launch an arrow of poplar-wood into the air against Him!

Like the Mongol soldiery, shoot an arrow at Heaven 
to prevent your soul being torn!

Or flee from Him, if you can, and go; 
how can you go, since you are a pawn in His hand?

You were in non-existence, you did not escape from His hand: 
how will you escape from His hand, O helpless one?

To seek one’s own desire is to flee 
and shed the blood of piety in the presence of His justice.

خواجه گفت اين سوخته نمناك بود
مى مرد استاره از تريش زود

بس كه ظلمت بود و تاريكى ز پيش
مى نديد آتش كشى را پيش خويش 

اين چنين آتش كشى اندر دلش
ديده ى كافر نبيند از عمش 
چون نمى داند دل داننده اى

هست با گردنده گرداننده اى 
چون نمى گويى كه روز و شب به خود

بى خداوندى كى آيد كى رود
گرد معقولات مى گردى ببين

اين چنين بى عقلى خود اى مهين 
خانه با بنا بود معقولتر

يا كه بى بنا بگو اى كم هنر
خط با كاتب بود معقولتر

يا كه بى كاتب بينديش اى پسر
جيم گوش و عين چشم و ميم فم

چون بود بى كاتبى اى متهم 
شمع روشن بى ز گيراننده اى

يا به گيراننده اى داننده اى 
صنعت خوب از كف شل ضرير

باشد اولى يا به گيرايى بصير
پس چو دانستى كه قهرت مى كند

بر سرت دبوس محنت مى زند
پس بكن دفعش چو نمرودى به جنگ

سوى او كش در هوا تير خدنگ 
همچو اسپاه مغل بر آسمان
تير مى انداز دفع نزع جان 

يا گريز از وى اگر تانى برو
چون روى چون در كف اويى گرو

در عدم بودى نرستى از كفش
از كف او چون رهى اى دست خوش 

آرزو جستن بود بگريختن
پيش عدلش خون تقوى ريختن 

370
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This world is a trap, and desire is its bait: 
flee from the traps, quickly turn your face towards God.

اين جهان دام است و دانه ش آرزو
در گريز از دامها روى آر زو

When you have gone this way, you have enjoyed a hundred blessings; 
when you have gone the opposite way, you have fared ill.

Therefore the Prophet said, “Consult your hearts, 
though the mufti outside gives you advice in affairs.”

Abandon desire, in order that He may have mercy: 
you have found by experience that such is required by Him.

Since you cannot escape, do service to Him, 
that you may go from His prison into His rose-garden.

When you keep watch continually, 
you are always seeing Justice and the Judge, O misguided man;

And if you shut your eyes because you have veiled yourself, 
how should the sun relinquish its work?

How the King revealed to the Amírs and those who were intriguing against Ayaz 
the reason of his superiority to them in rank and favour and salary, 
in such a manner that no argument or objection was left for them.

When the Amírs boiled over with envy, 
at last they taunted their King,

Saying, “This Ayaz of yours has not thirty intellects: 
how should he consume the salary of thirty Amírs?”

The King, accompanied by the thirty Amírs, 
went out to hunt in the desert and mountain-land.

The monarch descried a caravan in the distance: 
he said to an Amír, “Go, man of weak judgement,

Go and ask that caravan at the custom-house 
from what city they are arriving.”

He went and asked and returned, saying, “From Rayy.” 
“Whither bound?” asked the King. He  was unable to reply.

He said to another, “Go, noble lord, 
and ask whither the caravan is bound.”

چون چنين رفتى بديدى صد گشاد
چون شدى در ضد آن ديدى فساد

پس پيمبر گفت استفتوا القلوب
گر چه مفتيتان برون گويد خطوب

آرزو بگذار تا رحم آيدش
آزمودى كه چنين مى بايدش 

چون نتانى جست پس خدمت كنش
تا روى از حبس او در گلشنش 

دم به دم چون تو مراقب مى شوى
داد مى بينى و داور اى غوى 

ور ببندى چشم خود را ز احتجاب
كار خود را كى گذارد آفتاب 

وانمودن پادشاه به امرا و متعصبان در راه سبب فضيلت و مرتبت و قربت و جامگى اياز بر ايشان 
بر وجهى كه ايشان را حجت و اعتراض نماند

چون اميران از حسد جوشان شدند
عاقبت بر شاه خود طعنه زدند

كاين اياز تو ندارد سى خرد
جامگى سى امير او چون خورد
شاه بيرون رفت با آن سى امير

سوى صحرا و كهستان صيد گير
كاروانى ديد از دور آن ملك

گفت اميرى را برو اى موتفك 
رو بپرس آن كاروان را بر رصد

كز كدامين شهر اندر مى رسد
رفت و پرسيد و بيامد كه ز رى
گفت عزمش تا كجا درماند وى 
ديگرى را گفت رو اى بو العلا
باز پرس از كاروان كه تا كجا
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He went and returned and said, “For Yemen.” 
“Ha,” said the King, “what is their merchandise, O trusty one?”

رفت و آمد گفت تا سوى يمن
گفت رختش چيست هان اى موتمن 

He remained perplexed. The King said to another Amír, 
“Go and inquire the merchandise of those people.”

He came back and said, “It is of every sort; 
the greater part consists of cups made in Rayy.”

He asked, “When did they set out from the city of Rayy?” 
The dull-witted Amír remained in perplexity.

So till thirty Amírs and more had been tested: 
feeble in judgement and deficient in mental power.

He said to the Amírs, 
“One day I put my Ayaz to the test separately,

Saying, ‘Inquire of the caravan where it comes.’ 
He went and asked all these questions right.

Without instructions, without a hint, he apprehended everything 
concerning them, point by point, without any uncertainty or doubt.”

Everything that was discovered by these thirty Amírs in thirty stages 
was completed by him in one moment.

How the Amírs endeavoured to rebut that argument by the Necessitarian error 
and how the King answered them.

Then the Amírs said, “This is a branch of His providential favours: 
it has nothing to do with effort.

The fair face of the moon is bestowed on it by God, 
the sweet scent of the rose is the gift of Fortune.”

“Nay,” said the Sultan, “that which proceeds from one’s self 
is the product of remissness and the income derived from labour.

Otherwise, how should Adam have said unto God, 
‘O our Lord, truly we have wronged ourselves’?

Surely he would have said, This sin was from Fate: 
since it was destiny, what does our precaution avail?’

Like Iblís, who said, ‘You has led me astray: 
You have broken the cup and are beating me.’”

ماند حيران، گفت باميرى دگر
كه برو واپرس رخت آن نفر

باز آمد گفت از هر جنس هست
اغلب آن كاسه هاى رازى است 

گفت كى بيرون شدند از شهر رى
ماند حيران آن امير سست پى 
همچنين تا سى امير و بيشتر

سست راى و ناقص اندر كر و فر
گفت اميران را كه من روزى جدا

امتحان كردم اياز خويش را
كه بپرس از كاروان تا از كجاست
او برفت اين جمله وا پرسيد راست 

بى وصيت بى اشارت يك به يك
حالشان دريافت بى ريبى و شك 

هر چه زين سى مير اندر سى مقام
كشف شد زو آن به يك دم شد تمام 

مرافعه ى امرا آن حجت را به شبهه ى جبريانه و جواب دادن شاه ايشان را

پس بگفتند آن اميران كين فنى است
از عنايتهاش كار جهد نيست 

قسمت حق است مه را روى نغز
داده ى بخت است گل را بوى نغز
گفت سلطان بلكه آنچ از نفس زاد
ريع تقصير است و دخل اجتهاد

ور نه آدم كى بگفتى با خدا
ربنا انا ظلمنا نفسنا

خود بگفتى كاين گناه از بخت بود
چون قضا اين بود حزم ما چه سود

همچو ابليسى كه گفت أغويتني
تو شكستى جام و ما را مى زنى 
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Nay, destiny is a fact and the slave’s exertion is a fact: 
beware, do not be blind of one eye, like the tatterdemalion Iblís.

بل قضا حق است و جهد بنده حق
هين مباش اعور چو ابليس خلق 

We are left vacillating between two actions: 
how should this vacillation be without free-will?

How should he whose hands and feet are chained say, 
“Shall I do this or shall I do that?”

Can there ever be in my head such a dilemma as this,
“Shall I walk on the sea or shall I fly aloft?”

There is this vacillation,,
“Shall I go to Mosul or shall I go to Babylon for magic?”

Vacillation, then, must have a power to act; 
otherwise, it would be a mockery.

Do not put the blame on Destiny, O youth: 
how can you lay upon others your own sin?

Does Zayd commit murder, and the retaliation for which he is liable fall upon ‘Amr? 
Does ‘Amr drink wine, and the penalty for wine fall upon Ahmad?

Circle round yourself and perceive your sin: perceive that the movement 
proceeds from the sun and do not regard it as proceeding from the shadow;

For the Lord’s retribution will not err: 
that sagacious Lord knows the guilty one.

When you have eaten honey, the fever does not come to another; 
your day’s wages do not come at nightfall to another.

In what have you exerted yourself without its returning to you?
What have you sown without the produce of the seed coming?

Your action that is born of your soul and body 
clings to your skirt, like your child.

In the Unseen World the action is given a form: 
is not a gallows erected for the act of robbery?

How should the gallows resemble robbery? 
But that is the form given by God who knows things unseen,

Since God inspired the prefect’s heart 
to make such a form for justice’ sake.

So long as you are wise and just, 
how should Destiny deal justice and give retribution not in accordance?

Since a judge does this in the case of a virtuous man, 
how will the most Just of these judges give judgement?

در تردد مانده ايم اندر دو كار
اين تردد كى بود بى اختيار

اين كنم يا آن كنم او كى گود
كه دو دست و پاى او بسته بود

هيچ باشد اين تردد در سرم
كه روم در بحر يا بالا پرم 

اين تردد هست كه موصل روم
يا براى سحر تا بابل روم 
پس تردد را ببايد قدرتى

ور نه آن خنده بود بر سبلتى 
بر قضا كم نه بهانه اى جوان

جرم خود را چون نهى بر ديگران 
خون كند زيد و قصاص او به عمر

مى خورد عمرو و بر احمد حد خمر
گرد خود بر گرد و جرم خود ببين
جنبش از خور بين و از سايه مبين 

كه نخواهد شد غلط پاداش مير
خصم را مى داند آن مير بصير

چون عسل خوردى نيامد تب به غير
مزد روز تو نيامد شب به غير

در چه كردى جهد كان واتو نگشت
تو چه كاريدى كه نامد ريع كشت 

فعل تو كه زايد از جان و تنت
همچو فرزندت بگيرد دامنت 

فعل را در غيب صورت مى كنند
فعل دزدى را نه دارى مى زنند

دار كى ماند به دزدى ليك آن
هست تصوير خداى غيب دان 
در دل شحنه چو حق الهام داد

كه چنين صورت بساز از بهر داد
تا تو عالم باشى و عادل قضا
نامناسب چون دهد داد و سزا

چون كه حاكم اين كند اندر گزين
چون كند حكم احكم اين حاكمين 
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When you sow barley nothing except barley will grow up: 
you have borrowed, from whom  will you require the security?

چون بكارى جو نرويد غير جو
قرض تو كردى ز كه خواهى گرو

Do not lay your sin upon any one else: 
give your mind and ear to this retribution.

Lay the sin upon yourself, for you yourself sowed: 
make peace with the recompense and justice of God.

The cause of affliction is some evil deed: 
acknowledge that evil is done by you, not by Fate.

To look at Fate makes the eye squint: 
it makes the dog be attached to the kennel and lazy.

Suspect yourself, O youth; 
do not suspect the recompense of justice.

Repent like a man; turn your head into the Way, 
for whoso does a mote’s weight shall see it.

Do not be duped by the wiles of the carnal soul, 
for the Divine Sun will not conceal a single mote.

These material motes, O profitable man, 
are visible in the presence of this material sun.

The motes consisting of ideas and thought 
are manifest in the presence of the Sun of Realities.

Story of the bird catcher who had wrapped himself in grass and drawn over his head 
a handful of roses and red anemones, like a cap, in order that the birds might think he was grass. 

The clever bird had some little notion that he was a man, and said, “I have never seen grass 
of this shape”; but it did not wholly apprehend and was deceived by his guile, 

because at the first view it had no decisive argument, on its second view of the trick 
it had a decisive argument, namely, avarice and greed, especially at the time of excessive want 

and poverty. The Prophet—God bless and save him!—has said that poverty is almost infidelity.

A bird went into a meadow: 
there was a trap for the purpose of catching a bird.

Some grain had been placed on the ground, 
and the bird catcher was ensconced there in ambush.

جرم خود را بر كسى ديگر منه
هوش و گوش خود بدين پاداش ده 
جرم بر خود نه كه تو خود كاشتى

با جزا و عدل حق كن آشتى 
رنج را باشد سبب بد كردنى

بد ز فعل خود شناس از بخت نى 
آن نظر در بخت چشم احول كند

كلب را كهدانى و كاهل كند
متهم كن نفس خود را اى فتى

متهم كم كن جزاى عدل را
توبه كن مردانه سر آور به ره

كه فمن يعمل بمثقال يره 
در فسون نفس كم شو غره اى

كافتاب حق نپوشد ذره اى 
هست اين ذرات جسمى اى مفيد
پيش اين خورشيد جسمانى پديد

هست ذرات خواطر و افتكار
پيش خورشيد حقايق آشكار

حكايت آن صياد كه خويشتن در گياه پيچيده بود و دسته ى گل و لاله را كله وار به سر فروكشيده تا 
مرغان او را گياه پندارند، و آن مرغ زيرك بوى برد اندكى كه اين آدمى است كه بر اين شكل گياه 

نديدم اما هم تمام بوى نبرد، به افسون او مغرور شد زيرا در ادراك اول قاطعى نداشت در ادراك مكر 
دوم قاطعى داشت، و هو الحرص و الطمع لا سيما عند فرط الحاجة و الفقر، قال النَّهبىّ صلى اللَّه عليه 

و آله و سلم كاد الفقر ان يكون كفرا

رفت مرغى در ميان مرغزار
بود آن جا دام از بهر شكار
دانه ى چندى نهاده بر زمين

و آن صياد آن جا نشسته در كمين 
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He had wrapped himself in leaves and grass 
that the wretched prey might slip off from the path.

خويشتن پيچيده در برگ و گياه
تا در افتد صيد بى چاره ز راه 

A little bird approached him in ignorance: 
then it hopped round and ran up to the man,

And said to him, “Who are you; 
clad in green in the desert amidst these wild animals?”

He replied, “I am an ascetic severed: 
I have become content here with some grass.

I adopted asceticism and piety as my religion and practice 
because I saw before me the appointed end of my life.

My neighbour’s death had given me warning 
and upset my business and shop.

Since I shall be left alone at the last, 
it behooves me not to become friendly with every man and woman.

I shall turn my face to the grave at the last: 
it is better that I should make friends with the One.

Since my jaw will be bound up, O worshipful one, 
it is better that I should jaw little.

O you who have learned to wear a gold-embroidered robe and a belt, 
at the last there is the unsewn garment for you.

We shall turn our faces to the earth where we have sprung: 
why have we fixed our hearts on creatures devoid of constancy?

The four ‘natures’ are our ancestors and kinsfolk from of old; 
we have fixed our hopes on a borrowed kinship.

During years the body of Man 
had companionship and intimacy with the elements.

His spirit, indeed, is from the souls and intelligences, 
the spirit has forsaken its origins.

From the pure souls and intelligences 
there is coming to the spirit a letter, saying, ‘O faithless one,

You have found miserable five-day friends 
and have turned your face away from your friends of old.’

Although the children are happy in their play, 
at nightfall they are dragged off and taken home.

At play-time the little child strips: 
suddenly the thief carries off his coat and shoes.

مرغك آمد سوى او از ناشناخت
پس طوافى كرد و پيش مرد تاخت 

گفت او را كيستى تو سبز پوش
در بيابان در ميان اين وحوش 

گفت مرد زاهدم من منقطع
با گياهى گشتم اينجا مقتنع 

زهد و تقوى را گزيدم دين و كيش
ز انكه مى ديدم اجل را پيش خويش 

مرگ همسايه مرا واعظ شده
كسب و دكان مرا برهم زده 

چون به آخر فرد خواهم ماندن
خو نبايد كرد با هر مرد و زن 

رو بخواهم كرد آخر در لحد
آن به آيد كه كنم خو با احد

چون زنخ را بست خواهند اى صنم
آن به آيد كه ز نخ كمتر زنم 

اى به زربفت و كمر آموخته
آخر استت جامه ى نادوخته 

رو به خاك آريم كز وى رسته ايم
دل چرا در بى وفايان بسته ايم 

جد و خويشان مان قديمى چار طبع
ما به خويشى عاريت بستيم طمع 

سالها هم صحبتى و هم دمى
با عناصر داشت جسم آدمى 

روح او خود از نفوس و از عقول
روح اصل خويش را كرده نكول 

از نفوس و از عقول پر صفا
نامه مى آيد به جان كاى بى وفا

يار كان پنج روزه يافتى
رو ز ياران كهن بر تافتى 

كودكان گر چه كه در بازى خوشند
شب كشانشان سوى خانه مى كشند

شد برهنه وقت بازى طفل خرد
دزد از ناگه قبا و كفش برد
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He is so hotly engaged in play 
that his cap and shirt are forgotten.

آن چنان گرم او به بازى در فتاد
كان كلاه و پيرهن رفتش ز ياد

Night falls, and his play becomes helpless: 
he has not the face to go home.

Have not you heard the present life is only a play? 
You have squandered your goods and have become afraid.

Look for your clothes ere night comes on: 
do not waste the day in talk.

I have chosen seclusion in the desert: 
I have perceived that mankind is a stealer of clothes.

Half of life in desire for a charming friend; 
half of life in anxieties caused by foes.

That has carried off cloak, this has carried off cap, 
we have become absorbed in play, like a little child.

Lo, the night-time of death is near. 
Leave this play: you have enough, do not return.

Listen, mount repentance, 
overtake the thief, and recover your clothes from him.

The steed of repentance is a marvellous steed: 
in one moment it runs from below up to heaven.

But always keep the steed from him 
who secretly stole your coat.

Lest he steal your steed also, 
keep watch over this steed of yours incessantly.”

Story of the person whose ram was stolen by some thieves. Not content with that, 
they stole his clothes too by means of a trick.

A certain man had a ram he was leading along behind him: 
a thief carried off the ram, having cut its halter.

As soon as he noticed, he began to run to left and right, 
that he might find out where the stolen ram was.

Beside a well he saw the thief crying, 
“Alas! Woe is me!”

شد شب و بازى او شد بى مدد
رو ندارد كاو سوى خانه رود

نى شنيدى انما الدنيا لعب
باد دادى رخت و گشتى مرتعب 

پيش از آن كه شب شود جامه بجو
روز را ضايع مكن در گفت وگو

من به صحرا خلوتى بگزيده ام
خلق را من دزد جامه ديده ام 
نيم عمر از آرزوى دلستان

نيم عمر از غصه هاى دشمنان 
جبه را برد آن كله را اين ببرد

غرق بازى گشته ما چون طفل خرد
نك شبانگاه اجل نزديك شد
خل هذا اللعب بسك لا تعد

هين سوار توبه شو در دزد رس
جامه ها از دزد بستان باز پس 

مركب توبه عجايب مركب است
بر فلك تازد به يك لحظه ز پست 
ليك مركب را نگه مى دار از آن
كاو به دزديد آن قبايت را نهان 

تا ندزدد مركبت را نيز هم
پاس دار اين مركبت را دم به دم 

حكايت آن شخص كه دزدان قوچ او را بدزديدند و بر آن قناعت نكردند به حيله جامه هاش را هم 
دزديدند

آن يكى قچ داشت از پس مى كشيد
دزد قچ را برد حبلش را بريد

چون كه آگه شد دوان شد چپ و راست
تا بيابد كان قچ برده كجاست 
بر سر چاهى بديد آن دزد را
كه فغان مى كرد كاى وا ويلتا
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“O master,” said he, “why are you lamenting?” 
He replied, “My purse of gold has fallen into the well.

گفت نالان از چيى اى اوستاد
گفت هميان زرم در چه فتاد

If you can go in and fetch it out, 
I will give you a fifth with pleasure.

You will receive the fifth part of a hundred dinars in your hand.” 
He said, “Why, this is the price of ten rams.

If one door is shut ten doors are opened: 
if a ram is gone, God gives a camel in compensation.”

He took off his clothes and went into the well: 
at once the thief carried away his clothes too.

A prudent man is needed to find the way to the village: 
prudence be absent, cupidity brings calamity.

He is a mischievous thief: 
like a phantom, he has a shape at every moment.

None but God knows his cunning: 
take refuge with God and escape from that impostor.

The bird’s debate with the bird catcher concerning monasticism 
and about the meaning of the monasticism which Mustafá (Mohammed), on whom be peace, 

forbade his community to practise, saying, “There is no monkery in Islam.”

The bird said to him, “O Khwaja, don’t stay in seclusion: 
monasticism is not good in regard to the religion of Ahmad.

The Prophet has forbidden monasticism: 
how have you embraced a heresy, O trifler?

The conditions are: the Friday worship and the public prayers, 
to enjoin good and shun evil,

To bear patiently affliction caused by the ill-natured, 
and to confer benefit on creatures as the clouds.

O father, the best of the people is he who benefits the people: 
if you are not a stone, why are you consorting with the stupid?

Live amongst the community that is the object of mercy: 
do not forsake the religion of Ahmad, be ruled.”

گر توانى در روى بيرون كشى
خمس بدهم مر ترا با دل خوشى 
خمس صد دينار بستانى به دست

گفت او خود اين بهاى ده قچ است 
گر درى بر بسته شد ده در گشاد

گر قچى شد حق عوض اشتر بداد
جامه ها بر كند و اندر چاه رفت
جامه ها را برد هم آن دزد تفت 

حازمى بايد كه ره تا ده برد
حزم نبود طمع طاعون آورد
او يكى دزد است فتنه سيرتى

چون خيال او را به هر دم صورتى 
كس نداند مكر او الا خدا

در خدا بگريز و وا ره ز آن دغا

مناظره ى مرغ با صياد در ترهب و در معنى ترهبى كه مصطفى عليه السلام نهى كرد از آن امت خود 
را كه لا رهبانيه فى الاسلام 

مرغ گفتش خواجه در خلوت مه ايست
دين احمد را ترهب نيك نيست

از ترهب نهى كردست آن رسول
بدعتى چون در گرفتى اى فضول

جمعه شرط است و جماعت در نماز
امر معروف و ز منكر احتراز

رنج بد خويان كشيدن زير صبر
منفعت دادن به خلقان همچو ابر
خير ناس ان ينفع الناس اى پدر
گر نه سنگى چه حريفى با مدر

در ميان امت مرحوم باش
سنت احمد مهل محكوم باش 
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He replied, “Anyone whose intelligence is infirm, 
he in the opinion of the intelligent is like a stone and stupid.

گفت عقل هر كه را نبود رسوخ
پيش عاقل او چو سنگ است و كلوخ 

One whose wish is for bread resembles an ass: 
companionship with him is the essence of monkery.

For all except God crumbles away, 
everything that is coming after a time will come.

His predicament is the same as that of his qibla: 
call him ‘dead’ inasmuch as he seeks the dead.

Anyone who lives with these people is a monk, 
for his companions are earth and stones.

In truth, clods and stones never waylaid any one, 
from those clods come a hundred thousand corruptions.”

The bird said to him, “Then, the Jihad (spiritual war) 
is waged at the time when a brigand like this is on the road.

The valiant man enters on the unsafe road 
for the purpose of protecting and helping and fighting.

The root of manhood becomes apparent 
at the time when the traveller meets his enemies on the road.

Since the Messenger was the Prophet of the sword, 
his community is heroes and champions.

In our way the right thing is war and glory; 
in the religion of Jesus the right thing is cave and mountain.”

He said, “Yes; if one has help and strength 
to make a mighty attack on evil and mischief.

When there is no strength, it is better to abstain: 
spring easily away in flight from what cannot be endured.”

It replied, “Firmness of heart is needed for achievement, 
but a friend does not lack friends.

Be a friend, that you may find friends innumerable; 
for without friends you will be left helpless.

The Devil is a wolf, and you are like Joseph: 
do not let go Jacob’s skirt, O excellent one.

Generally the wolf seizes at the moment 
when a year-old sheep strays alone by itself from the flock.

He who has abandoned the Sunna with the community, 
has not he drunk his own blood in such a haunt of wild beasts?

چون حمار است آن كه نانش امنيت است
صحبت او عين رهبانيت است 

ز انكه غير حق همه گردد رفات
كل آت بعد حين فهو آت 

حكم او هم حكم قبله ى او بود
مرده اش خوان چون كه مرده جو بود

هر كه با اين قوم باشد راهب است
كه كلوخ و سنگ او را صاحب است 

خود كلوخ و سنگ كس را ره نزد
زين كلوخان صد هزار آفت رسد
گفت مرغش پس جهاد آن گه بود

كاين چنين ره زن ميان ره بود
از براى حفظ و يارى و نبرد

بر ره ناامن آيد شير مرد
عرق مردى آن گهى پيدا شود

كه مسافر همره اعدا شود
چون نبى سيف بوده ست آن رسول

امت او صفدرانند و فحول 
مصلحت در دين ما جنگ و شكوه

مصلحت در دين عيسى غار و كوه 
گفت آرى گر بود يارى و زور

تا به قوت بر زند بر شر و شور
چون نباشد قوتى پرهيز به
در فرار لا يطاق آسان بجه 
گفت صدق دل ببايد كار را
ور نه ياران كم نيايد يار را
يار شو تا يار بينى بى عدد

ز انكه بى ياران بمانى بى مدد
ديو گرگ است و تو همچون يوسفى

دامن يعقوب مگذار اى صفى 
گرگ اغلب آن گهى گيرا بود

كز رمه شيشك به خود تنها رود
آن كه سنت با جماعت ترك كرد

در چنين مسبع ز خون خويش خورد

500
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The Sunna is the road, and the community is like companions: 
without the road and without comrades you will fall into straits;

هست سنت ره جماعت چون رفيق
بى ره و بى يار افتى در مضيق 

Not the fellow-traveller who is an enemy to Reason 
and seeks an opportunity to carry off your clothes,

Goes about with you in order to find a mountain-pass 
where he can plunder you!

Not one who has the heart of a camel and, when he feels afraid, 
instructs to turn back on the road!

By his camel’s courage he frightens his comrade: 
know that such a fellow-traveller is an enemy, not a friend.

The road is self-sacrifice, and in every thicket 
is a bane to drive back any one whose soul is as a glass bottle.

The road of religion is full of trouble and bale for the reason 
that it is not the road for any one whose nature is effeminate.

On this road souls are tried by terror 
as a sieve for sifting bran.

What is the road? Full of footprints. 
What is the friend? The ladder whereby minds ascend.

I grant that, through taking precautions, the wolf may not find you, 
without company you will not find that alacrity.

He who cheerfully goes alone on a journey—
with companions his progress is increased a hundredfold.

Notwithstanding the grossness of the ass, it is exhilarated, O dervish, 
by comrades and becomes capable of strength.

To any ass that goes alone from the caravan 
the road is a hundredfold by fatigue.

How much more prodding and beating does it suffer 
that it may cross the desert alone!

That ass is saying to you, ‘Take heed! 
Don’t travel alone like this, unless you are an ass!’

Beyond doubt he who cheerfully goes alone into the custom-house 
will go more cheerfully with companions.

Every prophet on this straight road 
produced evidentiary miracles and sought fellow-travellers.

Were it not for the help given by the walls; 
how should houses and mezzanines arise?

همرهى نه كاو بود خصم خرد
فرصتى جويد كه جامه ى تو برد

مى رود با تو كه يابد عقبه اى
كه تواند كردت آن جا نهبه اى 

يا بود اشتر دلى چون ديد ترس
گويدت بهر رجوع از راه، درس 

يار را ترسان كند ز اشتر دلى
اين چنين همره عدو دان نه ولى 

راه جان بازى است در هر غيشه اى
آفتى در دفع هر جان شيشه اى 

راه دين ز آن رو پر از شور و شر است
كه نه راه هر مخنث گوهر است 

در ره اين ترس امتحانهاى نفوس
همچو پرويزن به تمييز سبوس 

راه چه بود پر نشان پايها
يار چه بود نردبان رايها

گيرم آن گرگت نيابد ز احتياط
بى ز جمعيت نيابى آن نشاط

آن كه تنها در رهى او خوش رود
با رفيقان سير او صد تو شود

با غليظى خر ز ياران اى فقير
در نشاط آيد شود قوت پذير

هر خرى كز كاروان تنها رود
بر وى آن ره از تعب صد تو شود

چند سيخ و چند چوب افزون خورد
تا كه تنها آن بيابان را برد

مر ترا مى گويد آن خر خوش شنو
گر نه اى خر همچنين تنها مرو

آن كه تنها خوش رود اندر رصد
با رفيقان بى گمان خوشتر رود

هر نبيى اندر اين راه درست
معجزه بنمود و همراهان بجست 

گر نباشد يارى ديوارها
كى بر آيد خانه ها و انبارها
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If each wall is separated, 
how shall the roof remain suspended in the air?

هر يكى ديوار اگر باشد جدا
سقف چون باشد معلق در هوا

If no help be given by ink and pen, 
how shall the writing come on to the surface of the paper?

If this rush-mat which someone is spreading were not joined together, 
the wind would carry it away.

Since God created pairs of every kind, 
therefore results are produced by means of union.”

He spoke and the bird spoke: 
their debate on this subject was prolonged by the vehemence.

Make the Masnavi nimble and pleasing to the heart: 
abridge and shorten controversy.

Afterwards, it said to him, “Whose is the wheat?” 
He replied, “It is the deposit of an orphan who has no guardian.

It is orphans’ property, deposited with me 
because people deem me trustworthy.”

The bird said, “I am driven by necessity and in a sore plight: 
carrion is lawful to me at this moment.

Listen, with your permission I will eat of this wheat, 
O trusty and devout and venerable one.”

He replied, “You are the judge of necessity: 
if you eat without necessity, you will commit a sin;

And if the necessity exists, yet it is better to abstain; 
or if you do eat, at any rate give a guarantee for it.”

Thereupon the bird pondered deeply, 
its restive steed took its head from the pull of the rein.

When it had eaten the wheat, it remained in the trap: 
it recited several times Yásín and al-An‘ám.

What is “Alas” and “Ah me” after being left helpless? 
This black smoke ought to have been before that.

At the time when greed and desire have stirred, at that time keep saying, 
“Help me, O You who come at the cry for help!”

For that time is prior to the devastation of Basra, 
and it may be that Basra will still be saved from that overthrow.

O you that will weep for me, O you that will be bereft of me, 
weep for me before the demolition of Basra and Mosul.

گر نباشد يارى حبر و قلم
كى فتد بر روى كاغذها رقم 

اين حصيرى كه كسى مى گسترد
گر نه پيوندد به هم بادش برد

حق ز هر جنسى چو زوجين آفريد
پس نتايج شد ز جمعيت پديد

او بگفت و او بگفت از اهتزاز
بحثشان شد اندر اين معنى دراز
مثنوى را چابك و دل خواه كن

ماجرا را موجز و كوتاه كن 
بعد از آن گفتش كه گندم آن كيست
گفت امانت از يتيم بى وصى است 

مال ايتام است امانت پيش من
ز انكه پندارند ما را موتمن 

گفت من مضطرم و مجروح حال
هست مردار اين زمان بر من حلال 
هين به دستورى از اين گندم خورم

اى امين و پارسا و محترم 
گفت مفتى ضرورت هم توى

بى ضرورت گر خورى مجرم شوى 
ور ضرورت هست هم پرهيز به

ور خورى بارى ضمان آن بده 
مرغ بس در خود فرو رفت آن زمان

توسنش سر بستد از جذب عنان 
چون بخورد آن گندم اندر فخ بماند

چند او ياسين و الانعام خواند
بعد درماندن چه افسوس و چه آه
پيش از آن بايست اين دود سياه 

آن زمان كه حرص جنبيد و هوس
آن زمان مى گو كه اى فريادرس 

كان زمان پيش از خرابى بصره است
بو كه بصره وارهد هم ز آن شكست 

ابك لى يا باكيى يا ثاكلى
قبل هدم البصره و الموصل 
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Mourn for me and smear yourself with dust before my death; 
do not mourn for me after my death, but bear with patience.

نح على قبل موتى و اعتفر
لا تنح لى بعد موتى و اصطبر

Weep for me before my destruction in decease: 
after the flood of decease leave off weeping.

At the time when the Devil was waylaying, 
at that time you ought to have recited  Yásín.

O watchman, use your rattle 
before the caravan is ruined.

Story of the watchman who kept silence till the robbers had carried off the entire stock 
of the merchants, but afterwards made an outcry and did the duty of a watchman.

A certain watchman fell asleep. The robbers carried off the goods 
and secreted the articles under any piece of earth.

It was day, the caravaneers awoke: 
they saw that stock and money and camels were gone.

Then they said to him, “O watchman, tell what has happened. 
Where are this stock and these goods?”

He replied, “The robbers came unexpectedly, 
and hastily carried off the stock from before me.”

The party said to him, “O man weak as a sand hill, 
what were you doing, then? Who are you, O disloyal?”

“I was one,” said he, “and they were a band, 
armed and brave and formidable.”

He said, “If you had no hope in battle, shout, 
‘Gentlemen, spring up?’”

He replied, “At that moment they produced knives and swords, 
crying, ‘Silence! Or we will kill you ruthlessly.’

At that time I shut my mouth in terror; 
at this time screams and calls for help and cries of distress.

At that time my breath was stopped from breathing a word: 
at this time I will scream as much as you please.”

After the Devil who exposes to disgrace has carried off your life, 
it is foolish “I take refuge” and recite the Fatiha;

ابك لى قبل ثبورى فى النوى
بعد طوفان النوى خل البكا

آن زمان كه ديو مى شد راه زن
آن زمان بايست ياسين خواندن

پيش از آنك اشكسته گردد كاروان
آن زمان چوبك بزن اى پاسبان 

حكايت آن پاسبان كه خاموش ماند تا دزدان رخت تاجران بردند بكلى، بعد از آن هيهاى و پاسبانى 
مى كرد

پاسبانى خفت دزد اسباب برد
رختها را زير هر خاكى فشرد
روز شد بيدار شد آن كاروان

ديد رفته رخت و سيم و اشتران 
پس بدو گفتند اى حارس بگو

كه چه شد اين رخت و اين اسباب كو
گفت دزدان آمدند اندر نقاب
رختها بردند از پيشم شتاب 

قوم گفتندش كه اى چون تل ريگ
پس چه مى كردى كيى اى مرده ريگ 

گفت من يك كس بدم ايشان گروه
با سلاح و با شجاعت باشكوه 

گفت اگر در جنگ كم بودت اميد
نعره اى زن كاى كريمان بر جهيد

گفت آن دم كارد بنمودند و تيغ
كه خمش ور نه كشيمت بى دريغ 
آن زمان از ترس بستم من دهان
اين زمان هيهاى و فرياد و فغان 
آن زمان بست آن دمم كه دم زنم

اين زمان چندان كه خواهى هى كنم 
چون كه عمرت برد ديو فاضحه

بى نمك باشد اعوذ و فاتحه 
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Though it is foolish to moan now, 
assuredly heedlessness is more foolish than that.

گر چه باشد بى نمك اكنون حنين
هست غفلت بى نمكتر ز آن يقين 

Continue to sob thus, even foolishly, crying, 
“Regard the base, O Almighty One!

Whether it is late or early, You are omnipotent: 
when did anything escape You, O God?”

The King of may not grieve for what has escaped you —
how should the object of desire vanish from His power?

How the bird attributed its being caught in the trap to the artifice and cunning 
and hypocrisy of the ascetic; and how the ascetic answered the bird.

The bird said, “This is a fit punishment 
for one who listens to the beguiling talk of ascetics.”

“Nay,” said the ascetic; “it is a fit punishment for the greedy wretch 
who incontinently devours the property of orphans.”

Afterwards it began to lament in such wise 
that the trap and the bird catcher trembled at the grief,

Crying, “My back is broken by the contradictions in my heart: 
come, O Beloved, rub Your hand on my head.

Under Your hand my head has a relief: 
Your hand is a miracle in bestowing favour.

Do not take away Your shadow from my head: 
I am restless, restless, restless.

All sorts of sleep have left mine eye in my passion for You, 
O You who art envied by the cypress and the jasmine.

Though I am not deserving, what matter if for a moment 
You ask after an unworthy one in a anguish?”

What right, for truth, had Not-being, 
to which Your grace opened such doors?

Bounty touched the mangy earth 
and put in its bosom ten pearls of the light of sensation—

Five outward senses and five inward senses—
whereby the dead semen was made Man.

همچنين هم بى نمك مى نال نيز
كه ذليلان را نظر كن اى عزيز

قادرى بى گاه باشد يا بگاه
از تو چيزى فوت كى شد اى اله 

شاه لا تاسوا عَلى  ما فاتكم
كى شود از قدرتش مطلوب گم 

حواله كردن مرغ گرفتارى خود را در دام به فعل و مكر و زرق زاهد و جواب زاهد مرغ را

گفت آن مرغ اين سزاى او بود
كه فسون زاهدان را بشنود

گفت زاهد نه سزاى آن نشاف
كاو خورد مال يتيمان از گزاف 
بعد از آن نوحه گرى آغاز كرد

كه فخ و صياد لرزان شد ز درد
كز تناقضهاى دل پشتم شكست
بر سرم جانا بيا مى مال دست 

زير دست تو سرم را راحتى است
دست تو در شكر بخشى آيتى است 

سايه ى خود از سر من بر مدار
بى قرارم بى قرارم بى قرار

خوابها بيزار شد از چشم من
در غمت اى رشك سرو و ياسمن 

گر نيم لايق چه باشد گر دمى
ناسزايى را بپرسى در غمى 

مر عدم را خود چه استحقاق بود
كه بر او لطفت چنين درها گشود

خاك گرگين را كرم آسيب كرد
ده گهر از نور حس در جيب كرد

پنج حس ظاهر و پنج نهان
كه بشر شد نطفه ى مرده از آن 
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Repentance without Your blessing, O sublime Light, 
what is it but to laugh at the beard of repentance?

توبه بى توفيقت اى نور بلند
چيست جز بر ريش توبه ريش خند

You do tear the moustaches of repentance piecemeal: 
repentance is the shadow and You are the shining moon.

O You by whom my shop and dwelling is ruined, 
how shall not I wail when You rack my heart?

How shall I flee, since without You no one lives, 
and without Your lordship no slave has existence?

Take my life, O Source of my life, 
for without You I have become weary of my life.

I am in love with the art of madness; 
I am surfeited with wisdom and sagacity.

When shame is rent asunder, I will publicly declare the mystery: 
how much of this self-restraint and griping pain and tremor?

I have become concealed in shame, like the fringe: 
I will spring forth of a sudden from beneath this coverlet.

O comrades, the Beloved has barred the ways: 
we are lame deer and He a hunting lion.

In the clutch of a fierce bloodthirsty lion 
where is any resource except resignation and acquiescence?

He, like the sun, has neither sleep nor food: 
He makes the spirits to be without food and sleep,

Saying, “Come, be Me or one with Me in nature, 
that you may behold My Face when I unveil Myself.

And if you had not beheld it, how should you have become so distraught? 
You were earth,  you has become one who seeks to be quickened.”

If He has not given you food from the without spatial relations, 
how has your spiritual eye remained on that region?

The cat became intent on the hole 
because she had fed herself from that hole.

Another cat prowls on the roof 
because she obtained food by preying on birds.

One man’s qibla is the weaver’s craft, 
while another is a guardsman for the sake of the allowance;

And another is unemployed, his face towards spacelessness 
because You gave him spiritual food from that quarter.

سبلتان توبه يك يك بر كنى
توبه سايه ست و تو ماه روشنى 
اى ز تو ويران دكان و منزلم
چون ننالم چون بيفشارى دلم 

چون گريزم ز انكه بى تو زنده نيست
بى خداونديت بود بنده نيست 

جان من بستان تو اى جان را اصول
ز انكه بى تو گشته ام از جان ملول 

عاشقم من بر فن ديوانگى
سيرم از فرهنگى و فرزانگى 

چون بدرد شرم گويم راز فاش
چند از اين صبر و زحير و ارتعاش 

در حيا پنهان شدم همچون سجاف
ناگهان بجهم از اين زير لحاف 
اى رفيقان راهها را بست يار

آهوى لنگيم و او شير شكار
جز كه تسليم و رضا كو چاره اى
در كف شير نرى خون خواره اى 

او ندارد خواب و خور چون آفتاب
روحها را مى كند بى خورد و خواب 

كه بيا من باش يا هم خوى من
تا ببينى در تجلى روى من 

ور نديدى چون چنين شيدا شدى
خاك بودى طالب احيا شدى 

گر ز بى سويت نداده ست او علف
چشم جانت چون بمانده ست آن طرف 

گربه بر سوراخ ز آن شد معتكف
كه از آن سوراخ او شد معتلف 
گربه ى ديگر همى گردد به بام
كز شكار مرغ يابيد او طعام 
آن يكى را قبله شد جولاهگى

و آن يكى حارس براى جامگى 
و آن يكى بى كار و رو در لامكان
كه از آن سو داديش تو قوت جان 
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He has the work who has become desirous of God 
and for His work’s sake has severed himself from every work.

كار او دارد كه حق را شد مريد
بهر كار او ز هر كارى بريد

The rest are like children playing, these few days, 
till the departure at nightfall.

The drowsy one who awakes and springs up, 
he, the nurse, evil suggestion, beguiles,

Saying, “Go to sleep, my darling, 
for I will not let anyone arouse you from slumber.”

You yourself will tear up your slumber by the roots, 
like the thirsty man who heard the noise of the water.

“I am the noise of the water in the ears of the thirsty: 
I am coming like rain from heaven.

Spring up, O lover, exhibit agitation: 
noise of water and thirsty, and then to fall asleep!”

Story of the lover who, in hope of the tryst promised by his beloved, came at night to the house 
that he had indicated. He waited part of the night; he was overcome by sleep. 

His beloved came to fulfill his promise and found him asleep, 
he filled his lap with walnuts and left him sleeping and returned.

In the days of old there was a lover, 
one who kept troth in his time.

For years checkmated in the toils of his fair one’s favour 
and mated by his king.

In the end the seeker is a finder, 
for from patience joy is born.

One day his friend said, “Come to-night, 
for I have cooked haricot beans for you.

Sit in such and such a room till midnight, 
that at midnight I may come unsought.”

The man offered sacrifice and distributed loaves, 
since the moon had appeared to him from beneath the dust.

At night the passionate lover seated himself in the room 
in hope of the tryst promised by that loyal friend.

ديگران چون كودكان اين روز چند
تا به شب ترحال بازى مى كنند
خوابناكى كاو ز يقظت مى جهد
دايه ى وسواس عشوه ش مى دهد

رو بخسب اى جان كه نگذاريم ما
كه كسى از خواب بجهاند ترا

هم تو خود را بر كنى از بيخ خواب
همچو تشنه كه شنود او بانگ آب 

بانگ آبم من به گوش تشنگان
همچو باران مى رسم از آسمان 

بر جه اى عاشق بر آور اضطراب
بانگ آب و تشنه و آن گاه خواب 

عاشقى بوده ست در ايام پيش
پاسبان عهد اندر عهد خويش 
سالها در بند وصل ماه خود

شاه مات و مات شاهنشاه خود
عاقبت جوينده يابنده بود

كه فرج از صبر زاينده بود
گفت روزى يار او كامشب بيا

كه بپختم از پى تو لوبيا
در فلان حجره نشين تا نيم شب

تا بيايم نيم شب من بى طلب 
مرد قربان كرد و نانها بخش كرد
چون پديد آمد مهش از زير گرد

شب در آن حجره نشست آن دوستدار
بر اميد وعده ى آن يار غار
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After midnight his friend, the charmer of his heart, 
arrived like those who are true to their promise.

بعد نصف الليل آمد يار او
صادق الوعدانه آن دل دار او

He found his lover lying asleep; 
he tore off a little piece of his sleeve

And put some walnuts in his lap, saying, 
“You are a child: take these and play a game of dice.”

When at dawn the lover sprang up from sleep, 
he saw the sleeve and the walnuts.

He said, “Our king is entirely truth and loyalty: 
that which is coming upon us is from ourselves alone.”

O sleepless heart, we are secure from this: 
we, like guardsmen, are plying our rattles on the roof.

Our walnuts are crushed in this mill: 
whatever we may tell of our anguish, it is little.

O railer, how long this invitation to the business? 
Henceforth do not give advice to a madman.

I will not listen to deceitful talk of separation:
 I have experienced it: how long shall I experience it?

In this Way everything except derangement and madness 
is farness and alienation.

Listen; put that fetter on my leg, 
for I have torn the chain of consideration to pieces.

Though you bring two hundred fetters, 
I will snap except the curls of my auspicious Beauty.

Love and reputation, O brother, are not in accord: 
do not stand at the door of reputation, O lover.

The time is come for me to strip, 
to quit the form and become wholly spirit.

Come, O Enemy of shame and anxious thought, 
for I have rent the veil of shame and bashfulness.

O You who by Your magic has spell-bound the spirit’s sleep, 
O hardhearted Beloved that You are in the world,

Listen, grip the throat of self-restraint and strangle it, 
in order that Love’s heart may be made happy, O Cavalier!

How should His heart be made happy till I burn? 
Oh, my heart is His home and dwelling-place.

عاشق خود را فتاده خفته ديد
اندكى از آستين او دريد

گردكانى چندش اندر جيب كرد
كه تو طفلى گير اين مى باز نرد

چون سحر از خواب عاشق بر جهيد
آستين و گردكانها را بديد

گفت شاه ما همه صدق و وفاست
آن چه بر ما مى رسد آن هم ز ماست 

اى دل بى خواب ما زين ايمنيم
چون حرس بر بام چوبك مى زنيم 
گردكان ما در اين مطحن شكست

هر چه گوييم از غم خود اندك است 
عاذلا چند اين صلاى ماجرا

پند كم ده بعد از اين ديوانه را
من نخواهم عشوه ى هجران شنود

آزمودم چند خواهم آزمود
هر چه غير شورش و ديوانگى است
اندر اين ره دورى و بيگانگى است 

هين بنه بر پايم اين زنجير را
كه دريدم سلسله ى تدبير را

غير آن جعد نگار مقبلم
گر دو صد زنجير آرى بگسلم 

عشق و ناموس اى برادر راست نيست
بر در ناموس اى عاشق مه ايست 

وقت آن آمد كه من عريان شوم
نقش بگذارم سراسر جان شوم 

اى عدوى شرم و انديشه بيا
كه دريدم پرده ى شرم و حيا

اى ببسته خواب جان از جادويى
سخت دل يارا كه در عالم تويى
هين گلوى صبر گير و مى فشار
تا خنك گردد دل عشق اى سوار

تا نسوزم كى خنك گردد دلش
اى دل ما خاندان و منزلش 
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You will burn Your house, burn it! 
Who is he that will say, “It is not allowed”?

خانه ى خود را همى سوزى بسوز
كيست آن كس كاو بگويد لا يجوز

Burn this house well, O furious Lion! 
The lover’s house is better so.

Henceforth I will make this burning my qibla, for I am the candle: 
I am bright by burning.

Abandon sleep to-night, O father: 
for one night traverse the district of the sleepless.

Look on these who have become frenzied 
and been killed, like moths, by union.

Look on this ship of creatures sunk in Love: 
you would say that Love’s throat has become a dragon—

Every druggist whose reason became acquainted with Him 
dropped the trays  into the water of the river.

Go, for you will not emerge from this river unto everlasting: 
in truth there is none to be compared with Him.

O false pretender, open your eye and see! 
How long will you say, “I know not that or this”?

Ascend from the plague of hypocrisy and deprivation: enter the world 
of Life and Self-subsistence,

So that “I see not” may become “I see” 
and these “I know not’s” of yours may be “I know.”

Pass beyond intoxication and be one who bestows intoxication: 
move away from this mutability into His permanence.

How long will you take pride in this intoxication? it is enough: 
there are so many intoxicated at the top of every street.

If the two worlds were filled with those whom the Friend has intoxicated, 
they all would be one, and that one is not despicable.

This is nowise rendered despicable by multitude. 
Who is despicable? A body-server of fiery nature.

Though the world is filled with the sun’s light, 
how should that splendour of beauteous flame be despicable?

But, notwithstanding all this, mount higher, 
since God’s earth is spacious and delightful.

Although this intoxication is like the white falcon, 
in the earth of Transcendence there is superior to it.

خوش بسوز اين خانه را اى شير مست
خانه ى عاشق چنين اوليتر است 

بعد ازين اين سوز را قبله كنم
ز انكه شمعم من به سوزش روشنم 

خواب را بگذار امشب اى پدر
يك شبى بر كوى بى خوابان گذر
بنگر اينها را كه مجنون گشته اند
همچو پروانه به وصلت كشته اند

بنگر اين كشتى خلقان غرق عشق
اژدهايى گشت گويى حلق عشق 

عقل هر عطار كاگه شد از او
طبله ها را ريخت اندر آب جو
رو كز اين جو بر نيايى تا ابد

لم يكن حقا له كفوا احد
اى مزور چشم بگشاى و ببين

چند گويى مى ندانم آن و اين 
از وباى زرق و محرومى بر آ

در جهان حى و قيومى در آ
تا نمى بينم همى بينم شود

وين ندانمهات مى دانم بود
بگذر از مستى و مستى بخش باش

زين تلون نقل كن در استواش 
چند نازى تو بدين مستى بس است

بر سر هر كوى چندان مست هست 
گر دو عالم پر شود سر مست يار

جمله يك باشند و آن يك نيست خوار
اين ز بسيارى نيابد خواريى

خوار كه بود تن پرستى ناريى 
گر جهان پر شد ز نور آفتاب

كى بود خوار آن تف خوش التهاب 
ليك با اين جمله بالاتر خرام

چون كه ارض اللهَّ واسع بود و رام 
گر چه اين مستى چو باز اشهب است

برتر از وى در زمين قدس هست 

635

An invisible heart-ravishing dragon: it is a magnet to draw the reason 
that is like a mountain.

اژدهايى ناپديد دل ربا
عقل همچون كوه را او كهربا
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Go, become an Seraphiel in distinction—
an inspirer of spirituality and intoxicated and an intoxicator.

رو سرافيلى شو اندر امتياز
در دمنده ى روح و مست و مست ساز

Since the intoxicated man’s heart is occupied with thoughts of merriment, 
it has become his practice  “I don’t know this” and “I don’t know that.”

What is the purpose of “I don’t know this” and “I don’t know that”? 
in order that you may say who He is whom we know.

In discourse negation is for the purpose of affirmation: 
cease from negating and begin to affirm.

Come, leave off “this is not” and “that is not”: 
bring forward that One who is Real Being.

Leave negation and worship only that Real Being: 
learn this, O father, from the drunken Turk.

How a drunken Turkish Amír summoned a minstrel at the hour of the morning-drink; 
and a commentary on the Tradition, “Truly, God most High has a wine that He prepared for His friends: 

when they drink it they become intoxicated, and when they become intoxicated they are purified,” 
to the end of the Tradition. “The wine is bubbling in the jars of the mysteries in order that anyone 
who is denuded may drink of that wine.” God most High has said, “Lo, the righteous shall drink.” 

“This wine that you drink is forbidden; we drink none but a lawful wine.” 
“Endeavour through non-existence to become existent and to be intoxicated with God’s wine.”

A barbarian Turk came to his senses at dawn with a wine induced hangover, 
desired the minstrel.

The spiritual minstrel is the bosom-friend of those intoxicated: 
he is the dessert and food and strength of the drunken.

The minstrel led them on to intoxication; 
then again, he quaffed intoxication from the song of the minstrel.

That one fetches God’s wine because of that minstrel, 
while this one imbibes the bodily wine from this minstrel.

مست را چون دل مزاح انديشه شد
اين ندانم و آن ندانم پيشه شد

اين ندانم و آن ندانم بهر چيست
تا بگويى آن كه مى دانيم كيست 

نفى بهر ثبت باشد در سخن
نفى بگذار و ز ثبت آغاز كن 

نيست اين و نيست آن هين واگذار
آن كه آن هست است آن را پيش آر

نفى بگذار و همان هستى پرست
اين در آموز اى پدر ز آن ترك مست 

استدعاى امير ترك مخمور مطرب را به وقت صبوح و تفسير اين حديث كه ان لل تعالى شرابا اعده 
لاوليائه إذا شربوا سكروا و إذا سكروا طابوا، الى آخر الحديث 

               مى در خم اسرار بدان مى جوشد            تا هر كه مجرد است از آن مى نوشد
قال اللَّه تعالى إِنَّه الَْبْرارَ يَشْرَبُونَ 

اين مى كه تو مى خورى حرامست        ما مى نخوريم جز حلالى   
     جهد كن تا ز نيست هست شوى           وز شراب خداى مست شوى 

اعجمى تركى سحر آگاه شد
و ز خمار خمر مطرب خواه شد

مطرب جان مونس مستان بود
نقل و قوت و قوت مست آن بود

مطرب ايشان را سوى مستى كشيد
باز مستى از دم مطرب چشيد

آن شراب حق بدان مطرب برد
وين شراب تن از اين مطرب چرد

Though both have one name in discourse, 
yet there is a vast difference between this Hasan and that Hasan.

هر دو گر يك نام دارد در سخن
ليك شتان اين حسن تا آن حسن 
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There is a verbal resemblance in enunciation, 
but what relation has heaven (ásmán) to a rope (rísmán)?

اشتباهى هست لفظى در بيان
ليك خود كو آسمان تا ريسمان 

The participation of a word is always obstructive: 
the participation of the infidel with the true believer is in the body.

Bodies are like pots with the lids on: 
look and see what is in each pot.

The pot of that body is filled with the Water of Life; 
the pot of this body is filled with the poison of death.

If you keep your eye fixed on its contents, you are a king; 
but if you regard its vessel, you are misguided.

Know that words resemble this body 
and that their inward meaning resembles the soul.

The bodily eye is always seeing the body; 
the spiritual eye sees the artful soul.

Therefore the man of appearance is misled by the form of the expressions 
used in the Masnavi, while they guide the man of reality.

He has said in the Qur’án, “This Qur’án with all its heart 
leads some aright and others astray.”

God, God! When the gnostic speaks of “wine,” 
how in the gnostic’s eyes should the non-existent be a thing?

Since your understanding is the Devil’s wine, 
how should you have any conception of the wine of the Merciful?

These two—the minstrel and the wine—are partners: 
this one quickly leads to that, and that one to this.

They that are full of crop-sickness feed on the song of the minstrel: 
the minstrels bring them to the tavern.

That one is the beginning of the course, and this is the end thereof: 
the witless is like a ball in  his polo-bat.

The ear inclines to that which is in the head: 
if there is yellow bile in the head, it becomes black bile.

Afterwards, these two pass into unconsciousness: 
there the begetter and the begotten become one.

When joy and sorrow made peace, 
our Turk awakened the minstrels.

The minstrel began a slumberous verse—
“Hand me the cup, O You whom I see not.

اشتراك لفظ دايم ره زن است
اشتراك گبر و مومن در تن است 
جسمها چون كوزه هاى بسته سر

تا كه در هر كوزه چه بود آن نگر
كوزه ى آن تن پر از آب حيات

كوزه ى اين تن پر از زهر ممات 
گر به مظروفش نظر دارى شهى
ور به ظرفش بنگرى تو گمرهى 

لفظ را ماننده ى اين جسم دان
معنيش را در درون مانند جان 

ديده ى تن دايما تن بين بود
ديده ى جان جان پر فن بين بود

پس ز نقش لفظهاى مثنوى
صورتى ضال است و هادى معنوى 

در نبى فرمود كاين قرآن ز دل
هادى بعضى و بعضى را مضل 
اللهَّ اللهَّ چون كه عارف گفت مى
پيش عارف كى بود معدوم شى 
فهم تو چون باده ى شيطان بود

كى ترا وهم مى رحمان بود
اين دو انبازند مطرب با شراب

اين بدان و آن بدين آرد شتاب 
پر خماران از دم مطرب چرند
مطربانشان سوى ميخانه برند

آن سر ميدان و اين پايان اوست
دل شده چون گوى در چوگان اوست 

در سر آن چه هست گوش آن جا رود
در سر ار صف راست آن سودا شود

بعد از آن اين دو به بى هوشى روند
والد و مولود آن جا يك شوند

چون كه كردند آشتى شادى و درد
مطربان را ترك ما بيدار كرد
مطرب آغازيد بيتى خوابناك

كه انلنى الكاس يا من لا اراك 
665
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You are my face: no wonder that I see it not: 
extreme proximity is a mystifying veil.

أنت وجهى لا عجب ان لا اراه
غايه القرب حجاب الاشتباه 

You are my reason: no wonder if I see You not, 
on account of the abundance of the intricate perplexities.

You have come nearer to me than my neck-artery: 
how long shall I say ‘Oh’? ‘Oh’ is a call to one who is far off.

Nay, but I dissemble with them when I call in the deserts, in order that I 
may conceal Him who is beside me from those who excite my jealousy.”

How a blind man entered the house of Mustafá, on whom be peace, and how ‘Aisha, may God be 
pleased with her, fled from the presence of the blind man, and how the Prophet, on whom be peace, 

asked, “Why are you running away? He cannot see you”; and the answer given by ‘Aisha, 
may God be pleased with her, to the Prophet—God bless and save him!

Be nonexistent in my incomparable radiance; 
else you will be put to shame before my light.

A blind man came into the presence of the Prophet, saying, 
“O you who supplies fuel to every oven of dough,

O you who are the lord of the Water, while I am suffering from dropsy—
help, help, O giver of drink to me!”

When the blind man came in hastily by the door, 
‘Aisha ran away to conceal herself,

Because that chase lady was aware 
of the resentfulness of the jealous Prophet.

The more beautiful any one is, the greater his jealousy, 
for jealousy arises from loveliness, O sons.

Since foul hags are aware of their ugliness and old age, 
they let their husbands take a concubine.

When has there been in the two worlds a beauty like that of Ahmad? 
Oh, may the Divine Glory aid him!

To him belong the charms of both worlds: 
it beseems that hundredfold Sun to be jealous,

Saying, “I have thrown my orb over Saturn: 
beware, O stars, and cover your faces!

أنت عقلى لا عجب ان لم ارك
من وفور الالتباس المشتبك 

جئت اقرب أنت من حبل الوريد
كم اقل يا يا نداء للبعيد

بل اغالطهم أنادي فى القفار
كى اكتم من معى ممن اغار

در آمدن ضرير در خانه ى مصطفى عليه السلام و گريختن عايشه از پيش ضرير و گفتن رسول عليه 
السلام كه چه مى گريزى او ترا نمى بيند، و جواب دادن عايشه رسول را صلى اللَّه عليه و آله و سلم 

در شعاع بى نظيرم لا شويد
ور نه پيش نور من رسوا شويد

اندر آمد پيش پيغمبر ضرير
كاى نوا بخش تنور هر خمير

اى تو مير آب و من مستسقى ام
مستغاث المستغاث اى ساقى ام 

چون در آمد آن ضرير از در شتاب
عايشه بگريخت بهر احتجاب 

ز انكه واقف بود آن خاتون پاك
از غيورى رسول رشكناك 

هر كه زيباتر بود رشكش فزون
ز انكه رشك از ناز خيزد يا بنون 

گنده پيران شوى را قما دهند
چون كه از زشتى و پيرى آگهند

چون جمال احمدى در هر دو كون
كى بده ست اى فر يزدانيش عون 
نازهاى هر دو كون او را رسد

غيرت آن خورشيد صد تو را رسد
كه در افگندم به كيوان گوى را

در كشيد اى اختران هى روى را
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For kindness’ sake, I disappear every night; 
how should I depart? I only make a show of departing,

از كرم من هر شبى غايب شوم
كى روم الا نمايم كه روم 

That for a night you may fly without me like bats, 
flapping your wings, around this flying-place;

And that, like peacocks, you may display a wing, 
and then become intoxicated and haughty and self-conceited.

Look at your crude feet, 
like the rustic shoes that were a candle to Ayaz.

At dawn I show my face to reprimand you, 
lest from egoism you become among the people of the left hand.”

Leave that, for that topic is lengthy: 
the command “Be!” has forbidden lengthiness.

How Mustafá, on whom be peace, made trial of ‘Aisha, may God be pleased with her, and said, 
“Why are you hiding? Do not hide, for the blind man cannot see you,” in order that it might 

appear whether ‘Aisha was acquainted with the secret thoughts of Mustafá, on whom be peace, 
or whether she was one who would follow his expressed wishes.

The Prophet said by way of trial, 
“He cannot see you: do not hide.”

‘Aisha made a sign with her hands, 
“He does not see, yet I see him.”

Reason’s jealousy of the beauty of the Spirit 
is this sincere admonition being full of similitudes and allegories.

Notwithstanding that this Spirit is so hidden, 
why is Reason so jealous of Him?

O jealous one, from whom are you hiding Him 
whose face is concealed by His light?

This Sun goes with face uncovered: 
His face is veiled by the excess of His light.

From whom are you hiding Him, O jealous one? 
The sun cannot see a trace of Him.

“The jealousy in my body is the greater 
because I desire to hide Him even from myself.

تا شما بى من شبى خفاش وار
پر زنان پريد گرد اين مطار

همچو طاوسان پرى عرضه كنيد
باز مست و سركش و معجب شويد
بنگريد آن پاى خود را زشت ساز

همچو چارق كاو بود شمع اياز
رو نمايم صبح بهر گوشمال

تا نگرديد از منى ز اهل شمال 
ترك آن كن كه دراز است آن سخن

نهى كردست از درازى امر كن 

امتحان كردن مصطفى عليه السلام عايشه را كه چه پنهان مى شوى پنهان مشو كه اعمى ترا نمى بيند 
تا پديد آيد كه عايشه از ضمير مصطفى عليه السلام واقف هست يا خود مقلد گفت ظاهر است 

گفت پيغمبر براى امتحان
او نمى بيند ترا كم شو نهان 

كرد اشارت عايشه با دستها
او نبيند من همى بينم و را

غيرت عقل است بر خوبى روح
پر ز تشبيهات و تمثيل اين نصوح 
با چنين پنهانيى كاين روح راست

عقل بر وى اين چنين رشكين چراست 
از كه پنهان مى كنى اى رشك خو
آن كه پوشيده ست نورش روى او
مى رود بى روى پوش اين آفتاب
فرط نور اوست رويش را نقاب 
از كه پنهان مى كنى اى رشك ور

كافتاب از وى نمى بيند اثر
رشك از آن افزونتر است اندر تنم
كز خودش خواهم كه هم پنهان كنم 
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On account of the fire of fell jealousy 
I am at war with my own eyes and ears.”

ز آتش رشك گران آهنگ من
باد و چشم و گوش خود در جنگ من 

Since you have such a jealousy, O my soul and heart, 
close your mouth and leave off speaking.

“If I keep silence, I fear that that Sun 
will rend the veil and from another quarter.”

In silence our speaking is made more evident, 
since the desire is increased by suppression.

If the Sea roars, its roaring turns to foam 
and becomes the surge of “I desired to be known.”

To utter words is to shut the window: 
the very act of expression is the concealment.

Sing, like nightingales, in the presence of the Rose, 
in order that you may divert them from the scent of the Rose,

So that their ears will be engaged in the song, 
and their attention will not fly to the face of the Rose.

Before this Sun, which is exceedingly radiant, 
every guide is in reality a highway robber.

Story of the minstrel who began to sing this ode at the banquet of the Turkish Amír: 
“Are You a rose or a lily or a cypress or a man? I know not. What do You desire from this 
bewildered one who has lost his heart? I know not”— and how the Turk shouted at him, 

“Tell of that which you know!”—and the minstrel’s reply to the Amír.

In the presence of the drunken Turk 
the minstrel began the mysteries of Alast under the veil of melody—

“I know not whether You are a moon or an idol, 
I know not what You desire of me.

I know not what service I shall pay You, 
whether I shall keep silence or express You in words.

It is marvellous that You are not separate from me, 
where am I, and where You, I know not.

I know not how You are drawing me: 
You draw me now into Your bosom, now into blood.”

چون چنين رشكيستت اى جان و دل
پس دهان بر بند و گفتن را بهل 

ترسم ار خامش كنم آن آفتاب
از سوى ديگر بدراند حجاب 

در خموشى گفت ما اظهر شود
كه ز منع آن ميل افزون تر شود
گر بغرد بحر غره ش كف شود
جوش احببت بان اعرف شود

حرف گفتن بستن آن روزن است
عين اظهار سخن پوشيدن است 

بلبلانه نعره زن در روى گل
تا كنى مشغولشان از بوى گل 

تا به قل مشغول گردد گوششان
سوى روى گل نپرد هوششان 

پيش اين خورشيد كاو بس روشنى است
در حقيقت هر دليلى ره زنى است 

حكايت آن مطرب كه در بزم امير ترك اين غزل آغاز كرد
از اين آشفته ى بى دل چه مى خواهى نمى دانم  گلى يا سوسنى يا سرو يا ماهى نمى دانم   

و بانگ بر زدن ترك كه آن بگو كه مى دانى و جواب مطرب امير را

مطرب آغازيد پيش ترك مست
در حجاب نغمه اسرار أَ لست 
من ندانم كه تو ماهى يا وثن

من ندانم تا چه مى خواهى ز من 
مى ندانم كه چه خدمت آرمت
تن زنم يا در عبارت آرمت 

اين عجب كه نيستى از من جدا
مى ندانم من كجايم تو كجا

مى ندانم كه مرا چون مى كشى
گاه در بر گاه در خون مى كشى 
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In this fashion he opened his lips to say “I know not”: 
he made a tune of “I know not, I know not.”

همچنين لب در ندانم باز كرد
مى ندانم مى ندانم ساز كرد

When “I know not” passed beyond bounds, 
our Turk was amazed and his heart became sick of this ditty.

The Turk leaped up and fetched an iron mace 
to smite the minstrel’s head with it on the spot;

An officer seized the mace with his hand, saying, 
“Nay; it is wicked to kill the minstrel at this moment.”

He replied, “This endless and countless repetition of his 
has pounded my nerves: I will pound his head.

O cuckold, you don’t know, don’t talk nonsense; 
and if you do know, play to the purpose.

Tell of that which you know, O crazy fool: 
don’t draw out ‘I know not, I know not.’

I ask, ‘Where do you come from, hypocrite, eh?’ 
you will say, ‘Not from Balkh, and not from Herat,

Not from Baghdad and not from Mosul and not from Tiraz: 
you will draw out a long journey in ‘not’ and ‘not.’

Just say where you come from and escape: 
in this case it is folly to elaborate the point at issue.

Or I asked, ‘What had you for breakfast?’ 
you would say, ‘Not wine and not roast-meat,

Not qadíd and not tharíd and not lentils’: 
tell me what you did eat, only and no more.

Why this long nattering?” 
“Because,” said the minstrel, “my object is obscure.

Before you deny, affirmation evades: 
I denied in order that you might get a scent of  affirmation.

I play the tune of negation: 
when you die, death will declare the mystery.

چون ز حد شد مى ندانم از شگفت
ترك ما را زين حراره دل گرفت 
بر جهيد آن ترك و دبوسى كشيد

تا عليها بر سر مطرب رسيد
گرز را بگرفت سرهنگى به دست

گفت نه مطرب كشى اين دم بد است 
گفت اين تكرار بى حد و مرش

كوفت طبعم را بكوبم من سرش 
قلتبانا مى ندانى گه مخور

ور همى دانى بزن مقصود بر
آن بگو اى گيج كه مى دانى اش

مى ندانم مى ندانم در مكش 
من بپرسم كز كجايى هى مرى

تو بگويى نه ز بلخ و نه از هرى 
نه ز بغداد و نه موصل نه طراز
در كشى در نى و نى راه دراز
خود بگو من از كجايم باز ره

هست تنقيح مناط اين جايگه 
يا بپرسيدم چه خوردى ناشتاب
تو بگويى نه شراب و نه كباب 

نه قديد و نه ثريد و نه عدس
آن چه خوردى آن بگو تنها و بس 

سخن خايى دراز از بهر چيست
گفت مطرب ز انكه مقصودم خفى است 

مى رمد اثبات پيش از نفى تو
نفى كردم تا برى ز اثبات بو

در نوا آرم به نفى اين ساز را
چون بميرى مرگ گويد راز را
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تفسير قوله عليه السلام موتوا قبل ان تموتوا: “بمير اى دوست پيش از مرگ اگر مى زندگى خواهى 
كه ادريس از چنين مردن بهشتى گشت پيش از ما”

Commentary on his saying—peace be upon him!— ‘Die before you die.’ ‘O friend, 
die before your death if you desire life; for by so dying Idrís became a dweller in Paradise before  us.’

You have suffered much agony, but you are in the veil, because dying 
was the fundamental principle, and you have not fulfilled it.

Your agony is not finished till you die: 
you cannot reach the roof without completing the ladder.

When two rungs out of a hundred are wanting, 
the striver will be forbidden to the roof.

When the rope lacks one ell out of a hundred, 
how should the water go from the well into the bucket?

O Amír, you will not experience the wreck of this ship 
till you put into it the last mann.

Know that the last mann is fundamental, for it is the star that rises at night: 
it wrecks the ship of evil suggestion and error.

The ship of consciousness, when it is utterly wrecked, 
becomes the sun in the blue vault.

Inasmuch as you have not died, your agony has been prolonged: 
be extinguished in the dawn, O candle of Tiraz!

Know that the Sun of the world is hidden 
till our stars have become hidden.

Wield the mace against yourself: shatter egoism to pieces, 
for the bodily eye is cotton wool in the ear.

You are wielding the mace against yourself, O base man: 
this egoism is the reflection of yourself in  my actions.

You have seen the reflection of yourself in my form 
and have risen in fury to fight with yourself,

Like the lion who went down into the well; 
he fancied that the reflection of himself was his enemy.”

Beyond any doubt, negation is the opposite of being, in order that 
by means of the opposite you may gain a little knowledge of the opposite.

At this time there is no making known except denying the opposite: 
in this life no moment is without a snare.

جان بسى كندى و اندر پرده اى
ز انكه مردن اصل بد ناورده اى 
تا نميرى نيست جان كندن تمام

بى كمال نردبان نايى به بام 
چون ز صد پايه دو پايه كم بود

بام را كوشنده نامحرم بود
چون رسن يك گز ز صد گز كم بود

آب اندر دلو از چه كى رود
غرق اين كشتى نيابى اى امير

تا بننهى اندر او من الاخير
من آخر اصل دان كاو طارق است

كشتى وسواس و غى را غارق است 
آفتاب گنبد ازرق شود

كشتى هش چون كه مستغرق شود
چون نمردى گشت جان كندن دراز

مات شو در صبح اى شمع طراز
تا نگشتند اختران ما نهان

دان كه پنهان است خورشيد جهان 
گرز بر خود زن منى در هم شكن

ز انكه پنبه ى گوش آمد چشم تن 
گرز بر خود مى زنى خود اى دنى

عكس تست اندر فعالم اين منى 
عكس خود در صورت من ديده اى

در قتال خويش بر جوشيده اى 
همچو آن شيرى كه در چه شد فرو

عكس خود را خصم خود پنداشت او
نفى ضد هست باشد بى شكى

تا ز ضد ضد را بدانى اندكى 
اين زمان جز نفى ضد اعلام نيست

اندر اين نشات دمى بى دام نيست 
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O you who possess sincerity, you want that unveiled, 
choose death and tear off the veil—

بى حجابت بايد آن اى ذو لباب
مرگ را بگزين و بردر آن حجاب 

Not such a death that you will go into a grave, 
a death consisting of transformation, so that you will go into a Light.

A man grows up, his childhood dies; he becomes a Greek, 
he washes out the dye of the Ethiopian.

Earth becomes gold, its earthly aspect remains not; 
sorrow becomes joy, the thorn of sorrowfulness remains not.

Hence Mustafá said, “O seeker of the mysteries, 
you wish to see a dead man living—

Walking on the earth, like living men; 
dead and his spirit is gone to heaven;

One whose spirit has a dwelling-place on high at this moment, 
if he die, his spirit is not translated,

Because it has been translated before death: 
this is understood by dying, not by reason;

Translation it is, not like the translation of the spirits of the ordinary: 
it resembles a removal from one place to another—

If anyone wish to see a dead man 
walking thus visibly on the earth,

Let him behold Abu Bakr, the devout, through being a true witness 
became the Prince of the Resurrected.

In this life look at the Siddíq, 
that you may believe more firmly in the Resurrection.”

Mohammed, then, was a hundred resurrections here and now, 
for he was dissolved in dying to loosing and binding.

Ahmad is the twice-born in this world: 
he was manifestly a hundred resurrections.

They asked him concerning the Resurrection, saying, 
“O Resurrection, how long is the way to the Resurrection?”

And often he would say with mute eloquence, 
“Does anyone ask the Resurrection concerning the Resurrection?”

Hence the Messenger of good tidings said, symbolically, 
“Die before you die, O nobles,

Even as I have died before death 
and brought from Yonder this fame and renown.”

نه چنان مرگى كه در گورى روى
مرگ تبديلى كه در نورى روى 
مرد بالغ گشت آن بچگى بمرد

روميى شد صبغت زنگى سترد
خاك زر شد هيات خاكى نماند
غم فرح شد خار غمناكى نماند

مصطفى زين گفت كاى اسرار جو
مرده را خواهى كه بينى زنده تو
مى رود چون زندگان بر خاكدان

مرده و جانش شده بر آسمان 
جانش را اين دم به بالا مسكنى است

گر بميرد روح او را نقل نيست 
ز انكه پيش از مرگ او كردست نقل

اين به مردن فهم آيد نه به عقل 
نقل باشد نه چو نقل جان عام
همچو نقلى از مقامى تا مقام 

هر كه خواهد كه ببيند بر زمين
مرده اى را مى رود ظاهر چنين 

مر ابو بكر تقى را گو ببين
شد ز صديقى امير المحشرين 
اندر اين نشات نگر صديق را

تا به حشر افزون كنى تصديق را
پس محمد صد قيامت بود نقد

ز انكه حل شد در فناى حل و عقد
زاده ى ثانى است احمد در جهان

صد قيامت بود او اندر عيان 
زو قيامت را همى پرسيده اند
اى قيامت تا قيامت راه چند
با زبان حال مى گفتى بسى

كه ز محشر حشر را پرسد كسى 
بهر اين گفت آن رسول خوش پيام

رمز موتوا قبل موت يا كرام 
همچنان كه مرده ام من قبل موت

ز آن طرف آورده ام اين صيت و صوت 
755
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Do you, then, become the resurrection and see  the resurrection: 
this is the necessary condition for seeing anything.

پس قيامت شو قيامت را ببين
ديدن هر چيز را شرط است اين 

Until you become it, you will not know it completely, 
whether it is light or darkness.

If you become Reason, you will know Reason perfectly; 
if you become Love, you will know Love’s wick.

I would declare plainly the proof of this assertion, 
if there were an understanding fit to receive it.

Figs are very cheap in this vicinity, 
if a fig-eating bird should arrive as a guest.

Whether men or women, in the whole world 
are continually in the death agony and are dying.

Regard their words as the injunctions 
which a father gives at that moment to his son,

That thereby consideration and pity may grow, 
so that the root of hatred and jealousy and enmity may be cut off.

Look on your kinsman with that intention, 
so that your heart may burn for his death-agony.

“Everything that is coming will come”: deem it here and now, 
deem your friend to be in the death-agony and in the act of losing.

And if motives debar from this insight, 
cast these motives out of your bosom;

And if you cannot, do not stand inertly in a state of incapacity: 
know that with incapable there is a good Incapacitator.

Incapacity is a chain: He laid it upon you: 
you must open yours eye to Him who lays the chain.

Therefore make humble entreaty, saying, “O Guide of life, 
I was free, I have fallen into bondage: what is the cause of this?

I have planted my foot in evil more firmly, for through Your omnipotence 
truly I am in a losing business all the time.

I have been deaf to Your admonitions: 
while professing to be an idol-breaker, I have been an idol-maker.

Is it more incumbent to think of Your works or of death?
Death is like autumn, and You are  the origin of the leaves.”

For years this death has been beating the drum, 
too late is your ear moved.

تا نگردى او ندانى اش تمام
خواه آن انوار باشد يا ظلام 

عقل گردى عقل را دانى كمال
عشق گردى عشق را دانى ذبال 

گفتمى برهان اين دعوى مبين
گر بدى ادراك اندر خورد اين 

هست انجير اين طرف بسيار خوار
گر رسد مرغى قنق انجير خوار

در همه عالم اگر مرد و زنند
دم به دم در نزع و اندر مردنند
آن سخنشان را وصيتها شمر
كه پدر گويد در آن دم با پسر

تا برويد عبرت و رحمت بدين
تا ببرد بيخ بغض و رشك و كين 

تو بدان نيت نگر در اقربا
تا ز نزع او بسوزد دل ترا

كل آت آت آن را نقد دان
دوست را در نزع و اندر فقد دان 

ور غرضها زين نظر گردد حجاب
اين غرضها را برون افكن ز جيب 

ور نيارى خشك بر عجزى مه ايست
دان كه با عاجز گزيده معجزى است 

عجز زنجيرى است زنجيرت نهاد
چشم در زنجير نه بايد گشاد

پس تضرع كن كه اى هادى زيست
باز بودم بسته گشتم اين ز چيست 

سخت تر افشرده ام در شر قدم
كه لفى خسرم ز قهرت دم به دم 

از نصيحتهاى تو كر بوده ام
بت شكن دعوى بتگر بوده ام 

ياد صنعت فرض تر يا ياد مرگ
مرگ مانند خزان تو اصل برگ 

سالها اين مرگ طبلك مى زند
گوش تو بى گاه جنبش مى كند
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In his agony he cries from his soul, “Alas, I am dying!” 
Has Death made you aware of himself now?

گويد اندر نزع از جان آه مرگ
اين زمان كردت ز خود آگاه مرگ 

Death’s throat is exhausted with shouting: 
his drum is split with the astounding blows.

You enmeshed yourself in trivialities: 
now have you apprehended the mystery of dying.

Comparison of the heedless man who wastes his life and begins to repent and ask pardon 
when he lies in extreme distress on his death-bed to the yearly mourning of the Shí‘ites of Aleppo 

at the Antioch Gate during the ‘Ashura; and how a poet, who was a stranger, 
arrived on his journey and asked what was the cause of these shrieks of mourning.

On the Day of Ashura all the people of Aleppo 
gather at the Antioch Gate till nightfall,

Men and women, a great multitude, 
and keep up a constant lamentation for the Family.

During the Ashura the Shí‘ites wail and lament 
with tears and sobs on account of Karbalá.

They recount the oppressions and tribulations 
which the Family suffered at the hands of Yazíd and Shimr.

They utter shrieks mingled with cries of woe and grief: 
the whole plain and desert is filled.

A stranger, a poet, arrived from the road on the Day of Ashura 
and heard that lamentation.

He left the city and resolved in that direction: 
he set out to investigate those shrill cries.

He went along, asking many questions in his search—
“What is this sorrow? Whose death has occasioned this mourning?

It must be a great personage who has died: 
such a concourse is no small affair.

Inform me of his name and titles, 
for I am a stranger and you belong to the town.

What are his name and profession and character? 
Tell me in order that I may compose an elegy on his gracious qualities.

اين گلوى مرگ از نعره گرفت
طبل او بشكافت از ضرب شگفت 

در دقايق خويش را دربافتى
رمز مردن اين زمان دريافتى 

روز عاشورا همه اهل حلب
باب انطاكيه اندر تا به شب 

گرد آيد مرد و زن جمعى عظيم
ماتم آن خاندان دارد مقيم 
ناله و نوحه كند اندر بكا

شيعه عاشورا براى كربلا
بشمرند آن ظلمها و امتحان

كز يزيد و شمر ديد آن خاندان 
نعره هاشان مى رود در ويل و وشت

پر همى گردد همه صحرا و دشت 
يك غريبى شاعرى از ره رسيد
روز عاشورا و آن افغان شنيد

شهر را بگذاشت و آن سو راى كرد
قصد جستجوى آن هيهاى كرد
پرس پرسان مى شد اندر افتقاد

چيست اين غم بر كه اين ماتم فتاد
اين رئيس زفت باشد كه بمرد

اين چنين مجمع نباشد كار خرد
نام او و القاب او شرحم دهيد
كه غريبم من شما اهل دهيد

چيست نام و پيشه و اوصاف او
تا بگويم مرثيه ز الطاف او
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I will make an elegy—for I am a poet—
that I may carry away from here some provision and morsels of food.”

مرثيه سازم كه مرد شاعرم
تا از اينجا برگ و لالنگى برم 

“Eh,” said one, “are you mad? You are not a Shiite; 
you are an enemy of the Family.

Don’t you know that the Day of Ashura is mourning for a single soul 
that is more excellent than a generation?

How should this anguish be lightly esteemed by the true believer? 
Love for the ear-ring is in proportion to love for the ear.

In the true believer’s view the mourning for that pure spirit 
is more celebrated than a hundred Floods of Noah.”

The poet’s subtle discourse in criticism of the Shí‘ites of Aleppo.

Or if it is seeing, why is it not brave and supporting 
and self-sacrificing and fully contented?

“Yes,” said he; “but where is the epoch of Yazíd? 
When did this grievous tragedy occur? How late has it arrived here!

The eyes of the blind have seen that loss; 
the ears of the deaf have heard that story.

Have you been asleep till now, 
that now you have rent your garments in mourning?

Then, O sleepers mourn for yourselves, 
for this heavy slumber is an evil death.

A royal spirit escaped from a prison: why should we rend our garments 
and how should we gnaw our hands?

Since they were monarchs of the religion, 
it was the hour of joy when they broke their bonds.

They sped towards the pavilion of empire; 
they cast off their fetters and chains.

It is the day of kingship and pride and sovereignty, 
if you have an atom of knowledge of them.

And if you have not knowledge, go, weep for yourself, for you are 
disbelieving in the removal and in the assembly at the Last Judgement.

Mourn for your corrupt heart and religion, 
for it sees nothing but this old earth.

آن يكى گفتش كه هى ديوانه اى
تو نه اى شيعه عدوى خانه اى 

روز عاشورا نمى دانى كه هست
ماتم جانى كه از قرنى به است 

پيش مومن كى بود اين غصه خوار
قدر عشق گوش عشق گوشوار

پيش مومن ماتم آن پاك روح
شهره تر باشد ز صد طوفان نوح 

نكته گفتن آن شاعر جهت طعن شيعه ى حلب 

ور همى بيند چرا نبود دليل
پشت دار و جان سپار و چشم سير

گفت آرى ليك كو دور يزيد
كى بده ست اين غم چه دير اينجا رسيد

چشم كوران آن خسارت را بديد
گوش كران آن حكايت را شنيد

خفته بوده ستيد تا اكنون شما
كه كنون جامه دريديت از عزا

پس عزا بر خود كنيد اى خفتگان
ز انكه بد مرگى است اين خواب گران 

روح سلطانى ز زندانى بجست
جامه چه دْرانيم و چون خاييم دست 
چون كه ايشان خسرو دين بوده اند

وقت شادى شد چو بشكستند بند
سوى شادُروان دولت تاختند

كنده و زنجير را انداختند
روز ملك است و گش و شاهنشهى

گر تو يك ذره از ايشان آگهى 
ور نه اى آگه برو بر خود گرى
ز انكه در انكار نقل و محشرى 
بر دل و دين خرابت نوحه كن
كه نمى بيند جز اين خاك كهن 
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In your countenance where is the happiness of the wine of religion? 
If you have beheld the Ocean, where is the bounteous hand?

در رخت كو از مى دين فرخى
گر بديدى بحر كو كف سخى 

He that has beheld the River does not grudge water, 
especially he that has beheld that Sea and Clouds.”

Comparison of the covetous man, who does not see the all-providingness of God 
and the stores of His mercy, to an ant struggling with a single grain of wheat on a great 

threshing-floor and showing violent agitation and trembling and dragging it hurriedly along, 
unconscious of the amplitude of the threshing-floor.

The ant trembles for a grain 
because it is blind to the goodly threshing-floors.

It drags a grain along greedily and fearfully, 
for it does not see such a noble stack of winnowed wheat.

The Owner of the threshing-floor is saying, 
“Hey, you who in your blindness deem nothing something,

Have you regarded that as belonging to My threshing-floors, 
so that you are devoted with your soul to that grain?”

O you, who in semblance are a mote, look at Saturn; 
you are a lame ant: go, look at Solomon.

You are not this body: you are that Eye. 
If you have beheld the spirit, you are delivered from the body.

Man is eye: the rest is flesh and skin: 
whatsoever his eye has beheld, he is that thing.

A jar will submerge a mountain with water 
when the eye of the jar is open to the Sea.

When from the soul of the jar a channel is made to the Sea, 
the jar will overwhelm the Oxus.

For that reason whatever the speech of Ahmad may utter, 
the words are uttered by the Sea.

All his words were pearls of the Sea, 
for his heart had a passage into the Sea.

Since the bounty of the Sea is through our jar, 
what wonder the Sea should be in a Fish?

آن كه جو ديد آب را نكند دريغ
خاصه آن كاو ديد آن دريا و ميغ 

تمثيل مرد حريص نابيننده رزاقى حق را و خزاين رحمت او را به مورى كه در خرمنگاه بزرگ با 
دانه ى گندم مى كوشد و مى جوشد و مى لرزد و به تعجيل مى كشد و سعت آن خرمن را نمى بيند

مور بر دانه بدان لرزان شود
كه ز خرمنهاى خوش اعمى بود

مى كشد آن دانه را با حرص و بيم
كه نمى بيند چنان چاش كريم 

صاحب خرمن همى گويد كه هى
اى ز كورى پيش تو معدوم شى 

تو ز خرمنهاى ما آن ديده اى
كه در آن دانه به جان پيچيده اى 

اى به صورت ذره كيوان را ببين
مور لنگى رو سليمان را ببين 

تو نه اى اين جسم تو آن ديده اى
وارهى از جسم گر جان ديده اى 

آدمى ديده ست باقى گوشت و پوست
هر چه چشمش ديده است آن چيز اوست 

كوه را غرقه كند يك خم ز نم
چشم خم چون باز باشد سوى يم 
چون به دريا راه شد از جان خم

خم با جيحون بر آورد اشتلم 
ز آن سبب قُلْ گفته ى دريا بود
هر چه نطق احمدى گويا بود

گفته ى او جمله در بحر بوذ
كه دلش را بود در دريا نفوذ

داد دريا چون ز خم ما بود
چه عجب گر ماهيى دريا بود
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The sensual eye is fixed on the form of the thoroughfare: 
you are regarding it as a thoroughfare, but he as a permanent abode.

چشم حس افسرد بر نقش ممر
تش ممر مى بينى و او مستقر

This dualism is characteristic of the eye that sees double; 
but the first is the last and the last is the first.

Listen, by what means is this made known? By means of the resurrection. 
Seek to experience resurrection: do not dispute concerning resurrection.

The condition of the Day of Resurrection is to die first, 
for ba‘th (resurrection) signifies “to raise to life from the dead.”

Hence the entire world has taken the wrong way, 
for they are afraid of nonexistence, though it is the refuge.

Where shall we seek true knowledge? In renouncing knowledge. 
Where shall we seek peace? From renouncing peace.

Where shall we seek existence? From renouncing existence. 
Where shall we seek the apple? From renouncing the hand.

O best Helper, only You can make the eye 
that regards the non-existent to regard that which is existent.

The eye that was produced from non-existence 
regarded the Essence of Being as wholly non-existent;

If two eyes are transformed and illumined, 
this well-ordered world becomes the scene of the Last Judgement.

These realities are shown forth imperfectly 
because the apprehension of them is forbidden to these raw ones.

Although God is munificent, the enjoyment of the delightful gardens 
of Paradise is forbidden to him who is destined for Hell.

The honey of Paradise becomes bitter in his mouth, since he was not 
one of them that faithfully keep the covenant of everlasting life.

You also who are engaged in commerce—
how should your hands move when there is no buyer?

How should looking-on be capable of buying? 
The fool’s looking-on is loitering.

Continually asking, “How much is this?” and “How much is that?” 
for the sake of pastime and mockery.

From boredom he asks you your goods: 
that person is not a buyer and customer.

He inspects the article a hundred times and hands it back: 
when did he measure a piece of cloth? He measured wind.

اين دويى اوصاف ديد احول است
ور نه اول آخر آخر اول است 

هى ز چه معلوم گردد اين ز بعث
بعث را جو كم كن اندر بعث بحث 

شرط روز بعث اول مردن است
ز انكه بعث از مرده زنده كردن است 

جمله عالم زين غلط كردند راه
كز عدم ترسند و آن آمد پناه 

از كجا جوييم علم از ترك علم
از كجا جوييم سلم از ترك سلم 

از كجا جوييم هست از ترك هست
از كجا جوييم سيب از ترك دست 

هم تو تانى كرد يا نعم المعين
ديده ى معدوم بين را هست بين 

ديده اى كاو از عدم آمد پديد
ذات هستى را همه معدوم ديد
اين جهان منتظم محشر شود
گر دو ديده مبدل و انور شود

ز آن نمايد اين حقايق ناتمام
كه بر اين خامان بود فهمش حرام 

نعمت جنات خوش بر دوزخى
شد محرم گر چه حق آمد سخى 

در دهانش تلخ آيد شهد خلد
چون نبود از وافيان در عهد خلد

مر شما را نيز در سوداگرى
دست كى جنبد چو نبود مشترى 

كى نظاره اهل بخريدن بود
آن نظاره گول گرديدن بود

پرس پرسان كاين به چند و آن به چند
از پى تعبير وقت و ريش خند
از ملولى كاله مى خواهد ز تو

نيست آن كس مشترى و كاله جو
كاله را صد بار ديد و باز داد
جامه كى پيمود او پيمود باد
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What a distance between the approach and bargaining of a purchaser 
and the pleasantries of a silly joker?

كو قدوم و كر و فر مشترى
كو مزاح گنگلى سرسرى 

Since there is not a mite in his possession, 
how should he seek a coat except in jest?

He has no capital for trading: what, then, 
is the difference between his ill-favoured person and a shadow?

The capital for the market of this world is gold; 
there the capital is love and two eyes wet.

Whoever went to market without any capital, 
his life passed and he speedily returned in disappointment.

“Oh, where have you been, brother?” “Nowhere.” 
“Oh, what have you cooked to eat?” “No soup.”

Become a buyer, that my hand may move, 
and that my pregnant mine may bring forth the ruby.

Though the buyer is slack and lukewarm, call to the religion, 
for the call has come down.

Let the falcon fly and catch the spiritual dove: 
in calling take the way of Noah.

Perform an act of service for the Creator’s sake: 
what have you to do with being accepted or rejected by the people?

Story of the person who was giving the drum-call for the sahúr at the gate of a certain palace 
at midnight. A neighbour said to him, “Why, it is midnight, it is not dawn; and besides, 

there is no one in this palace: for whose sake are you drumming?”—
and the minstrel’s reply to him.

A certain man was drumming at a certain gate to announce the sahúr: 
it was a court-house and the pavilion of a grandee.

He was beating his drum vigorously at midnight, 
someone said to him, “O you who are seeking support,

Firstly, give this call to the sahúr at daybreak: 
midnight is not the time for this disturbance;

And secondly, observe, O man of vain desire, 
whether in fact there is any one inside this house at midnight.

چون كه در ملكش نباشد حبه اى
جز پى گنگل چه جويد جبه اى 
در تجارت نيستش سرمايه اى

پس چه شخص زشت او چه سايه اى 
مايه در بازار اين دنيا زر است

مايه آن جا عشق و دو چشم تر است 
هر كه او بى مايه ى بازار رفت

عمر رفت و باز گشت او خام تفت 
هى كجا بودى برادر هيچ جا

هى چه پختى بهر خوردن هيچ با
مشترى شو تا بجنبد دست من

لعل زايد معدن آبست من 
مشترى گر چه كه سست و بارد است
دعوت دين كن كه دعوت وارد است 

باز پران كن حمام روح گير
در ره دعوت طريق نوح گير
خدمتى مى كن براى كردگار
با قبول و رد خلقانت چه كار

داستان آن شخص كه بر در سرايى نيم شب سحورى مى زد همسايه او را گفت كه آخر نيم شب است 
سحر نيست و ديگر آن كه در اين سراى كسى نيست بهر كى مى زنى، و جواب گفتن مطرب او را

آن يكى مى زد سحورى بر درى
درگهى بود و رواق مهترى 

نيم شب مى زد سحورى را به جد
گفت او را قائلى كاى مستمد

اولا وقت سحر زن اين سحور
نيم شب نبود گه اين شرو شور

ديگر آن كه فهم كن اى بو الهوس
كه در اين خانه درون خود هست كس 
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There is nobody here except demons and spirits: 
why are you trifling your time away?

كس در اينجا نيست جز ديو و پرى
روزگار خود چه ياوه مى برى 

You are beating your tambourine for the sake of an ear: where is the ear?
Intelligence is needed in order to know: where is the intelligence?”

He replied, “You have said: hear the answer from your servant 
that you may not remain in bewilderment and confusion.

Although in your opinion this moment is midnight, 
in my view the dawn of delight is near at hand.

In my sight every defeat has been turned to victory, 
in my eyes all nights have been turned to day.

To you the water of the river Nile seems blood; 
to me it is not blood, it is water, O noble one.

In regard to you, that is iron or marble, 
to the prophet David it is wax and tractable.

To you the mountain is exceedingly heavy and inanimate, 
to David it is a master-musician.

To you the gravel is silent; 
to Ahmad it is eloquent and making supplication.

To you the pillar of the mosque is a dead thing; 
to Ahmad it is a lover who has lost his heart.

To the ordinary all the particles of the world seem dead, but before God 
they are possessed of knowledge and submissive.

As for your saying, ‘there is nobody in this house and palace: 
why are you beating this drum?’—

This people are giving sums of gold for God’s sake, 
founding hundreds of pious institutions and mosques,

And, like intoxicated lovers, gladly risking their property and lives 
on their way to the distant Pilgrimage:

Do they ever say, ‘The House is empty’? 
Nay, the Lord of the House is the Spirit invisible.

He that is illumined by the Light of God 
deems the House of the Beloved to be full.

In the eyes of those who see the end, 
many a palace filled with a crowd and throng is empty.

بهر گوشى مى زنى دف گوش كو
هوش بايد تا بداند هوش كو

گفت گفتى بشنو از چاكر جواب
تا نمانى در تحير و اضطراب 

گر چه هست اين دم بر تو نيم شب
نزد من نزديك شد صبح طرب 
هر شكستى پيش من پيروز شد
جمله شبها پيش چشمم روز شد
پيش تو خون است آب رود نيل

نزد من خون نيست آب است اى نبيل 
در حق تو آهن است آن و رخام
پيش داود نبى موم است و رام 

پيش تو كه بس گران است و جماد
مطرب است او پيش داود اوستاد

پيش تو آن سنگ ريزه ساكت است
پيش احمد او فصيح و قانت است 

پيش تو استون مسجد مرده اى است
پيش احمد عاشقى دل برده اى است 

جمله اجزاى جهان پيش عوام
مرده و پيش خدا دانا و رام 

آن چه گفتى كاندر اين خانه و سرا
نيست كس چون مى زنى اين طبل را

بهر حق اين خلق زرها مى دهند
صد اساس خير و مسجد مى نهند
مال و تن در راه حج دور دست

خوش همى بازند چون عشاق مست 
هيچ مى گويند كان خانه تهى است

بلكه صاحب خانه جان مختبى است 
پر همى بيند سراى دوست را
آن كه از نور اله استش ضيا

بس سراى پر ز جمع و انبهى
پيش چشم عاقبت بينان تهى 
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Seek in the Ka‘ba whomever you please, 
that he may at once grow before your face.

هر كه را خواهى تو در كعبه بجو
تا برويد در زمان او پيش رو

How should the form, which is splendid and sublime, 
be absent from the House of God?

He is present, exempt from exclusion, 
the rest of mankind on account of need.

Do they ever say, ‘We are crying Labbayka 
without any response. Pray, why?

Nay, the Divine blessing which causes Labbayka 
is a response from the One at every moment.

I know by intuition that this pavilion and palace 
is the banquet of the soul, and that its dust is an elixir.

I will strike my copper on its elixir 
unto everlasting in the mode of treble and bass,

That, from  playing the sahúr tune in this fashion, 
the seas may surge to scatter pearls and  bounty.

Men hazard their lives in the line of battle 
and in fighting for the Creator’s sake.

One is like Job in tribulation; 
another like Jacob in patience.

Hundreds of thousands of people, thirsty and sorrowful, 
are doing some sore toil for God’s sake in desire.

I too, for the merciful Lord’s sake and in hope of Him, 
am drumming the sahúr call at the gate.”

you want a customer from whom you will get gold, 
how should there be a better customer than God, O heart?

He buys a dirty bag from your goods, 
and gives an inner light that borrows.

He receives the ice of this mortal body, 
and gives a kingdom beyond our imagination.

He receives a few tear-drops, 
and gives a Kawthar that sugar shows jealousy.

He receives sighs full of melancholy and vaporous gloom, 
and gives for every sigh a hundred gainful dignities.

Because of the wind of sighs that drove onward the tearful cloud, 
He has called a Abraham awwáh (full of sighs).

صورتى كاو فاخر و عالى بود
او ز بيت الله كى خالى بود

او بود حاضر منزه از رتاج
باقى مردم براى احتياج 

هيچ مى گويند كاين لبيكها
بى ندايى مى كنيم آخر چرا
بلكه توفيقى كه لبيك آورد

هست هر لحظه ندايى از احد
من به بو دانم كه اين قصر و سرا

بزم جان افتاد و خاكش كيميا
مس خود را بر طريق زير و بم

تا ابد بر كيميايش مى زنم 
تا بجوشد زين چنين ضرب سحور

در در افشانى و بخشايش بحور
خلق در صف قتال و كارزار

جان همى بازند بهر كردگار
آن يكى اندر بلا ايوب وار

و آن دگر در صابرى يعقوب وار
صد هزاران خلق تشنه و مستمند
بهر حق از طمع جهدى مى كنند

من هم از بهر خداوند غفور
مى زنم بر در به اوميدش سحور

مشترى خواهى كه از وى زر برى
به ز حق كى باشد اى دل مشترى 

مى خرد از مالت انبانى نجس
مى دهد نور ضميرى مقتبس 

مى ستاند اين يخ جسم فنا
مى دهد ملكى برون از وهم ما
مى ستاند قطره ى چندى ز اشك
مى دهد كوثر كه آرد قند رشك 

مى ستاند آه پر سودا و دود
مى دهد هر آه را صد جاه سود

باد آهى كابر اشك چشم راند
مر خليلى را بدان اواه خواند
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Listen, sell your old rags in this brisk incomparable market, 
and receive the sterling kingdom.

هين در اين بازار گرم بى نظير
كهنه ها بفروش و ملك نقد گير

And if any doubt and suspicion waylay you, 
rely upon the traders, the prophets.

Inasmuch as the Emperor increased their fortune exceedingly, 
no mountain can carry their merchandise.

The Story of Bilal’s crying “One! One!” in the heat of the Hejaz, from his love for Mustafá, 
on whom be peace, in the forenoons when his master, by Jewish fanaticism, used to flog him 

with a thorny branch under the sun of the Hijaz; and how at blow the blood spurted 
from Bilal’s body, and “One! One!” escaped involuntarily, just as sobs escape involuntarily 
from others stricken with grief, because he was full of the passion of love there was no room 

for any care about relieving the pain of the thorns to enter. Like Pharaoh’s magicians and Jirjís 
and others innumerable and beyond computation.

That Bilal was devoting his body to the thorns: 
his master was flogging him by way of correction,

Saying, “Why do you celebrate Ahmad? 
Wicked slave, you disbelieve in my religion!”

He was beating him in the sun 
with thorns he cried boasting “One!”

Till those cries of “One!” reached the ears of the Siddíq, 
who was passing in that neighbourhood.

His eyes became filled with tears and his heart with trouble, 
from that “One!” he caught the scent of a loving friend.

Afterwards he saw him in private and admonished him, saying, 
“Keep your belief hidden from the Jews.

He knows secrets: conceal your desire.” 
He said, “I repent before you, O prince.”

Early next day, the Siddíq was going quickly in that district 
on account of some affair,

ور ترا شكى و ريبى ره زند
تاجران انبيا را كن سند

بس كه افزود آن شهنشه بختشان
كوه نتواند كشيدن رختشان 

قصه ى احد احد گفتن بلال در حر حجاز از محبت مصطفى عليه السلام در آن چاشتگاهها كه 
خواجه اش از تعصب جهود به شاخه ى خارش مى زد پيش آفتاب حجاز، و از زخم خون از تن بلال بر 
مى جوشيد از او احد احد مى جست بى قصد او چنان كه از دردمندان ديگر ناله جهد بى قصد، زيرا كه 
از درد عشق ممتلى بود اهتمام دفع درد خار را مدخل نبود، همچون سحره ى فرعون و جرجيس و 

غيرهم لا يعد و لا يحصى 

تن فداى خار مى كرد آن بلال
خواجه اش مى زد براى گوشمال 

كه چرا تو ياد احمد مى كنى
بنده ى بد منكر دين منى 

مى زد اندر آفتابش او به خار
او احد مى گفت بهر افتخار

تا كه صديق آن طرف بر مى گذشت
آن احد گفتن به گوش او برفت 
چشم او پر آب شد دل پر عنا
ز آن احد مى يافت بوى آشنا

بعد از آن خلوت بديدش پند داد
كز جهودان خفيه مى دار اعتقاد
عالم السر است پنهان دار كام

گفت كردم توبه پيشت اى همام 
روز ديگر از پگه صديق تفت

آن طرف از بهر كارى مى برفت 
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He again heard “One!” and blows inflicted by the thorns: 
flames and sparks of fire were kindled in his heart.

باز احد بشنيد و ضرب زخم خار
بر فروزيد از دلش سوز و شرار

He admonished him once more, and once more he repented; 
Love came and consumed his repentance.

There was much repenting of this sort, 
at last he became quit of repentance,

And proclaimed and yielded up his body to tribulation, 
crying, “O Mohammed, O enemy of vows of repentance,

O you with whom my body and my veins are filled—
how should there be room therein for repentance?—

Henceforth I will banish repentance from this heart: 
how should I repent of the life everlasting?”

Love is the All-subduer, and I am subdued by Love: 
by Love’s bitterness I have been made sweet as sugar.

O fierce Wind, before You I am a straw: 
how can I know where I shall fall?

Whether I am Bilal or the new moon, 
I am running on and following the course of Your sun.

What has the moon to do with stoutness and thinness? 
She runs at the heels of the sun, like a shadow.

Anyone who offers to make a settlement with destiny 
is mocking at his own moustache.

A straw in the face of the wind, and then a settlement! 
A Resurrection, and then the resolve to act!

In the hand of Love I am like a cat in a bag, 
now lifted high and now flung low by Love.

He is whirling me round His head: 
I have no rest either below or aloft.

The lovers have fallen into a fierce torrent: 
they have set their hearts on the ordinance of Love.

Like the millstone turning, day and night, 
in revolution and moaning incessantly.

Its turning is evidence for those who seek the River, 
lest anyone should say that the River is motionless.

If you see not the hidden River, 
see the turning of the celestial water-wheel.

باز پندش داد باز او توبه كرد
عشق آمد توبه ى او را بخورد
توبه كردن زين نمط بسيار شد

عاقبت از توبه او بيزار شد
فاش كرد اسپرد تن را در بلا
كاى محمد اى عدوى توبه ها

اى تن من وى رگ من پر ز تو
توبه را گنجا كجا باشد در او

توبه را زين پس ز دل بيرون كنم
از حيات خلد توبه چون كنم 

عشق قهار است و من مقهور عشق
چون شكر شيرين شدم از شور عشق 

برگ كاهم پيش تو اى تند باد
من چه دانم كه كجا خواهم فتاد

گر هلالم گر بلالم مى دوم
مقتدى آفتابت مى شوم 

ماه را با زفتى و زارى چه كار
در پى خورشيد پويد سايه وار

با قضا هر كاو قرارى مى دهد
ريش خند سبلت خود مى كند

كاه برگى پيش باد آن گه قرار
رستخيزى و آنگهانى عزم كار
گربه در انبانم اندر دست عشق

يك دمى بالا و يك دم پست عشق 
او همى گرداندم بر گرد سر

نه به زير آرام دارم نه ز بر
عاشقان در سيل تند افتاده اند
بر قضاى عشق دل بنهاده اند
همچو سنگ آسيا اندر مدار

روز و شب گردان و نالان بى قرار
گردشش بر جوى جويان شاهد است

تا نگويد كس كه آن جو راكد است 
گر نمى بينى تو جو را در كمين

گردش دولاب گردونى ببين
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Since the heavens have no rest from Him, 
you, O heart, like a star, seek no rest.

چون قرارى نيست گردون را از او
اى دل اختروار آرامى مجو

If you lay hold of a branch, how should He let? 
Wherever you make an attachment, He will break it.

If you see not the revolutionary action of the decree, 
look at the surging and whirling in the elements;

For the whirling of the sticks and straws and foam 
are caused by the boiling of the noble Sea.

See the giddy wind howling; 
see the billows surging at His command.

The sun and moon are two mill-oxen, 
going round and round and keeping watch.

The stars likewise run from house to house 
and convey every good and evil fortune.

Listen, though the stars of heaven are far away 
and your senses are dull and slack,

Where are our stars—eye, ear, and mind—at night, 
and where when we are awake?

Now in good luck and union and happiness; 
now in ill-luck and separation and insensibility.

Since the moon of heaven is in making this circuit, 
she is sometimes dark and sometimes bright.

Sometimes it is spring and summer, as honey and milk; 
sometimes a place of punishment by snow and piercing cold.

Seeing that before Him universals are like a ball, 
subject and prostrating themselves before His bat,

How should you, O heart, which are one of these hundred thousand 
particulars, not be in restless movement at His decree?

Be at the disposal of the Prince, 
like a horse, now confined in the stable, now going.

When He fastens you to a peg, be fastened; 
when He frees you, go, be exultant.

When the sun in heaven jumps crookedly, 
He causes it to be eclipsed in black disgrace,

Saying, “Avoid the Dragon’s Tail: listen, 
take heed, lest you become black of face like a cooking-pot.”

گر زنى در شاخ دستى كى هلد
هر كجا پيوند سازى بگسلد
گر نمى بينى تو تدوير قدر

در عناصر جوشش و گردش نگر
ز انكه گردشهاى آن خاشاك و كف

باشد از غليان بحر با شرف 
باد سر گردان ببين اندر خروش

پيش امرش موج دريا بين به جوش 
آفتاب و ماه دو گاو خراس

گرد مى گردند و مى دارند پاس 
اختران هم خانه خانه مى دوند

مركب هر سعد و نحسى مى شوند
اختران چرخ گر دورند هى

وين حواست كاهلند و سست پى 
اختران چشم و گوش و هوش ما

شب كجايند و به بيدارى كجا
گاه در سعد و وصال و دل خوشى

گاه در نحس و فراق و بى هشى 
ماه گردون چون در اين گرديدن است

گاه تاريك و زمانى روشن است 
گه بهار و صيف همچون شهد و شير

گه سياستگاه برف و زمهرير
چون كه كليات پيش او چو گوست
سخره و سجده كن چوگان اوست 

تو كه يك جزوى دلا زين صد هزار
چون نباشى پيش حكمش بى قرار
چون ستورى باش در حكم امير

گه در آخور حبس گاهى در مسير
چون كه بر ميخت ببندد بسته باش
چون كه بگشايد برو برجسته باش 

آفتاب اندر فلك كژ مى جهد
در سيه رويى خسوفش مى دهد

كز ذنب پرهيز كن هين هوش دار
تا نگردى تو سيه رو ديگ وار
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The cloud, too, is lashed with a whip of fire,
“Go that way, do not go this way!

ابر را هم تازيانه ى آتشين
مى زنندش كانچنان رو نه چنين 

Rain upon such and such a valley, do not rain in this quarter”: 
He reprimands it, saying, “Give ear!

Your reason is not superior to a sun: 
do not stay in a thought that has been forbidden.

O Reason, do not you too step crookedly, 
lest that eclipse of face befall.

When sin is less, 
you will see half the sun eclipsed and half radiant,

For I punish you in proportion to your sin: 
this is the principle laid down for justice and retribution.

Whether good or bad or open or secret, 
I am He that overhears and oversees  all things.”

Leave this topic, O father: New Year’s Day is come: 
the creatures have had their mouths made sweet by the Creator.

The spiritual Water has returned into our river-bed, 
our King has returned into our street.

Fortune is strutting and trailing her skirt 
and beating the drums to break vows of repentance.

Once more the flood-water has swept repentance away: 
the opportunity has arrived, the watchman is overcome by sleep.

Every toper has drunk the wine and is intoxicated: 
to-night we will pawn all our belongings.

From the ruby wine of the life-increasing Spirit 
we are ruby within ruby within ruby.

Once more the assembly-place has become flourishing and heart-illuminating: 
arise and burn rue-seed to keep off the evil eye.

The cries of the joyous drunk lovers are coming to me: 
O Beloved, I want it to continue like this forever.

Lo, a new moon (hilálí) has been united with a Bilal: 
the blows of the thorns have become to him roses and pomegranate-flowers.

“If my body is a sieve from the blows of the thorns, 
my soul and body are a rose-garden of felicity.

My body is exposed to the blows of the Jew’s thorns, 
my spirit is intoxicated and ravished by that Loving One.

بر فلان وادى ببار اين سوم بار
گوشمالش مى دهد كه گوش دار

عقل تو از آفتابى بيش نيست
اندر آن فكرى كه نهى آمد مه ايست 

كژ منه اى عقل تو هم گام خويش
تا نيايد آن خسوف رو به پيش 
چون گنه كمتر بود نيم آفتاب

منخسف بينى و نيمى نور تاب 
كه به قدر جرم مى گيرم ترا
اين بود تقرير در داد و جزا

خواه نيك و خواه بد فاش و ستير
بر همه اشيا سميعيم و بصير

زين گذر كن اى پدر نوروز شد
خلق از خلاق خوش پدفوز شد

باز آمد آب جان در جوى ما
باز آمد شاه ما در كوى ما

مى خرامد بخت و دامن مى كشد
نوبت توبه شكستن مى زند

توبه را بار دگر سيلاب برد
فرصت آمد پاسبان را خواب برد

هر خمارى مست گشت و باده خورد
رخت را امشب گرو خواهيم كرد

ز آن شراب لعل جان جان فزا
لعل اندر لعل اندر لعل ما

باز خرم گشت مجلس دل فروز
خيز دفع چشم بد اسپند سوز

نعره مستان خوش مى آيدم
تا ابد جانا چنين مى بايدم 

نك هلالى با بلالى يار شد
زخم خار او را گل و گلنار شد
گر ز زخم خار تن غربال شد

جان و جسم گلشن اقبال شد
تن به پيش زخم خار آن جهود

جان من مست و خراب آن ودود
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The scent of a Soul is coming towards my soul: 
the scent of my loving Friend is coming to me.”

بوى جانى سوى جانم مى رسد
بوى يار مهربانم مى رسد

Mustafá came from the Ascension, 
and pronounced on his Bilal the blessing, “How dear to me, how dear!”

On hearing this from Bilal, in whose speech there was no guile, 
the Siddíq washed his hands of urging him to repent.

How the Siddíq, may God be pleased with him, recalled what had happened to Bilal, 
may God be pleased with him, and his maltreatment by the Jews and his crying “One! One!” 

and the Jews becoming more incensed; and how he told the story of the affair to Mustafá, 
on whom be peace, and consulted him as to buying him from the Jews.

Afterwards the Siddíq related to Mustafá 
the plight of the faithful Bilal,

Saying, “That heaven-surveying nimble of blessed wing 
is at this time in love and in your net.

The Sultan’s falcon is tormented by those owls; 
that grand treasure is buried in filth.

The owls are doing violence to the falcon: 
they are tearing out his plumes and feathers though he is innocent.

His only crime is this, that he is a falcon: 
after all, what is Joseph’s crime except beauty?

The owl’s origin and existence is the wilderness; 
that is the cause of their Jewish anger against the falcon.

‘Why are you making mention of yonder land, 
or of the palace and wrist of the Emperor?

You are behaving impudently in the owls’ village; 
you are introducing dissension and disturbance.

Our dwelling-place, which is the envy of the empyrean, 
you call a wilderness and give it the name of “vile.”

You have employed hypocrisy 
in order that our owls may make you king and leader.

You are instilling into them a vain imagination and a mad fancy: 
you are giving the name “ruin” to this Paradise.

از سوى معراج آمد مصطفى
بر بلالش حبذا لى حبذا

چون كه صديق از بلال دم درست
اين شنيد از توبه ى او دست شست 

باز گردانيدن صديق واقعه ى بلال را و ظلم جهودان را بر وى و احد احد گفتن او و افزون شدن 
كينه ى جهودان و قصه كردن آن قضيه پيش مصطفى عليه الصلاة و السلام و مشورت در خريدن او 

از جهودان 

بعد از آن صديق پيش مصطفى
گفت حال آن بلال با وفا

كان فلك پيماى ميمون بال چست
اين زمان در عشق و اندر دام تست 

باز سلطان است ز آن جغدان به رنج
در حدث مدفون شدست آن زفت گنج 

جغدها بر باز استم مى كنند
پر و بالش بى گناهى مى كنند

جرم او اين است كاو باز است و بس
غير خوبى جرم يوسف چيست پس 

جغد را ويرانه باشد زاد و بود
هستشان بر باز ز آن خشم جهود

كه چرا مى ياد آرى ز آن ديار
يا ز قصر و ساعد آن شهريار
در ده جغدان فضولى مى كنى

فتنه و تشويش در مى افگنى
مسكن ما را كه شد رشك اثير

تو خرابه خوانى و نام حقير
شيد آوردى كه تا جغدان ما
مر ترا سازند شاه و پيشوا

وهم و سودايى در ايشان مى تنى
نام اين فردوس ويران مى كنى 
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We will beat your head so long, O of evil qualities, 
that you will renounce this hypocrisy and nonsense.’

بر سرت چندان زنيم اى بد صفات
كه بگويى ترك شيد و ترهات 

They are crucifying him, his face to the East, 
and flogging his naked body with a thorny branch.

The blood is spurting from his body in a hundred places, 
he is crying ‘One!’ and bowing his head.

I admonished him often, saying, ‘Keep your religion hidden, 
and conceal your secret from the accursed Jews.’

He is a lover: to him the resurrection has come, 
so that the door of repentance has been shut on him.”

Loverhood and repentance or the possibility of patience—
this, O soul, is a very enormous absurdity.

Repentance is a worm, while Love is like a dragon: 
repentance is an attribute of Man, while that is an attribute of God.

Love is of the attributes of God who wants nothing: 
love for anything besides Him is unreal,

Because that is a gilded beauty: 
its outside is light, it is smoke within.

When the light goes and the smoke becomes visible, 
at that moment the unreal love is frozen up.

That beauty returns to its source; 
the body is left—foul-smelling, shameful, and ugly.

The moonlight is returning to the moon: 
its reflection goes off the black wall;

And then, the water and clay are left without that ornament, 
the wall, moonless, becomes as a devil.

When the gold flies from the surface of the base coin 
that gold returns to its mine and settles;

Then the shamefully exposed copper is left like smoke, 
and its lover is left looking blacker than it.

The love of them that have insight is on the gold-mine; 
necessarily it is greater every day,

Because the mine has no partner in golden properties. 
Hail, O Gold-mine, You concerning whom there is no doubt!

If anyone lets a base coin become a companion with the Mine, 
the gold goes back to the Mine beyond locality,

پيش مشرق چار ميخش مى كنند
تن برهنه شاخ خارش مى زنند

از تنش صد جاى خون بر مى جهد
او احد مى گويد و سر مى نهد
پندها دادم كه پنهان دار دين
سر بپوشان از جهودان لعين 

عاشق است او را قيامت آمده ست
تا در توبه بر او بسته شده ست 

عاشقى و توبه يا امكان صبر
اين محالى باشد اى جان بس سطبر

توبه كرم و عشق همچون اژدها
توبه وصف خلق و آن وصف خدا

عشق ز اوصاف خداى بى نياز
عاشقى بر غير او باشد مجاز

ز انكه آن حسن زر اندود آمده ست
ظاهرش نور اندرون دود آمده ست 

چون رود نور و شود پيدا دخان
بفسرد عشق مجازى آن زمان 

وا رود آن حسن سوى اصل خود
جسم ماند گنده و رسوا و بد

نور مه راجع شود هم سوى ماه
وا رود عكسش ز ديوار سياه 

پس بماند آب و گل بى آن نگار
گردد آن ديوار بى مه ديووار

قلب را كه زر ز روى او بجست
باز گشت آن زر به كان خود نشست 

پس مس رسوا بماند دودوش
زو سيه روتر بماند عاشقش 
عشق بينايان بود بر كان زر
لاجرم هر روز باشد بيشتر

ز انكه كان را در زرى نبود شريك
مرحبا اى كان زر لا شك فيك 
هر كه قلبى را كند انباز كان
وا رود زر تا به كان لامكان 
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The lover and his beloved are dead in agony: 
the fish is left, the water is gone from the whirlpool.

عاشق و معشوق مرده ز اضطراب
مانده ماهى رفته ز آن گرداب آب 

The Divine Love is the Sun of perfection: 
the Word is its light, the creatures are as shadows.

When Mustafá expanded with joy this story, 
his desire to speak increased also.

Since he found a listener like Mustafá, 
every hair of him became a separate tongue.

Mustafá said to him, “Now what is the remedy?” 
He replied, “This servant is going to buy him.

I will buy him at whatever price he may name: 
I will not regard the apparent loss and the extortion;

For he is God’s captive on the earth, 
and he has become subjected to the anger of God’s enemy.”

How Mustafá, on whom be peace, enjoined the Siddíq, may God be pleased with him, saying, 
“Since you are going to purchase Bilal, they will certainly raise his price by wrangling: 

make me your partner in this merit, be my agent, and receive from me half the purchase-money.”

Mustafá said to him, “O seeker of fortune, 
I will be your partner in this.

Be my agent, buy a half share on my account, 
and receive the payment from me.”

He replied, “I will do my utmost to serve you.” 
Then he went to the house of the merciless Jew.

He said to himself, “From the hands of children 
one can buy pearls very cheaply, O father.”

From these foolish children the ghoul-like Devil is buying 
their reason and faith in exchange for the kingdom of this world.

He decks out the carcass so finely 
that he buys from them two hundred rose-gardens.

By magic he produces such moonshine that by means of magic 
he carries off from worthless folk a hundred purses.

عشق ربانى است خورشيد كمال
امر نور اوست خلقان چون ظلال 

مصطفى زين قصه چون خوش بر شكفت
رغبت افزون گشت او را هم به گفت 
مستمع چون يافت همچون مصطفى

هر سر مويش زبانى شد جدا
مصطفى گفتش كه اكنون چاره چيست

گفت اين بنده مر او را مشترى است 
هر بها كه گويد او را مى خرم
در زيان و حيف ظاهر ننگرم 

كاو اسير اللهَّ فى الارض آمده ست
سخره ى خشم عدو اللهَّ شده ست 

وصيت كردن مصطفى عليه السلام صديق را كه چون بلال را مشترى مى شوى هر آينه ايشان از 
ستيز بر خواهند فزود بهاى او را، مرا در اين فضيلت شريك خود كن وكيل من باش و نيم بها از من 

بستان 

مصطفى گفتش كه اى اقبال جو
اندر اين من مى شوم انباز تو
تو وكيلم باش نيمى بهر من

مشترى شو قبض كن از من ثمن 
گفت صد خدمت كنم رفت آن زمان

سوى خانه ى آن جهود بى امان 
گفت با خود كز كف طفلان گهر

بس توان آسان خريدن اى پدر
عقل و ايمان را از اين طفلان گول

مى خرد با ملك دنيا ديو غول 
آن چنان زينت دهد مردار را

كه خرد ز ايشان دو صد گلزار را
آن چنان مهتاب پيمايد به سحر

كز خسان صد كيسه بربايد به سحر
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The prophets taught them to trade 
and lighted the candle of the religion before them;

انبياشان تاجرى آموختند
پيش ايشان شمع دين افروختند

By means of magic and in despite the devilish and ghoulish Magician 
caused the prophets to appear ugly in their eyes.

By sorcery the Foe causes ugliness, 
so that divorce takes place between the wife and husband.

Their eyes have been sealed by a enchantment, 
so that they have sold such a pearl for rubbish.

This pearl is superior to both the worlds: 
listen, buy from this ignorant child, for he is an ass.

To the ass a shell and a pearl are alike: 
the ass has a doubt concerning the pearl and the Sea.

He disbelieves in the Sea and its pearls: 
how should an animal be a seeker of pearls and adornments?

God has not put it into the animal’s head 
to be engrossed with rubies and devoted to pearls.

Have you ever seen asses with ear-rings? 
The ear and mind of the ass are on the meadow.

Read in Wa’l-Tín, We created Man in the best proportion, 
for the spirit, O friend is a precious pearl.

In the best proportion surpasses the empyrean: 
in the best proportion is beyond thought.

If I declare the value of this inaccessible, I shall be consumed, 
and the hearer too will be consumed.

At this point close your lips and proceed no further. 
This Siddíq went to those asses.

He knocked the door-ring, and when the Jew opened the door 
he went into his house, beside himself.

He sat down, beside himself and furious and full of fire: 
from his mouth leaped many bitter words—

“Why are you beating this friend of God? 
What hatred is this, O enemy of the Light?

If you are steadfast in your own religion, 
how is your heart consenting to maltreat him who is steadfast?

O you effeminate in Judaism, 
who imputes this to a prince!

ديو و غول ساحر از سحر و نبرد
انبيا را در نظرشان زشت كرد
زشت گرداند به جادويى عدو
تا طلاق افتد ميان جفت و شو

ديده هاشان را به سحرى دوختند
تا چنين جوهر به خس بفروختند

اين گهر از هر دو عالم برتر است
هين بخر زين طفل جاهل كاو خر است 

پيش خر خر مهره و گوهر يكى است
آن اشك را در در و دريا شكى است 

منكر بحر است و گوهرهاى او
كى بود حيوان در و پيرايه جو
در سر حيوان خدا ننهاده است

كاو بود در بند لعل و در پرست 
مر خران را هيچ ديدى گوشوار

گوش و هوش خر بود در سبزه زار
احسن التقويم در و التين بخوان

كه گرامى گوهر است اى دوست جان 
احسن التقويم از عرش او فزون

احسن التقويم از فكرت برون 
گر بگويم قيمت اين ممتنع

من بسوزم هم بسوزد مستمع 
لب ببند اينجا و خر اين سو مران
رفت اين صديق سوى آن خران 

حلقه ى در زد چو در را بر گشود
رفت بى خود در سراى آن جهود

بى خود و سر مست و پر آتش نشست

كاين ولى اللهَّ را چون مى زنى
اين چه حقد است اى عدوى روشنى 

گر ترا صدقى است اندر دين خود
ظلم بر صادق دلت چون مى دهد

اى تو در دين جهودى ماده اى
كاين گمان دارى تو بر شه زاده اى 
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Do not view all in the distorting mirror of your selfhood, 
O you who are banned with an everlasting curse!”

در همه ز آيينه ى كژ ساز خود
منگر اى مردود نفرين ابد

If I should tell what burst from the lips of the Siddíq at that moment, 
you would lose foot and hand.

From beyond spatial relations, the fountains of wisdom 
as the Euphrates were running from his mouth,

As from the rock where water gushed, 
having no source of supply in side or interior;

God made that rock a shield for Himself 
and opened the blue crystalline water,

Even as He has caused the light to flow 
from the fountain of your eye without stint or abatement:

It has no source of supply either in the fat or in the coating; 
the Beloved made a veil when bringing light into existence.

The attracting air in the cavity of the ear 
apprehends that which is spoken, true or false.

What is that air within that little bone, 
which receives the words and sounds uttered by the story-teller?

The bone and the air are only a veil: 
in the two worlds there is none except God.

He is the hearer, He is the speaker, unveiled; for the ears belong to the head, 
O you who have merited the Divine recompense.

He said, “If you are feeling pity for him, 
give gold and take him, O man of generous disposition.

Since your heart is burning , ransom him from me: 
your difficulty will not be solved without expense.”

He replied, “I will perform a hundred services and five hundred prostrations. 
I have a handsome slave, but a Jew;

He has a white body, but a black heart: take, and give in exchange 
that one whose body is black but whose heart is illumined.”

Then the chieftain sent to fetch him: 
in truth that slave was exceedingly comely,

So that the Jew was dumbfounded: 
at once his stony heart inclined.

This is what happens to form-worshippers: 
their stone is pale by a form.

آن چه آن دم از لب صديق جست
گر بگويم گم كنى تو پاى و دست 

آن ينابيع الحكم همچون فرات
از دهان او دوان از بى جهات 

همچو از سنگى كه آبى شد روان
نه ز پهلو مايه دارد نه از ميان 

اسپر خود كرده حق آن سنگ را
بر گشاده آب مينا رنگ را

همچنانك از چشمه ى چشم تو نور
او روان كرده ست بى بخل و فتور
نه ز پيه آن مايه دارد نه ز پوست
روى پوشى كرد در ايجاد دوست 

در خلاى گوش باد جاذبش
مدرك صدق كلام و كاذبش 

آن چه باد است اندر آن خرد استخوان
كاو پذيرد حرف و صوت قصه خوان 

استخوان و باد رو پوشست و بس
در دو عالم غير يزدان نيست كس 

مستمع او قائل او بى احتجاب
ز آنك الاذنان من الرأس اى مثاب 

گفت رحمت گر همى آيد بر او
زر بده بستانش اى اكرام خو

از منش واخر چو مى سوزد دلت
بى مئونت حل نگردد مشكلت 

گفت صد خدمت كنم پانصد سجود
بنده اى دارم نكو لكن جهود

تن سپيد و دل سياهستش بگير
در عوض ده تن سياه و دل منير

پس فرستاد و بياورد آن همام
بود الحق سخت زيبا آن غلام 

آن چنان كه ماند حيران آن جهود
آن دل چون سنگش از جا رفت زود

حالت صورت پرستان اين بود
سنگشان از صورتى مومين بود
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Again he wrangled and would not be satisfied, saying, 
“Without any evasion, give more than this.”

باز كرد استيزه و راضى نشد
كه بر اين افزون بده بى هيچ بد

He offered him in addition two hundred dirhems (nisab) of silver, 
so that the Jew’s greed was satisfied.

How the Jew laughed and imagined that the Siddíq had been swindled in this bargain.

The stony-hearted Jew guffawed jeeringly 
and mockingly in malice and spite.

The Siddíq said to him, “Why this laughter?” 
In reply to the question he laughed more loudly,

And said, “Had it not been for the earnestness and ardour 
shown by you in the purchase of this black slave,

I would not have wrangled excitedly: 
indeed I would have sold him for a tenth of this,

For in my opinion he is not worth half a dáng; 
you made his price heavy by clamour.”

Then the Siddíq answered him, “O simpleton, you have 
given away a pearl in exchange for a walnut, like a boy;

For in my opinion he is worth the two worlds: 
I am regarding his spirit, you his colour.

He is red gold that has been made black polished iron 
on account of the enviousness of this abode of fools.

The eye that sees these seven bodily colours 
cannot perceive the spirit because of this veil.

If you had haggled in the sale more, 
I would have given the whole of my property and riches;

And if you had increased your demands, 
I would have borrowed a skirt full of gold in my anxiety.

You gave up easily because you got cheaply: 
you did not see the pearl, you did not split the casket.

Your folly gave a sealed casket: 
you will soon see what a swindle has befallen you.

You have given away a casket full of rubies and, like the negro, 
you are  rejoicing in your blackness of face.

يك نصاب نقره هم بر وى فزود
تا كه راضى گشت حرص آن جهود

خنديدن جهود و پنداشتن كه صديق مغبون است در اين عقد

گفت صديقش كه اين خنده چه بود
در جواب پرسش او خنده فزود
گفت اگر جدت نبودى و غرام
در خريدارى اين اسود غلام 
من ز استيزه نمى جوشيد مى

خود به عشر اينش بفروشيد مى 
كاو به نزد من نيرزد نيم دانگ

تو گران كردى بهايش را به بانگ 
پس جوابش داد صديق اى غبى

گوهرى دادى به جوزى چون صبى 
كاو به نزد من همى ارزد دو كون
من به جانش ناظرستم تو به لون 
زر سرخ است او سيه تاب آمده

از براى رشك اين احمق كنده 
ديده ى اين هفت رنگ جسمها
درنيابد زين نقاب آن روح را

گر مكيسى كرديى در بيع بيش
دادمى من جمله ملك و مال خويش 

ور مكاس افزوديى من ز اهتمام
دامنى زر كردمى از غير وام 

سهل دادى ز انكه ارزان يافتى
در نديدى حقه را نشكافتى 

حقه ى سر بسته جهل تو بداد
زود بينى كه چه غبنت اوفتاد
حقه ى پر لعل را دادى به باد

همچو زنگى در سيه رويى تو شاد

قهقهه زد آن جهود سنگ دل
از سر افسوس و طنز و غش و غل 
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In the end you will utter many a ‘woe is me!’ 
Does anyone, truthfully, sell fortune and felicity?

عاقبت وا حسرتا گويى بسى
بخت و دولت را فرو شد خود كسى 

Fortune came in the garb of a slave, 
your unlucky eye saw only the surface.

He showed unto you his slavery: 
your wicked nature practiced cunning and deceit with him.

O driveller, take idolatrously this 
whose secret thoughts are black though his body is white.

This one for you, that one for me: we have profited. 
Listen, unto you religion and unto me religion, O Jew.”

Truly this is proper for idolaters: 
his horse-cloth is satin his horse is made of wood.

It is like the tomb of infidels—full of smoke and fire, 
on the outside it is decked with a hundred designs and ornaments;

Like the wealth of tyrants—fair externally, 
within it the blood of the oppressed and woe;

Like the hypocrite externally fasting and prayer, 
inwardly black loam without vegetation;

Like a cloud empty, full of thunderclaps, 
wherein is neither benefit to the earth nor nourishment for the wheat;

Like a promise of guile and lying words, 
of which the end is shameful though its beginning is splendid.

Afterwards he took the hand of Bilal, who was as a toothpick 
from the blows inflicted by the tooth of tribulation.

He became a toothpick and found his way into a mouth: 
he was hastening towards a man of sweet tongue.

When that wounded one beheld the face of Mustafá, 
he fell down in a swoon, he fell on his back.

For a long time he remained unconscious and beside himself: 
when he came to himself, he shed tears for joy.

Mustafá clasped him to his bosom: 
how should anyone know the bounty that was bestowed on him?

How is it with a piece of copper that has touched the elixir? 
How with an insolvent who has hit upon an ample treasure?

A parched fish  fell into the sea, 
a caravan that had lost its way struck the right road.

بخت با جامه ى غلامانه رسيد
چشم بد بختت بجز ظاهر نديد

او نمودت بندگى خويشتن
خوى زشتت كرد با او مكر و فن 

اين سيه اسرار تن اسپيد را
بت پرستانه بگير اى ژاژخا
اين ترا و آن مرا برديم سود

هين لكم دين وَ لِيَ دِينِ اى جهود
خود سزاى بت پرستان اين بود
جلش اطلس اسب او چوبين بود

همچو گور كافران پر دود و نار
وز برون بر بسته صد نقش و نگار

همچو مال ظالمان بيرون جمال
و ز درونش خون مظلوم و وبال

چون منافق از برون صوم و صلات
و ز درون خاك سياه بى نبات 

همچو ابرى خاليى پر قر و قر
نه در او نفع زمين نه قوت بر

همچو وعده ى مكر و گفتار دروغ
آخرش رسوا و اول با فروغ 

بعد از آن بگرفت او دست بلال
آن ز زخم ضرس محنت چون خلال 

شد خلالى در دهانى راه يافت
جانب شيرين زبانى مى شتافت 

چون بديد آن خسته روى مصطفى
خر مغشيا فتاد او بر قفا

تا به ديرى بى خود و بى خويش ماند
چون به خويش آمد ز شادى اشك راند

مصطفايش در كنار خود كشيد
كس چه داند بخششى كاو را رسيد

چون بود مسى كه بر اكسير زد
مفلسى بر گنج پر توفير زد

ماهى پژمرده در بحر اوفتاد
كاروان گم شده زد بر رشاد
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If the words which the Prophet addressed at that moment 
should fall upon Night, it would cease from being night;

آن خطاباتى كه گفت آن دم نبى
گر زند بر شب بر آيد از شبى 

Night would become day radiant as dawn: 
I cannot express that mystic allocution.

You yourself know what a sun, in Aries, 
speaks to the plants and the date-palms;

You yourself, too, know what the limpid water 
is saying to the sweet herbs and the sapling.

The doing of God towards all the particles of the world 
is like the words breathed by enchanters.

The Divine attraction holds a hundred discourses 
with the effects and secondary causes, without a word or a lip.

Not that the production of effects by the Divine decree is not actual; 
but His production of effects thereby is inconceivable to reason.

Since reason has learned by rote in regard to the fundamentals, 
know O trifler that it learns by rote in regard to the copies.

If reason should ask how the aim may be, say, 
“In a manner that you know not, and farewell!”

How Mustafá, on whom be peace, reproached the Siddíq, may God be pleased with him, 
saying, “I enjoined you to buy in partnership with me: why has you bought for yourself alone?” 

and his excuse.

He said, “Why, O Siddíq, 
I told you to make me the partner in generosity.”

He replied, “We are two slaves in your street: 
I set him free for your sake.

Keep me as your slave and loyal friend: 
I want no freedom, beware!

For my freedom consists in being your slave: 
without you, tribulation and injustice are on me.

O you who through being the chosen has brought the world to life 
and has made the common folk to be the elect, especially me,

In my youth my spirit used to dream 
that the orb of the sun greeted to me,

روز روشن گردد آن شب چون صباح
من نتانم باز گفت آن اصطلاح 
خود تو دانى كافتابى در حمل

تا چه گويد با نبات و با دقل 
خود تو دانى هم كه آن آب زلال

مى چه گويد با رياحين و نهال 
صنع حق با جمله اجزاى جهان

چون دم و حرف است از افسونگران 
جذب يزدان با اثرها و سبب

صد سخن گويد نهان بى حرف و لب 
نه كه تاثير از قدر معمول نيست
ليك تاثيرش از او معقول نيست
چون مقلد بود عقل اندر اصول

دان مقلد در فروعش اى فضول 
گر بپرسد عقل چون باشد مرام
گو چنان كه تو ندانى و السلام 

گفت اى صديق آخر گفتمت
كه مرا انباز كن در مكرمت 

گفت ما دو بندگان كوى تو
كردمش آزاد من بر روى تو
تو مرا مى دار بنده و يار غار

هيچ آزادى نخواهم زينهار
كه مرا از بندگيت آزادى است

بى تو بر من محنت و بى دادى است 
اى جهان را زنده كرده ز اصطفا

خاص كرده عام را خاصه مرا
خوابها مى ديد جانم در شباب
كه سلامم كرد قرص آفتاب 

معاتبه ى مصطفى عليه الصلاة و السلام با صديق كه ترا وصيت كردم كه به شركت من بخر تو چرا 
بهر خود تنها خريدى و عذر او
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And lifted me up from earth to heaven: 
by mounting high I had become its fellow-traveller.

از زمينم بر كشيد او بر سما
همره او گشته بودم ز ارتقا

I said, ‘this is an hallucination and absurd: 
how should absurdity ever become actuality?’

When I beheld you I beheld myself: 
blessings on that mirror goodly in its ways!

When I beheld you, the absurd became real for me: 
my spirit was submerged in the Glory.

When I beheld you, O Spirit of the world, 
truly love for this sun fell from my eye.

By you my eye was endowed with lofty aspiration: 
it looks not on the garden save with contempt.

I sought light: truly I beheld the Light of light. 
I sought the houri: truly I beheld an object of envy to the houri.

I sought a Joseph comely and with limbs silver: 
in you I beheld an assembly of Josephs.

I was in searching after Paradise: 
from every part of you a Paradise appeared.

In relation to me this is praise and eulogy; 
in relation to you this is abusive and satirical,

Like the praise given to God by the simple shepherd 
in the presence of Moses the Kalím—

‘I will seek out Your lice, I will give You milk, 
I will stitch Your shoes and lay them before You.’

God accepted his harsh language as an expression of praise: 
if you also have mercy, it will be no marvel.

Have mercy upon the failure of minds, 
O you who are beyond understandings and conceptions.”

O lovers, new fortune has arrived 
from the old World that makes new,

From the World that is seeking a remedy for them that have no remedy: 
hundreds of thousands of wonders of the world are in it.

Rejoice, O people, since the relief has come; 
be glad, O people: the distress is removed.

A Sun went into the hut of the new-moon, 
making urgent demands and saying, “Refresh us, O Bilal!

گفتم اين ماخوليا بود و محال
هيچ گردد مستحيلى وصف حال 

چون ترا ديدم بديدم خويش را
آفرين آن آينه ى خوش كيش را

چون ترا ديدم محالم حال شد
جان من مستغرق اجلال شد

چون ترا ديدم خود اى روح البلاد
مهر اين خورشيد از چشمم فتاد

گشت عالى همت از تو چشم من
جز به خوارى ننگرد اندر چمن 

نور جستم خود بديدم نور نور
حور جستم خود بديدم رشك حور

يوسفى جستم لطيف و سيم تن
يوسفستانى بديدم در تو من 
در پى جنت بدم در جستجو
جنتى بنمود از هر جزو تو

هست اين نسبت به من مدح و ثنا
هست اين نسبت به تو قدح و هجا

همچو مدح مرد چوپان سليم
مر خدا را پيش موساى كليم 

كه بجويم اشپشت شيرت دهم
چارقت دوزم من و پيشت نهم 

قدح او را حق به مدحى بر گرفت
گر تو هم رحمت كنى نبود شگفت 

رحم فرما بر قصور فهمها
اى وراى عقلها و وهمها

ايها العشاق اقبال جديد
از جهان كهنه ى نو كن رسيد

ز آن جهان كاو چاره ى بى چاره جوست
صد هزاران نادره ى دنيا در اوست 

ابشروا يا قوم إذ جاء الفرج
افرحوا يا قوم قد زال الحرج 
آفتابى رفت در كازه ى هلال
در تقاضا كه ارحنا يا بلال 
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From fear of the foe you were wont to speak under your breath: 
to his confusion, go up into the minaret and speak.”

زير لب مى گفتى از بيم عدو
كورى او بر مناره رو بگو

The announcer of glad news is shouting in the ear of every sorrowful one, 
“Arise, O unlucky man, and take the road to fortune.

O you that are in this prison and amidst this stench and these lice, 
beware lest anyone hears! You have escaped: be silent!”

How should you keep silence now, O my beloved, 
when a drummer has appeared from the root of every hair?

The jealous foe has become so deaf he says, 
“Where is the sound of all these drums?”

The fresh sweet basil is touching his face, in his blindness he says, 
“What is this annoyance?”

The houri is nipping his hand and drawing: 
the blind man is distraught and says, “Wherefore is he hurting me?

What is this having my hand and body pulled hither and thither? 
I am asleep, let me sleep awhile.”

He whom you seek in your slumbers, this is He! 
Open yours eye, it is that auspicious Moon.

Tribulations were more upon dear ones 
because the Beloved showed more coquettishness towards the beauteous.

He sports with the beauteous ones in every path; 
sometimes, too, he throws the blind into frenzy.

For a moment He gives Himself to the blind, 
so that a great uproar arises from the street of the blind.

مى دمد در گوش هر غمگين بشير
خيز اى مدبر ره اقبال گير

اى در اين حبس و در اين گند و شپش
هين كه تا كس نشنود رستى خمش 

چون كنى خامش كنون اى يار من
كز بن هر مو بر آمد طبل زن 

آن چنان كر شد عدوى رشك خو
گويد اين چندين دهل را بانگ كو

مى زند بر روش ريحان كه طرى است
او ز كورى گويد اين آسيب چيست 

مى شكنجد حور دستش مى كشد
كور حيران كز چه دردم مى كند

اين كشاكش چيست بر دست و تنم
خفته ام بگذار تا خوابى كنم 

آن كه در خوابش همى جويى وى است
چشم بگشا كان مه نيكو پى است 

ز آن بلاها بر عزيزان بيش بود
كان تجمش يار با خوبان فزود

لاغ با خوبان كند در هر رهى
نيز كوران را بشوراند گهى 

خويش را يك دم بدين كوران دهد
تا غريو از كوى كوران بر جهد
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قصه ى هلال كه بنده ى مخلص بود خداى را، صاحب بصيرت بى تقليد، پنهان شده در بندگى مخلوقان 
جهت مصلحت نه از عجز، چنان كه لقمان و يوسف از روى ظاهر و غير ايشان، بنده اى سايس بود 

اميرى را و آن امير مسلمان بود اما كور،
ليك چونى به وهم درنارد              داند اعمى كه مادرى دارد 

اگر با اين دانش تعظيم اين مادر كند ممكن بود كه از عمى خلاص يابد كه إذا اراد اللَّه بعبد خيرا فتح عينى قلبه 
ليبصره بهما الغيب 

Story of Hilal, who was a devoted servant to God. Possessed of spiritual insight 
and was not a mere imitator. He had concealed himself in being a slave to creatures, 

not from helplessness but for good reason, as Luqman and Joseph and others in appearance. 
He was a groom in the service of a certain Amír, and that Amír was a Moslem, but blind. 

“The blind man knows that he has a mother, but he cannot conceive what she is like.” 
If, having this knowledge, he show reverence towards his mother, it is possible 

that he may gain deliverance from blindness, for when God wills good unto a servant 
He opens the eyes of his heart, that He may let him see the Invisible with them.

Since you have heard some of the qualities of Bilal, 
now hear the story of the emaciation of Hilal.

He was more advanced than Bilal in the Way: 
he had mortified his evil nature more.

Not a backslider like you, for at every moment you are farther back: 
you are moving away from the state of the pearl towards the state of the stone.

It is like the case of the guest who came to a certain Khwaja: 
the Khwaja inquired concerning his days and years.

He asked, “How many years have you lived, my lad? 
Say out and don’t hide away but count up.”

He replied, “Eighteen, seventeen, or sixteen, or fifteen, 
O adoptive brother.”

“Backward, backward,” said he, “O giddy-headed one”; 
“keep going back until you came out of your mother!”

Story in exposition of the same topic.

A certain man begged an Amír to give him a horse: 
he said, “Go and take that grey horse.”

چون شنيدى بعض اوصاف بلال
بشنو اكنون قصه ى ضعف هلال 
از بلال او پيش بود اندر روش
خوى بد را بيش كرده بد كشش 

نه چو تو پس رو كه هر دم پس ترى
سوى سنگى مى روى از گوهرى 

آن چنان كان خواجه را مهمان رسيد
خواجه از ايام و سالش بر رسيد

گفت عمرت چند سال است اى پسر
باز گو و در مدزد و بر شمر

گفت هجده هفده يا خود شانزده
يا كه پانزده اى برادر خوانده 

گفت واپس واپس اى خيره سرت
باز مى رو تا به كس مادرت 

حكايت در تقرير همين سخن 

آن يكى اسبى طلب كرد از امير
گفت رو آن اسب اشهب را بگير

He replied, “I don’t want that one.” “Why not?” he asked. 
“It goes backward and is very restive,” said he;

گفت آن را من نخواهم گفت چون
گفت او واپس رواست و بس حرون 
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“It goes back, back very hard in the direction of its rump.” 
He replied, “Turn its tail towards home!”

سخت پس پس مى رود او سوى بن
گفت دمش را به سوى خانه كن 

The tail of this beast you are riding, your carnal soul, is lust; 
hence that self-worshipper goes back, back.

O changer, make its lust, which is the tail, 
to be entirely lust for the world hereafter.

When you bind its lust from the loaf, 
that lust puts forth its head from noble reason.

As, when you lop off a branch from a tree, 
vigour is imparted to the well-conditioned branches.

When you have turned its tail in that direction, 
if it goes backward, it goes to the place of shelter.

How excellent are the docile horses which go forward, not backward, 
and are not given over to restiveness,

Going hot-foot, like the body of Moses the Kalím, 
to which to the two seas as the breadth of a blanket!

Seven hundred years is the duration of the journey 
on which he set out in the path of Love, for an age.

Since the aspiration on his journey in the body is this, 
his journey in the spirit must be unto the highest Paradise.

The kingly knights sped forward in advance; 
the boobies unloaded in the stable-yard.

Parable

It is like the caravaneers arrived 
and entered a village and found a certain door open.

One said, “During this spell of cold weather 
let us unload here for a few days.”

A voice cried, “Nay, unload outside, 
and then come indoors!”

Drop outside everything that ought to be dropped: 
do not come in with it, for this assembly-place is of high dignity.”

Hilal was a spiritual adept and a man of illumined soul, 
the groom and slave of a Moslem Amír.

دم اين استور نفست شهوت است
زين سبب پس پس رود آن خود پرست 

شهوت او را كه دم آمد ز بن
اى مبدل شهوت عقبيش كن 

چون ببندى شهوتش را از رغيف
سر كند آن شهوت از عقل شريف 
همچو شاخى كه ببرى از درخت

سر كند قوت ز شاخ نيك بخت 
چون كه كردى دم او را آن طرف

گر رود پس پس رود تا مكتنف 
حبذا اسبان رام پيش رو

نه سپس رو نه حرونى را گرو
گرم رو چون جسم موساى كليم

تا به بحرينش چو پهناى گليم 
هست هفصد ساله راه آن حقب

كه بكرد او عزم در سيران حب 
همت سير تنش چون اين بود

سير جانش تا به عليين بود
شهسواران در سباقت تاختند
خر بطان در پايگه انداختند

مثل 

آن چنان كه كاروانى مى رسيد
در دهى آمد درى را باز ديد

آن يكى گفت اندر اين برد العجوز
تا بيندازيم اينجا چند روز

بانگ آمد نه بينداز از برون
و آنگهانى اندر آ تو اندرون 

هم برون افكن هر آنچ افكندنى است
در ميا با آن كه اين مجلس سنى است 

بد هلال استاد دل جان روشنى
سايس و بنده ى امير مومنى 
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The youth served as a groom in the stable, 
but a king of kings and a slave in name.

سايسى كردى در آخور آن غلام
ليك سلطان سلاطين بنده نام 

The Amír was ignorant of his slave’s condition, 
for he had no discernment but of the sort possessed by Iblís.

He saw the clay, but not the treasure in it: 
he saw the five and the six, but not the source of the five.

The colour of clay is manifest; the light of religion is hidden: 
such was every prophet in the world.

One saw the minaret, but not the bird upon it, 
upon the minaret a fully accomplished royal falcon;

And a second saw a bird flapping its wings, 
but not the hair in the bird’s mouth;

But that one who was seeing by the light of God 
was aware both of the bird and of the hair,

And said, “Pray, direct your eye towards the hair: 
till you see the hair, the knot will not be untied.”

The one saw in the mud figured clay, 
while the other saw clay replete with knowledge and works.

The body is the minaret; knowledge and obedience are like the bird: 
suppose three hundred birds or two birds, whichever you please.

The middle man sees the bird only: 
neither before nor behind does he see anything but a bird.

The hair is the hidden light belonging to the bird, 
whereby the soul of the bird is enduring.

The works of the bird in whose beak 
is that hair are never counterfeit.

Its knowledge gushes perpetually from its soul: 
it has nothing that is borrowed and no debt.

آن امير از حال بنده بى خبر
كه نبودش جز بليسانه نظر

آب و گل مى ديد و در وى گنج نه
پنج و شش مى ديد و اصل پنج نه 
رنگ طين پيدا و نور دين نهان
هر پيمبر اين چنين بد در جهان 
آن مناره ديد و در وى مرغ نى

بر مناره شاه بازى پر فنى 
و آن دوم مى ديد مرغى پر زنى

ليك موى اندر دهان مرغ نى 
و آن كه او ينظر بنور الله بود
هم ز مرغ و هم ز مو آگاه بود
گفت آخر چشم سوى موى نه

تا نبينى مو بنگشايد گره 
آن يكى گل ديد نقشين در وحل

و آن دگر گل ديد پر علم و عمل 
تن مناره علم و طاعت همچو مرغ
خواه سيصد مرغ گير و يا دو مرغ 
مرد اوسط مرغ بين است او و بس

غير مرغى مى نبيند پيش و پس 
موى آن نورى است پنهان آن مرغ

كه بد آن پاينده باشد جان مرغ 
مرغ كان موى است در منقار او

هيچ عاريت نباشد كار او
علم او از جان او جوشد مدام
پيش او نه مستعار آمد نه وام 
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رنجور شدن اين هلال و بى خبرى خواجه ى او از رنجورى او از تحقير و ناشناخت، و واقف شدن دل 
مصطفى عليه الصلاة و السلام از رنجورى و حال او و افتقاد و عيادت رسول عليه السلام اين هلال را

How this Hilal fell ill, and how his master was unaware of his being ill, because he despised him 
and did not recognise; and how the heart of Mustafá, on whom be peace, came to know of his illness 

and his state, and how the Prophet, on whom be peace, inquired after this Hilal and went to see him.

By destiny Hilal became ill and weak: 
inspiration acquainted Mustafá with his condition.

His master was unaware of his illness, 
for in his eyes he was worth little and without importance.

A well-doer lay in the stable for nine days, 
and none took notice of his plight.

He who was a personage and the Emperor of personages, 
he whose oceanic mind reaches every place—

To him came the inspiration: God’s Mercy sympathised, saying, 
“Such-and-such a one who longs for you is fallen sick.”

Mustafá went thither 
to pay a visit to the noble Hilal.

The Moon was running behind the Sun of inspiration, 
while the Companions followed behind him, like the stars.

The Moon is saying, “My Companions are stars—
a model for the night-journey, and missiles hurled at the disobedient.”

The Amír was told of the arrival of that Sultan, 
he sprang up, beside himself with joy;

He clapped his hands joyously, 
thinking that the Emperor had come on his account.

When the Amír came down from the upper chamber, 
he was ready to lavish his soul on the messenger as a reward.

Then he kissed the earth and gave the salaam: 
in his delight he made his countenance like a rose.

“In God’s name,” he said, “bestow honour on the house, 
so that this assembly-place may become a Paradise,

And that my palace may surpass heaven, saying, 
‘I have seen the Pole on which Time revolves.’”

بد ز رنجوريش خواجه ش بى خبر
كه بر او بد كساد و بى خطر

خفته نه روز اندر آخور محسنى
هيچ كس از حال او آگاه نى 

آن كه كس بود و شهنشاه كسان
عقل صد چون قلزمش هر جا رسان 

وحيش آمد رحم حق غم خوار شد
كه فلان مشتاق تو بيمار شد
مصطفى بهر هلال با شرف

رفت از بهر عيادت آن طرف 
در پى خورشيد وحى آن مه دوان

و آن صحابه در پيش چون اختران 
ماه مى گويد كه اصحابى نجوم
للسرى قدوه و للطاغى رجوم 

مير را گفتند كان سلطان رسيد
او ز شادى بى دل و جان بر جهيد
بر گمان آن ز شادى زد دو دست
كان شهنشه بهر آن مير آمده ست 

چون فرود آمد ز غرفه آن امير
جان همى افشاند پا مزد بشير

پس زمين بوس و سلام آورد او
كرد رخ را از طرب چون ورد او

گفت بسم اللهَّ مشرف كن وطن
تا كه فردوسى شود اين انجمن 

تا فزايد قصر من بر آسمان
كه بديدم قطب دوران زمان 

از قضا رنجور و ناقص شد هلال
مصطفى را وحى شد غماز حال 
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The venerable Prophet said to him by way of rebuke, 
“I have not come to visit you.”

گفتش از بهر عتاب آن محترم
من براى ديدن تو نامدم 

He replied, “My spirit belongs to you—what, indeed, is my spirit? 
Oh, say on whose account is this solicitude?—

That I may become dust for the feet of the person 
who is planted in the orchard of your favour.”

Then he said to him, “Where is that New-moon of the highest heaven? 
Where is he that in his humility is spread as moonbeams?—

That king who is disguised as a slave 
and has come to this world for the purpose of spying?

Do not say, ‘He is my slave and stableman’: 
know this, that he is a treasure in ruins.

Oh, I wonder to what state he has been reduced by sickness— 
that New moon by which thousands of full-moons are trodden underfoot.”

He said, “I have no knowledge of his illness, 
but he has not been at the palace-gate for several days.

He keeps company with the horses and mules: 
he is a groom, and this stable is his dwelling-place.”

How Mustafá, on whom be peace, came into the Amír’s stable to see the sick Hilal, 
and how he caressed Hilal, may God be pleased with him!

A foe is subjugated, but not a friend: 
how should a friend have his neck bound?

The Prophet went eagerly into the stable to look for him 
and began to search.

The stable was dark, foul, and dirty; 
all this vanished when friendship arrived.

That fierce lion scented the Prophet 
just as the scent of Joseph was perceived by his father.

Miracles are not the cause of religious faith; 
it is the scent of homogeneity that attracts qualities.

Miracles are for the purpose of subjugating the foe: 
the scent of homogeneity is for the winning of hearts.

گفت روحم آن تو خود روح چيست
هين بفرما كاين تجشم بهر كيست 

تا شوم من خاك پاى آن كسى
كه به باغ لطف تست اش مغرسى 
پس بگفتش كان هلال عرش كو

همچو مهتاب از تواضع فرش كو
آن شهى در بندگى پنهان شده

بهر جاسوسى به دنيا آمده 
تو مگو كاو بنده و آخورچى ماست

اين بدان كه گنج در ويرانه هاست 
اى عجب چون است از سقم آن هلال

كه هزاران بدر هستش پاى مال 
گفت از رنجش مرا آگاه نيست
ليك روز چند بر درگاه نيست 

صحبت او با ستور و استر است
سايس است و منزلش اين آخور است 

در آمدن مصطفى عليه السلام از بهر عيادت هلال در ستورگاه آن امير و نواختن مصطفى هلال را

قهر گردد دشمن اما دوست نى
دوست كى گردد ببسته گردنى 

رفت پيغمبر به رغبت بهر او
اندر آخور و آمد اندر جستجو
بود آخور مظلم و زشت و پليد

وين همه برخاست چون الفت رسيد
بوى پيغمبر ببرد آن شير نر

همچنان كه بوى يوسف را پدر
موجب ايمان نباشد معجزات

بوى جنسيت كند جذب صفات 
معجزات از بهر قهر دشمن است

بوى جنسيت پى دل بردن است 
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He was awakened from sleep by his scent: 
he said, “A stable full of dung, and this kind of scent within it!”

اندر آمد او ز خواب از بوى او
گفت سرگين دان درون زين گونه بو

Through the legs of the riding-beasts 
he saw the holy skirt of the peerless Prophet,

And that hero came creeping out of a corner in the stable 
and laid his face upon his feet.

Then the Prophet laid his face against his face 
and kissed his head and eyes and cheeks.

“O Lord,” he cried, “what a hidden pearl you are! 
How are you, O heavenly stranger? Are you better?”

He said, “One whose sleep was disturbed, 
how for truth is he when the Sun comes into his mouth?

The thirsty man who eats clay, how is he the Water lays him on its head 
and bears him happily along?

Explanation of, that Mustafá, on whom be peace, hearing that Jesus, on whom be peace, walked 
on the water, said, ‘If his faith had increased, he would have walked on the air.’

How is he whom the vast river takes on its head, like Jesus, saying, 
‘In the Water of Life you are safe from drowning’?”

Ahmad says, “Had faith been greater, 
even the air would have carried him safely,

Like me, who rode upon the air on the night of the Ascension 
and sought communion.”

He said, “How is a blind filthy dog 
that sprang up from sleep and found itself to be a lion?—

Not such a lion as anyone could shoot; 
nay, but by the terror of it sword and javelin would be shattered.

The blind man, going on his belly, like a snake— 
he has opened his eyes in the garden and in spring?”

How is the “how” that has been freed from “how-ness” 
and has attained to the abounding life of “how-lessness”?

He has become a dispenser of “how-ness” in the world beyond locality: 
all “how’s” are round his table, like dogs.

از ميان پاى استوران بديد
دامن پاك رسول بى نديد

پس ز كنج آخور آمد غژغژان
روى بر پايش نهاد آن پهلوان 

پس پيمبر روى بر رويش نهاد
بر سر و بر چشم و رويش بوسه داد

گفت يا ربا چه پنهان گوهرى
اى غريب عرش چونى خوشترى 

گفت چون باشد خود آن شوريده خواب
كه در آيد در دهانش آفتاب 

چون بود آن تشنه اى كاو گل چرد
آب بر سر بنهدش خوش مى برد

در بيان آن كه مصطفى صلى اللَّه عليه و آله شنيد كه عيسى عليه السلام بر روى آب رفت فرمود لو 
ازداد يقينه لمشى على الهواء

همچو عيسى بر سرش گيرد فرات
كايمنى از غرقه در آب حيات 

گويد احمد گر يقينش افزون بدى
خود هوايش مركب و مأمون بدى 
همچو من كه بر هوا راكب شدم
در شب معراج مستصحب شدم 
گفت چون باشد سگى كور پليد

جست او از خواب خود را شير ديد
نه چنان شيرى كه كس تيرش زند

بل ز بيمش تيغ و پيكان بشكند
كور بر اشكم رونده همچو مار

چشمها بگشاد در باغ و بهار
چون بود آن چون كه از چونى رهيد

در حياتستان بى چونى رسيد
گشت چونى بخش اندر لامكان

گرد خوانش جمله چونها چون سگان 
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He gives them a bone from “how-lessness.” 
In the state of pollution, keep silence: do not recite this Súra.

او ز بى چونى دهدشان استخوان
در جنابت تن زن اين سوره مخوان 

Until you wash yourself entirely clean of “how-ness,” 
do not put your hand on this Book, O youth.

Whether I am dirty or clean, O princes, if I do not recite this, 
then what in the world shall I recite?

You say to me, “For the sake of the reward, 
do not go into the water tank without having washed”;

Outside of the tank there is nothing but earth: 
no one who does not enter the tank is clean.

If the waters have not the grace 
to receive filth continually,

Alas for the longing lover and his hope! 
Oh, sorrow for his everlasting sorrow!

The water has a hundred graces, a hundred pities, 
for it receives the defiled ones and purifies them—and peace be with you!

O you Radiance of God, Husámu’ddín, 
the Light is your protector from the worst of flying creatures.

The Light and its ascent are your protector, 
O Sun who art concealed from the bat.

The veil before the face of the Sun, 
what is it but excess of brilliance and intensity of splendour?

The veil over the Sun is just the Light of the Lord: 
the bat and the night have no lot therein.

Inasmuch as both have remained far and veiled, 
they have remained either black-faced or cold.

Since you have written part of the story of the New-moon, 
put into words the tale of the Full-moon.

The New-moon and the Full-moon have oneness: 
they are far from duality and from imperfection and corruption.

The new-moon is inwardly free from imperfection: 
its apparent imperfection is increasing gradually.

Night by night it gives a lesson in gradualness 
and with deliberation it produces relief.

With deliberation it says, “O hasty fool, 
only step by step can one mount to the roof.”

تا ز چونى غسل نارى تو تمام
تو بر اين مصحف منه كف اى غلام 

گر پليدم ور نظيفم اى شهان
اين نخوانم پس چه خوانم در جهان 

تو مرا گويى كه از بهر ثواب
غسل ناكرده مرو در حوض آب 
از برون حوض غير خاك نيست

هر كه او در حوض نايد پاك نيست 
گر نباشد آبها را اين كرم

كاو پذيرد مر خبث را دم به دم 
واى بر مشتاق و بر اوميد او
حسرتا بر حسرت جاويد او

آب دارد صد كرم صد احتشام
كه پليدان را پذيرد و السلام 

اى ضياء الحق حسام الدين كه نور
پاسبان تست از شر الطيور
پاسبان تست نور و ارتقاش

اى تو خورشيد مستر از خفاش 
چيست پرده پيش روى آفتاب

جز فزونى شعشعه و تيزى تاب 
پرده ى خورشيد هم نور رب است

بى نصيب از وى خفاش است و شب است 
هر دو چون در بعد و پرده مانده اند

يا سيه رو يا فسرده مانده اند
چون نبشتى بعضى از قصه ى هلال

داستان بدر آر اندر مقال 
آن هلال و بدر دارند اتحاد

از دويى دورند و از نقص و فساد
آن هلال از نقص در باطن برى است
آن به ظاهر نقص تدريج آورى است 

درس گويد شب به شب تدريج را
در تانى بر دهد تفريج را

در تانى گويد اى عجول خام
پايه پايه بر توان رفتن به بام 

1210
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Let the cooking-pot boil gradually, as a skilful does: 
the stew boiled in a mad hurry is of no use.

ديگ را تدريج و استادانه جوش
كار نايد قليه ى ديوانه جوش 

Was not God able to create heaven in one moment by “Be”? 
Without any doubt.

Why, then, O seeker of instruction, did He extend for it to six days, 
every day a thousand years?

What is the reason for the creation of a child taking nine months? 
Because gradualness is a characteristic of that King.

Why was the creation of Adam forty mornings? 
He was adding to that clay little by little,

Not like you, O foolish one, who have rushed forward just now: 
you are a child, and you have made yourself out to be an Elder.

You have run up, like a gourd, to the top of all, 
where is the warfare and combat to sustain you?

You have rested on trees and walls for support: 
you have climbed up like a pumpkin, O little baldhead.

If at first you mounted on a tall cypress, 
yet in the end you are dry and pulp less and empty.

Your green colour soon turned yellow, O pumpkin, 
for it was derived from rouge, it was not original.

Story of the old woman who used to depilate and rouge her ugly face, 
though it could never be put right and become pleasing.

There was a decrepit old woman aged ninety years, 
her face covered with wrinkles and her complexion saffron.

Her face was in folds like the surface of a traveller’s food-wallet, 
but there remained in her the passionate desire for a husband.

Her teeth had dropped out and her hair had become as milk: 
her figure was like a bow, and every sense in her was decayed.

Her passion for a husband and her lust and desire were in full force: 
the passion for snaring, though the trap had fallen to pieces.

She was like a cock that crows at the wrong time, 
a road that leads nowhere, a big fire beneath an empty kettle;

حق نه قادر بود بر خلق فلك
در يكى لحظه به كن بى هيچ شك 

پس چرا شش روز آن را در كشيد
كل يوم الف عام اى مستفيد

خلقت طفل از چه اندر نه مه است
ز انكه تدريج از شعار آن شه است 

خلقت آدم چرا چل صبح بود
اندر آن گل اندك اندك مى فزود

نه چو تو اى خام كاكنون تاختى
طفلى و خود را تو شيخى ساختى 

بر دويدى چون كدو فوق همه
كو ترا پاى جهاد و ملحمه 

تكيه كردى بر درختان و جدار
بر شدى اى اقرعك هم قرع وار
اول ار شد مركبت سرو سهى

ليك آخر خشك و بى مغزى تهى 
رنگ سبزت زرد شد اى قرع زود

ز انكه از گلگونه بود اصلى نبود

داستان آن عجوزه كه روى زشت خويشتن را جندره و گلگونه مى ساخت و ساخته نمى شد و پذيرا 
نمى آمد

بود كمپيرى نود ساله كلان
پر تشنج روى و رنگش زعفران 
چون سر سفره رخ او توى توى

ليك در وى بود مانده عشق شوى 
ريخت دندانهاش و مو چون شير شد

قد كمان و هر حسش تغيير شد
عشق شوى و شهوت و حرصش تمام

عشق صيد و پاره پاره گشته دام 
مرغ بى هنگام و راه بى رهى

آتشى پر در بن ديگ تهى 



79

1240

1230

1235

Like one who is exceedingly fond of the race-course, but has no horse 
and no means of running; exceedingly fond of piping, but having 
neither lip nor pipe.

عاشق ميدان و اسب و پاى نى
عاشق زمر و لب و سرناى نى 

May Jews have no greediness in old age! 
Oh, miserable is he on whom God has bestowed this selfishness!

A dog’s teeth drop out when it grows old: 
it leaves people and takes to eating dung;

Look at these sexagenarian dogs! 
Their dog-teeth get sharper at every moment.

The hairs drop from the fur of an old dog; 
see these old dogs clad in satin!

See how their passionate desire and greed for women and gold, 
like the progeny of dogs, is increasing continually!

Such a life as this, which is Hell’s stock-in-trade, 
is a shambles for the butchers of Wrath;

When people say to him, “May your life be long!” 
he is delighted and opens his mouth in laughter.

He thinks a curse like this is a benediction: 
he never uncloses his eye or raises his head once.

If he had seen a hair’s tip of the future state, 
he would have said to him, “May your life be like this!”

Story of the dervish who blessed a man of Gilan, saying, 
“May God bring you back in safety to your home and household!”

One day a sturdy beggar, very fond of bread and carried a basket, 
accosted a Khwaja of Gilan.

On receiving some bread from him, he cried, “O You, whose help is sought, 
bring him back happy to his home and household!”

He said, “If the house is the one that I have seen, 
may God bring you there, O squalid wretch!”

Worthless folk humiliate every story-teller: 
if his words are lofty, they make them low;

For the tale is in proportion to the hearer: 
the tailor cuts the coat according to the Khwaja’s figure.

حرص در پيرى جهودان را مباد
اى شقيى كه خداش اين حرص داد
ريخت دندانهاى سگ چون پير شد
ترك مردم كرد و سرگين گير شد

اين سگان شصت ساله را نگر
هر دمى دندان سگشان تيزتر

پير سگ را ريخت پشم از پوستين
اين سگان پير اطلس پوش بين 

عشقشان و حرصشان در فرج و زر
دم به دم چون نسل سگ بين بيشتر

اين چنين عمرى كه مايه ى دوزخ است
مر قصابان غضب را مسلخ است 
چون بگويندش كه عمر تو دراز

مى شود دل خوش دهانش از خنده باز
اين چنين نفرين دعا پندارد او
چشم نگشايد سرى برنارد او

گر بديدى يك سر موى از معاد
اوش گفتى اين چنين عمر تو باد

داستان آن درويش كه آن گيلانى را دعا كرد كه خدا ترا به سلامت به خان و مان باز رساناد

گفت يك روزى به خواجه ى گيليى
نان پرستى نر گدا زنبيليى 

چون ستد زو نان بگفت اى مستعان
خوش به خان و مان خود بازش رسان 

گفت اگر آن است خان كه ديده ام
حق ترا آن جا رساند اى دژم 

هر محدث را خسان بد دل كنند
حرفش ار عالى بود نازل كنند

ز انكه قدر مستمع آيد نبا
بر قد خواجه برد درزى قبا
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صفت آن عجوز

Description of the old woman.

Since the audience is not free from such reproach, 
there is no means of avoiding low and undignified talk.

Listen, redeem this topic from pawn: 
return to the tale of the old woman.

When he has become advanced in years and is not a man in this Way, 
bestow the name of “aged crone” upon him.

He has neither capital and basis, 
nor is he capable of receiving stock-in-trade.

He is neither a giver nor a receiver of delight; 
in him there is neither reality nor absorbing reality.

Neither tongue nor ear nor understanding and insight 
nor consciousness nor unconsciousness nor reflections;

Neither humble supplication nor any beauty to show pride: 
his, coat on coat, is stinking, like an onion.

He has not traversed any path, nor the foot for the path: 
that shameless one has neither glow nor burning (passion) and sighs.

Story of the dervish to whom, whenever he begged anything from a certain house, 
he used to say, “It is not to be had here.”

A beggar came to a house 
and asked for a piece of dry bread or a piece of moist bread.

The owner of the house said, “Where is bread in this place? 
Are you crazy? How is this a baker’s shop?”

“At least,” he begged, “get me a little bit of fat.” 
“Why,” said he, “it isn’t a butcher’s shop.”

He said, “O master of the house, give me a pittance of flour.” 
“Do you think this is a mill?” he replied.

“Well then,” said he, “give me some water from the reservoir.” 
“Why,” he replied, “it isn’t a river or a watering-place.”

چون كه مجلس بى چنين پيغاره نيست
از حديث پست نازل چاره نيست 
واستان هين اين سخن را از گرو

سوى افسانه ى عجوزه باز رو
چون مسن گشت و در اين ره نيست مرد

تو بنه نامش عجوز سال خورد
نه مر او را راس مال و پايه اى

نه پذيراى قبول مايه اى 
نه دهنده نه پذيرنده ى خوشى

نه در او معنى و نه معنى كشى 
نه زبان نه گوش و نه عقل و بصر

نه هش و نه بى هشى و نه فكر
نه نياز و نه جمالى بهر ناز

تو بتويش گنده مانند پياز
نه رهى ببريده او نه پاى راه

نه تبش آن قحبه را نه سوز و آه 

قصه ى درويش كه از آن خانه هر چه مى خواست مى گفت نيست 

سائلى آمد به سوى خانه اى
خشك نانه خواست يا تر نانه اى 

گفت صاحب خانه نان اينجا كجاست
خيره اى كى اين دكان نانباست 
گفت بارى اندكى پى هم بياب
گفت آخر نيست دكان قصاب 
گفت پاره ى آرد ده اى كدخدا

گفت پندارى كه هست اين آسيا
گفت بارى آب ده از مكرعه

گفت آخر نيست جويا مشرعه 
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Whatever he asked for, from bread to bran, 
he was mocking and deriding him.

هر چه او درخواست از نان تا سبوس
چربكى مى گفت و مى كردش فسوس 

The beggar went in and drew up his skirt: 
he jumped into the house and wanted to relieve himself.

He (the householder) cried, “Hey, hey!” “Be quiet, O morose man,” 
said he, “Since this is a ruin, I had better answer nature’s call.

Since there is no means of living (zístan) 
here, upon a house like this defecate (rístan) oportet.”

Since you are not a falcon, so as to catch the prey, 
a falcon hand trained for the King’s hunting;

Nor a peacock painted with a hundred designs, 
so that eyes should be illumined by the picture which you present;

Nor a parrot, so that when sugar is given to you, 
ears should bend to your sweet talk;

Nor a nightingale to sing, like a lover, 
sweetly and plaintively in the meadow or the tulip-garden;

Nor a hoopoe to bring messages, 
nor are you like a stork to make your nest on high—

In what work are you, and for what are you bought? 
What bird are you, and with what are you eaten?

Mount beyond this shop of hagglers to the shop of Bounty 
where God is the purchaser.

That Gracious One has purchased the piece of goods 
that no people would look at on account of its shabbiness.

With Him no base coin is rejected, 
for His object in buying is not profit.

Return to the tale of the old woman.

Since that autumn desired to be wed, 
that lustful one plucked out the hair of her eyebrows.

The old woman took the mirror before her face, 
that she might beautify her cheeks and face and mouth.

She rubbed gleefully rouge several times, 
the creases of her face did not become more concealed,

آن گدا در رفت و دامن بر كشيد
اندر آن خانه به حسبت خواست ريد

گفت هى هى گفت تن زن اى دژم
تا در اين ويرانه خود فارغ كنم 

چون در اينجا نيست وجه زيستن
بر چنين خانه ببايد ريستن 

چون نه اى بازى كه گيرى تو شكار
دست آموز شكار شهريار

نيستى طاوس با صد نقش بند
كه به نقشت چشمها روشن كنند

هم نه اى طوطى كه چون قندت دهند
گوش سوى گفت شيرينت نهند

هم نه اى بلبل كه عاشق وار زار
خوش بنالى در چمن يا لاله زار

هم نه اى هدهد كه پيكيها كنى
نه چو لكلك كه وطن بالا كنى 

در چه كارى تو و بهر چت خرند
تو چه مرغى و ترا با چه خورند

زين دكان با مكاسان برتر آ
تا دكان فضل كالله اشترى 

كاله اى كه هيچ خلقش ننگريد
از خلاقت آن كريم آن را خريد
هيچ قلبى پيش او مردود نيست

ز انكه قصدش از خريدن سود نيست

رجوع بداستان آن كمپير

چون عروسى خواست رفتن آن خريف
موى ابرو پاك كرد آن مستخيف 
پيش رو آيينه بگرفت آن عجوز
تا بيارايد رخ و رخسار و پوز

چند گلگونه بماليد از بطر
سفره ى رويش نشد پوشيده تر

1270
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That filthy hag was cutting out portions of the Holy Book 
and sticking them on her face,

عشرهاى مصحف از جا مى بريد
مى بچسبانيد بر رو آن پليد

In order that the creases of her face might be hidden 
and that she might become the bezel in the ring of fair.

She was putting bits of the Book all over her face; 
they always dropped off when she put on her veil (chador);

Then she would stick them on again 
with spittle on all sides of her face,

And once more that bezel would arrange her veil, 
and the bits of the Book would fall from her face to the ground.

Since they always dropped off though she tried many an artifice, 
she exclaimed, “A hundred curses on Iblís!”

Immediately Iblís took shape and said, 
“O luckless dried-up harlot,

In all my life I have never thought of this: 
I have never seen this by any harlot except you.

You have sown unique seed in infamy: 
you have not left a single Scripture in the world.

You are a hundred Devils, troop on troop: 
let me alone, O foul hag!”

How long will you steal portions of the lore of the Book, 
in order that your face may be coloured like an apple?

How long will you steal the words of the men of God 
that you may sell and obtain applause?

The daubed-on colour never made you rosy; 
the tied-on bough never performed the function of the stump.

At last, when the veil of death comes over you, 
these bits of the Book drop away from your face.

When the call comes to arise and depart, 
thereafter the arts of disputation vanish.

The world of silence comes into view. Stop! 
Alas for him that has not a familiarity within him!

Polish your heart for a day or two: 
make that mirror your book,

For from the reflection of the imperial Joseph 
old Zalikha became young anew.

تا كه سفره ى روى او پنهان شود
تا نگين حلقه ى خوبان شود

عشرها بر روى هر جا مى نهاد
چون كه بر مى بست چادر مى فتاد

باز او آن عشرها را با خدو
مى بچسبانيد بر اطراف رو

باز چادر راست كردى آن نگين
عشرها افتادى از رو بر زمين 

چون بسى مى كرد فن و آن مى فتاد
گفت صد لعنت بر آن ابليس باد
شد مصور آن زمان ابليس زود

گفت اى قحبه ى قديد بى ورود
من همه عمر اين نينديشيده ام

نه ز جز تو قحبه اى اين ديده ام 
تخم نادر در فضيحت كاشتى

در جهان تو مصحفى نگذاشتى 
صد بليسى تو خميس اندر خميس

ترك من گوى اى عجوزه ى دردبيس 
چند دزدى عشر از علم كتاب

تا شود رويت ملون همچو سيب 
چند دزدى حرف مردان خدا

تا فروشى و ستانى مرحبا
رنگ بر بسته ترا گلگون نكرد
شاخ بر بسته فن عرجون نكرد
عاقبت چون چادر مرگت رسد
از رخت اين عشرها اندر فتد

چون كه آيد خيز خيز آن رحيل
گم شود ز آن پس فنون قال و قيل 

عالم خاموشى آيد پيش بيست
واى آن كه در درون انسيش نيست 
صيقلى كن يك دو روزى سينه را

دفتر خود ساز آن آيينه را
كه ز سايه ى يوسف صاحب قران
شد زليخاى عجوز از سر جوان 
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The chilly temperature of “the old woman’s cold spell” 
is changed by the July sun.

مى شود مبدل به خورشيد تموز
آن مزاج بارد برد العجوز

A dry-lipped bough is changed into a flourishing palm-tree 
by the burning of a Mary.

O old woman, how long will you strive with the destiny? 
Seek the cash now: let bygones be.

Since your face has no hope of beauty, 
you may either put rouge or, if you wish, ink.

Story of the sick man of whose recovery the physician despaired.

Story of the sick man of whose recovery 
the physician despaired.

That by the pulse you may diagnose the state of my heart, 
for the hand-vein is connected with the heart.”

Since the heart is invisible, if you want a symbol of it, 
seek from him who has connection with the heart.

The wind is hidden from the eye, O trusty friend; 
see it in the dust and in the movement of the leaves,

Observe whether it is blowing from the right or from the left: 
the movement of the leaves will describe its condition to you.

You know not intoxication of the heart where, 
seek the description of it from the inebriated eye.

Since you are far from the Essence of God, you may recognise 
the description of the Essence in the Prophet and evidentiary miracles.

Certain secret miracles and graces from the elect Elders 
impress the heart;

For within them there are a hundred immediate resurrections, 
the least is this, that their neighbour becomes intoxicated;

Hence that fortunate who has devoted himself to a blessed 
has become the companion of God.

The evidentiary miracle that produced an effect upon something inanimate 
either the rod or the sea or the splitting of the moon.

If it produces an immediate effect upon the soul, 
it is brought into connection by means of a hidden link.

مى شود مبدل به سوز مريمى
شاخ لب خشكى به نخلى خرمى 
اى عجوزه چند كوشى با قضا

نقد جو اكنون رها كن ما مضى 
چون رخت را نيست در خوبى اميد

خواه گلگونه نه و خواهى مداد

حكايت آن رنجور كه طبيب در او اوميد صحت نديد

آن يكى رنجور شد سوى طبيب
گفت نبضم را فرو بين اى لبيب 

كه ز نبض آگه شوى بر حال دل
كه رگ دست است با دل متصل 

چون كه دل غيب است خواهى زو مثال
زو بجو كه با دل استش اتصال 
باد پنهان است از چشم اى امين

در غبار و جنبش برگش ببين 
كز يمين است او وزان يا از شمال

جنبش برگت بگويد وصف حال 
مستى دل را نمى دانى كه كو

وصف او از نرگس مخمور جو
چون ز ذات حق بعيدى وصف ذات

باز دانى از رسول و معجزات 
معجزاتى و كراماتى خفى

بر زند بر دل ز پيران صفى 
كه درونشان صد قيامت نقد هست
كمترين آن كه شود همسايه مست 
پس جليس اللهَّ گشت آن نيك بخت
كاو به پهلوى سعيدى برد رخت 
معجزه ى كان بر جمادى زد اثر

يا عصا يا بحر يا شق القمر
گر اثر بر جان زند بى واسطه
متصل گردد به پنهان رابطه 
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The effects produced upon inanimate objects are accessory: 
they are for the sake of the fair invisible spirit,

بر جمادات آن اثرها عاريه ست
آن پى روح خوش متواريه ست 

In order that the inmost heart may be affected by means of that 
inanimate object. How excellent is bread without the substance, dough!

How excellent is the Messiah’s table of food without stint! 
How excellent is Mary’s fruit without an orchard!

Miracles from the spirit of the perfect 
affect the soul of the seeker as life.

The miracle is the sea, and the deficient man is the land bird; 
the water-bird is safe from destruction there.

It bestows infirmity on any one that is uninitiated, 
but it bestows power on the spirit of an intimate.

Since you do not feel this bliss in your inmost heart, 
and then continually seek the clue to it from outside,

For effects are apparent to the senses, 
and these effects give information concerning their producer.

The virtue of every drug is hidden 
like magic and the art of any sorcerer;

When you regard its action and effects, 
you bring it to light though it is hidden.

The potency that is concealed within it 
is clearly seen and made manifest when it comes into action.

Since all these things are revealed to you by means of effects, 
how is not God revealed to you by the production of effects?

Causes and effects, kernel and husk—are not the whole, 
when you investigate, effects produced by Him?

You make friends with things because of the effect: 
why, then, are you ignorant of Him who produces effects?

You make friends with people on the ground of a phantasy: 
why do not you make friends with the King of west and east?

This topic has no end. O emperor, 
May there be no end to our desire for this!

تا از آن جامد اثر گيرد ضمير
حبذا نان بى هيولاى خمير

حبذا خوان مسيحى بى كمى
حبذا بى باغ ميوه ى مريمى 

بر زند از جان كامل معجزات
بر ضمير جان طالب چون حيات 

معجزه بحر است و ناقص مرغ خاك
مرغ آبى در وى ايمن از هلاك 
عجز بخش جان هر نامحرمى
ليك قدرت بخش جان هم دمى 

چون نيابى اين سعادت در ضمير
پس ز ظاهر هر دم استدلال گير
كه اثرها بر مشاعر ظاهر است
وين اثرها از موثر مخبر است 
هست پنهان معنى هر دارويى

همچو سحر و صنعت هر جادويى 
چون نظر در فعل و آثارش كنى
گر چه پنهان است اظهارش كنى 

قوتى كان در درونش مضمر است
چون به فعل آيد عيان و مظهر است 

چون به آثار اين همه پيدا شدت
چون نشد پيدا ز تاثير ايزدت 

نه سببها و اثرها مغز و پوست
چون بجويى جملگى آثار اوست

دوست گيرى چيزها را از اثر
پس چرا ز آثار بخشى بى خبر

از خيالى دوست گيرى خلق را
چون نگيرى شاه غرب و شرق را

اين سخن پايان ندارد اى قباد
حرص ما را اندر اين پايان مباد

1320
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رجوع به قصه ى رنجور

Returning to the Story of the sick man.

Return and tell the story of the sick man 
and the wise physician whose nature was to palliate.

He felt his pulse and ascertained his state: 
that it was absurd to hope for his recovery.

He said, “Do whatever your heart desires, 
in order that this old malady may quit your body.

Do not withhold anything that your inclination craves, 
lest your self-restraint and abstinence turn to gripes.

Know that self-restraint and abstinence are injurious to this disease: 
proffer to your heart whatever it may desire.

O uncle, in reference to a sick man like this 
God most High said, ‘Do what you will.”

He  said, “go; look you, my dear nephew, 
I am going for a walk on the bank of the river.”

He was strolling beside the water, as his heart desired, 
in order that he might find the door to health opened to him.

On the river-bank a Sufi was seated, washing his hands and face
 and cleansing himself more and more.

He saw the nape of his neck and, like a crazy man, 
felt a longing to give it a slap;

He raised his hand to inflict a blow 
on the nape of the pottage-worshipping Sufi,

Saying, “The physician told me it would make me ill 
if I would not let my desire have its way.

I will give him a slap in quarrel, for,
‘Do not cast yourselves with your own hands into destruction.’

O such-and-such, this self-restraint and abstinence is destruction: 
give him a good blow, do not keep quiet like the others.”

When he slapped him, there was the sound of a crack: 
the Sufi cried, “Hey, hey, O rascally pimp!”

The Sufi was about to give him two or three blows with his fist 
and tear out his moustache and beard piecemeal.

باز گرد و قصه ى رنجور گو
با طبيب آگه ستار خو

نبض او بگرفت و واقف شد ز حال
كه اميد صحت او بد محال 

گفت هر چت دل بخواهد آن بكن
تا رود از جسمت اين رنج كهن 
هر چه خواهد خاطر تو وامگير
تا نگردد صبر و پرهيزت زحير

صبر و پرهيز اين مرض را دان زيان
هر چه خواهد دل در آرش در ميان 
اين چنين رنجور را گفت اى عمو

حق تعالى اعْمَلُوا ما شئتم 
گفت رو هين خير بادت جان عم

من تماشاى لب جو مى روم 
بر مراد دل همى گشت او بر آب

تا كه صحت را بيابد فتح باب 
بر لب جو صوفيى بنشسته بود

دست ورو مى شست و پاكى مى فزود
او قفايش ديد چون تخييلى
كرد او را آرزوى سيليى 

بر قفاى صوفى حمزه پرست
راست مى كرد از براى صفع دست 

كآرزو را گر نرانم تا رود
آن طبيبم گفت كآن علت شود
سيلى اش اندر برم در معركه

ز انكه لا تلقوا بايدى تهلكه 
تهلكه ست اين صبر و پرهيز اى فلان
خوش بكوبش تن مزن چون ديگران 

چون زدش سيلى بر آمد يك طراق
گفت صوفى هى هى اى قواد عاق 

خواست صوفى تا دو سه مشتش زند
سبلت و ريشش يكايك بر كند
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Mankind suffers from a wasting disease, without remedy, 
and through the Devil’s deception they are passionately addicted to slapping.

خلق رنجور دق و بى چاره اند
و ز خداع ديو سيلى باره اند

All are eager to injure the innocent 
and are seeking fault behind each others’ backs.

O you who strike the necks of the guiltless, 
don’t you see the retribution behind you?

O you who fancy that desire is your medicine 
and inflict slaps on the weak,

He who told you that this is the cure mocked at you: 
it is he that guided Adam to the wheat,

Saying, “O you two who implore help, 
eat this grain as a remedy that you may abide in Paradise forever.”

He caused him to stumble and gave him a slap on the nape: 
that slap recoiled and became a retribution for him.

He caused him to stumble terribly in backsliding, 
but God was his support and helper.

Adam was a mountain: if he was filled with serpents, 
he is a mine of the antidote  and was unhurt.

You, who do not possess an atom of the antidote, 
why are you deluded by your deliverance?

Where, in your case, is trust in God like Abraham, 
and when will you get the grace like Moses,

So that your knife should not cut Ishmael 
and that you should make the depths of the Nile?

If a blessed one fell from the minaret 
was saved by the wind filling his raiment,

Why have you, O good man, committed yourself to the wind 
when you are not sure of that fortune?

From this minaret hundreds of thousands like Ad fell down 
and gave to the wind their lives and souls.

Behold those who have fallen headlong from this minaret, 
hundreds of thousands on thousands!

You have no sure skill in rope-dancing, 
give thanks for your feet and walk on the ground.

Don’t make wings of paper and fly from the mountain, 
for many a head has gone in this craze.

جمله در ايذاى بى جرمان حريص
در قفاى همدگر جويان نقيص 

اى زننده بى گناهان را قفا
در قفاى خود نمى بينى جزا

اى هوا را طب خود پنداشته
بر ضعيفان صفع را بگماشته 

بر تو خنديد آن كه گفتت اين دو است
اوست كآدم را به گندم رهنماست 

كه خوريد اين دانه اى دو مستعين
بهر دارو تا تكونا خالدين 

اوش لغزانيد و او را زد قفا
آن قفا واگشت و گشت اين را جزا

اوش لغزانيد سخت اندر زلق
ليك پشت و دستگيرش بود حق 

كوه بود آدم اگر پر مار شد
كان ترياق است و بى اضرار شد

تو كه ترياقى ندارى ذره اى
از خلاص خود چرايى غره اى 

آن توكل كو خليلانه ترا
و آن كرامت چون كليمت از كجا

تا نبرد تيغت اسماعيل را
تا كنى شه راه قعر نيل را
گر سعيدى از مناره اوفتيد

بادش اندر جامه افتاد و رهيد
چون يقينت نيست آن بخت اى حسن

تو چرا بر باد دادى خويشتن 
زين مناره صد هزاران همچو عاد

در فتادند و سر و سر باد داد
سر نگون افتادگان را زين منار
مى نگر تو صد هزار اندر هزار

تو رسن بازى نمى دانى يقين
شكر پاها گوى و مى رو بر زمين 

پر مساز از كاغذ و از كه مپر
كه در آن سودا بسى رفته ست سر
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Although the Sufi was afire with anger, 
yet he cast his eye on the consequence.

گر چه آن صوفى پر آتش شد ز خشم
ليك او بر عاقبت انداخت چشم 

The highest success belongs permanently to him 
who does not take the bait and sees imprisonment in the trap.

How excellent are two noble end-discerning eyes 
that preserve the body from corruption!

That was from the vision of the end that was seen by Ahmad, 
who even here saw Hell, hair by hair,

And saw the Throne and the Footstool and the Gardens, 
so that he rent the veil of forgetfulness.

If you desire to be safe from harm, 
close your eye to the beginning and contemplate the end,

That you may regard all nonentities as existent and look upon entities, 
perceived by the senses, as of low degree.

At least consider this, that everyone who possesses reason 
is daily and nightly in quest of the non-existent.

In begging, he seeks a munificence that is not in being; 
in the shops he seeks a profit that is not in being.

In the cornfields he seeks an income that is not in being; 
in the plantations he seeks a date-palm that is not in being.

In the colleges he seeks a knowledge that is not in being; 
in the Christian monasteries he seeks a morality that is not in being.

They have thrown the existent things behind them 
and are seekers of, and devoted to, the non-existent things,

Because the mine and treasury of God’s doing is not other 
than non-existence in being brought into manifestation.

We have previously given some indication of this: 
regard this and that as one, not as two.

It was stated that every craftsman who appeared 
sought the abode of non-existence in his craft.

The builder sought an unrepaired place 
that had become ruined and the roofs fallen in.

The water-carrier sought a pot with no water in it, 
and the carpenter a door less house.

At the moment of pursuing they rushed into nonexistence; 
then they all are fleeing from non-existence.

اول صف بر كسى ماند به كام
كاو نگيرد دانه بيند بند دام 
حبذا دو چشم پايان بين راد

كه نگه دارند تن را از فساد
آن ز پايان ديد احمد بود كاو

ديد دوزخ را همين جا مو به مو
ديد عرش و كرسى و جنات را

تا دريد او پرده ى غفلات را
گر همى خواهى سلامت از ضرر

چشم از اول بند و پايان را نگر
تا عدمها را ببينى جمله هست

هستها را بنگرى محسوس پست 
اين ببين بارى كه هر كش عقل هست
روز و شب در جستجوى نيست است 

در گدايى طالب جودى كه نيست
بر دكانها طالب سودى كه نيست 
در مزارع طالب دخلى كه نيست
در مغارس طالب نخلى كه نيست 
در مدارس طالب علمى كه نيست
در صوامع طالب حلمى كه نيست

هستها را سوى پس افكنده اند
نيستها را طالبند و بنده اند

ز انكه كان و مخزن صنع خدا
نيست غير نيستى در انجلا

پيش از اين رمزى بگفتستيم از اين
اين و آن را تو يكى بين دو مبين 

گفته شد كه هر صناعت گر كه رست
در صناعت جايگاه نيست جست 

جست بنا موضعى ناساخته
گشته ويران سقفها انداخته 

جست سقا كوزه اى كش آب نيست
و آن دروگر خانه اى كش باب نيست 

وقت صيد اندر عدم بد حمله شان
از عدم آن گه گريزان جمله شان 
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Since your hope is non-existence, why avoidance of it? 
Why strife with what is congenial to your desire?

چون اميدت لاست زو پرهيز چيست
با انيس طمع خود استيز چيست 

Since that non-existence is congenial to your desire, 
why this avoidance of nonentity and non-existence?

O soul, if you are not inwardly congenial to non-existence, 
why are you waiting in ambush for non-existence?

You have torn your heart away from all that you own; 
you have cast the net of your heart into the sea of non-existence.

Why, then, flee from this sea of desire 
that has put hundreds of thousands of prey into your net?

Why have you given the name “death” to food for the spirit? 
Observe the sorcery that has caused the provision to seem to you death.
                                                                               barg                                    marg
The magic of His doing has bound both your eyes, 
so that desire for the pit has come over your soul.

Through the contrivance of the Creator, 
in its fancy all the expanse above the pit is poison and snakes;

Consequently it has made the pit a refuge, 
so that death has cast it into the pit.

What I have said concerning your misapprehensions, O dear friend, 
hear also the utterance of Attar on this same.

Story of Sultan Mahmud and the Hindu boy.

He, God have mercy upon him, has told it: 
he has strung together the tale of King Mahmud, the Ghazi—

How, amongst the booty of his campaign in India, 
a boy was brought into the presence of that sovereign.

Afterwards he made him his vicegerent and seated him on the throne 
and gave him preferment above the army and called him “son.”

Seek the length and breadth and all particulars of the story 
in the discourse of that prince of the Faith.

In short, the lad was seated on this throne of gold 
beside the King-emperor.

He wept and shed tears in burning grief. 
The King said to him, “O you whose day is triumphant,

چون انيس طمع تو آن نيستى است
از فنا و نيست اين پرهيز چيست 
گر انيس لانه اى اى جان به سر

در كمين لا چرايى منتظر
ز آن كه دارى جمله دل بر كنده اى

شست دل در بحر لا افكنده اى 
پس گريز از چيست زين بحر مراد
كه به شستت صد هزاران صيد داد
از چه نام برگ را كردى تو مرگ
جادويى بين كه نمودت مرگ برگ 
هر دو چشمت بست سحر صنعتش

تا كه جان را در چه آمد رغبتش 
در خيال او ز مكر كردگار

جمله صحرا فوق چه زهر است و مار
لاجرم چه را پناهى ساخته ست

تا كه مرگ او را به چاه انداخته ست 
آن چه گفتم از غلطهات اى عزيز

هم بر اين بشنو دم عطار نيز

قصه ى سلطان محمود و غلام هندو

رحمه اللهَّ عليه گفته است
ذكر شه محمود غازى سفته است 

كز غزاى هند پيش آن همام
در غنيمت اوفتادش يك غلام 

پس خليفه ش كرد و بر تختش نشاند
بر سپه بگزيدش و فرزند خواند

طول و عرض و وصف قصه تو به تو
در كلام آن بزرگ دين بجو

حاصل آن كودك بر اين تخت نضار
شسته پهلوى قباد شهريار

گريه كردى اشك مى راندى به سوز
گفت شه او را كه اى پيروز روز
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Know that this iniquitous body is like a coat of mail: 
it serves neither for winter nor summer.

چون زره دان اين تن پر حيف را
نى شتا را شايد و نه صيف را

Why should you weep? Has your fortune become disagreeable to you? 
You are above kings, the familiar companion of the Emperor.

You are on this throne, while the viziers and soldiers are ranged in file 
before your throne, like the stars and the moon.”

The boy said, “The cause of my weeping bitterly 
is that in yonder city and country my mother

Was always threatening me with you, 
‘May I see you in the hands of the lion, Mahmud!’

Then my father would wrangle with my mother in reply, 
‘What wrath and torment is this?

Cannot you find any other curse 
lighter than this deadly curse?

You are very pitiless and exceedingly hard-hearted, 
for you are killing him with a hundred swords.’

I used to be dismayed by the talk of both: 
a terror and pain would come into my heart,

Oh, wonderful! What a hellish person Mahmud must be, 
since he has become proverbial for woe and anguish!’

I used to tremble in fear of you, 
being ignorant of your gracious treatment and high regard.

Where is my mother, that she might see me now on the throne, 
O King of the world?”

Spiritual poverty is your Mahmud, O man without affluence: 
your nature is always making you afraid of it.

If you come to know the mercifulness of this noble Mahmud, 
you will cry joyously, “May the end be praised!”

Poverty is your Mahmud, O craven-hearted one: 
do not listen to this mother, namely, your misguiding nature.

When you become a prey to poverty, you will certainly shed tears, 
like the Hindu boy, on the Day of Judgment.

Although the body is a mother in fostering, 
yet it is more inimical to you than a hundred enemies.

When your body falls ill it makes you seek medicine; 
and if it grows strong it makes you an outrageous devil.

از چه گريى دولتت شد ناگوار
فوق املاكى قرين شهريار

تو بر اين تخت و وزيران و سپاه
پيش تختت صف زده چون نجم و ماه 

گفت كودك گريه ام ز آن است زار
كه مرا مادر در آن شهر و ديار

از توام تهديد كردى هر زمان
بينمت در دست محمود ارسلان 
پس پدر مر مادرم را در جواب

جنگ كردى كاين چه خشم است و عذاب 
مى نيابى هيچ نفرينى دگر

زين چنين نفرين مهلك سهلتر
سخت بى رحمى و بس سنگين دلى

كه به صد شمشير او را قاتلى 
من ز گفت هر دو حيران گشتمى

در دل افتادى مرا بيم و غمى 
تا چه دوزخ خوست محمود اى عجب

كه مثل گشته ست در ويل و كرب 
من همى لرزيدمى از بيم تو

غافل از اكرام و از تعظيم تو
مادرم كو تا ببيند اين زمان

مر مرا بر تخت اى شاه جهان 
فقر آن محمود تست اى بى سعت

طبع از او دايم همى ترساندت 
گر بدانى رحم اين محمود راد

خوش بگويى عاقبت محمود باد
فقر آن محمود تست اى بيم دل
كم شنو زين مادر طبع مضل 

چون شكار فقر گردى تو يقين
همچو كودك اشك بارى يوم دين 

گر چه اندر پرورش تن مادر است
ليك از صد دشمنت دشمن تر است 

تن چو شد بيمار دارو جوت كرد
ور قوى شد مر ترا طاغوت كرد
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The bad associate is good because of the patience, 
for the exercise of patience expands the heart.

يار بد نيكوست بهر صبر را
كه گشايد صبر كردن صدر را

The patience shown by the moon to the night keeps it illumined; 
the patience shown by the rose to the thorn keeps it fragrant.

The patience shown by the milk betwixt the feces and the blood 
enables it to rear the camel-foal till he has entered on his third year.

The patience shown by all the prophets to the unbelievers 
made them the elect of God and lords of the planetary conjunction.

When you see anyone wearing goodly raiment, 
know that he has gained it by patience and work.

If you have seen any one naked and destitute, 
that is a testimony of his lack of patience.

Anyone who feels lonely and whose soul is full of anguish 
must have associated with an impostor.

If he had shown patience and loyal friendship, 
he would not have suffered this affliction through being separated from Him.

He would have consorted with God as honey with milk, 
saying, “I love not them that set.”

Assuredly he would not have remained alone, 
even as a fire left on the road by caravaneers.

Since from lack of patience he associated himself with others, 
in separation from Him he became sorrowful and deprived of good.

Since your friendship is as pure gold, 
how are you placing it in trust with a traitor?

Consort with Him with whom 
your trusts are safe from loss and violation.

Consort with Him who created nature 
and fostered the natures of the prophets.

If you give a lamb, He will give you back a flock: 
truly the Lord fosters every quality.

Will you entrust the lamb to the wolf ? 
Do not tell the wolf and Joseph to travel in company with each other.

If the wolf show foxiness towards you, beware, 
do not believe, for no goodness comes from him.

If a churl shows sympathy towards you, in the end 
he will inflict blows upon you because of his churlishness.

صبر مه با شب منور داردش
صبر گل با خار اذفر داردش 

صبر شير اندر ميان فرث و خون
كرده او را ناعش ابن اللبون 
صبر جمله ى انبيا با منكران

كردشان خاص حق و صاحب قران 
هر كه را بينى يكى جامه ى درست

دان كه او آن را به صبر و كسب جست 
هر كه را ديدى برهنه و بى نوا
هست بر بى صبرى او آن گوا

هر كه مستوحش بود پر غصه جان
كرده باشد با دغايى اقتران 

صبر اگر كردى و الف با وفا
از فراق او نخوردى اين قفا

خوى با حق ساختى چون انگبين
با لبن كه لا أُحِبُّ الآفلين 

لاجرم تنها نماندى همچنان
كاتشى مانده به راه از كاروان 

چون ز بى صبرى قرين غير شد
در فراقش پر غم و بى خير شد

صحبتت چون هست زر ده دهى
پيش خاين چون امانت مى نهى 

خوى با او كن كامانتهاى تو
ايمن آيد از افول و از عتو

خوى با او كن كه خو را آفريد
خويهاى انبيا را پروريد

بره اى بدهى رمه بازت دهد
پرورنده ى هر صفت خود رب بود

بره پيش گرگ امانت مى نهى
گرگ و يوسف را مفرما همرهى 

گرگ اگر با تو نمايد روبهى
هين مكن باور كه نايد زو بهى 

جاهل ار با تو نمايد هم دلى
عاقبت زخمت زند از جاهلى 



91

1440

1430

1435

He has two organs and is androgynous. 
The purpose of both organs is apparent.

او دو آلت دارد و خنثى بود
فعل هر دو بى گمان پيدا شود

He hides his penis from women 
so he can appear to be one of them

He hides his vagina from men 
so that he claims to be one of them.

God saw that from his hidden penis 
we would make a snout,

In order that Our seers may not be entrapped 
by the artfulness of that ogler.”

The gist is that masculinity does not come from every male: 
beware of the ignorant man if you are wise.

Do not listen to the friendliness of the fair-spoken ignorant man, 
for it is like old poison.

He says to you, “O soul of your mother! O light of my eye!” 
from those only grief and sorrow are added to you.

That mother says plainly to your father, 
“My child has grown very thin because of school.

If you had gotten him by another wife, 
you would not have treated him with such cruelty and unkindness.”

“Had this child of mine been of another, not of you, 
that wife too would have talked this nonsense.”

Beware, recoil from this mother and from her blandishments: 
your father’s slaps are better than her sweetmeat.

The mother is the carnal soul, and the father is noble reason: 
its beginning is constraint, but its end is a hundred expansions.

O Giver of understandings, come to my help: 
none wills unless You will.

Both the desire and the good action proceed from You: who are we? 
You are the First, You are the Last.

Speak and hear and be! 
We are wholly nothing notwithstanding all this hewing.

Because of this resignation do You increase our desire for worship: 
do not send the sloth and stagnation of necessitarianism.

Necessitarianism is the wing and pinion of the perfect; 
necessitarianism is also the prison and chains of the slothful.

او ذكر را از زنان پنهان كند
تا كه خود را خواهر ايشان كند
شله از مردان به كف پنهان كند

تا كه خود را جنس آن مردان كند
گفت يزدان ز آن كس مكتوم او

شله اى سازيم بر خرطوم او
تا كه بينايان ما ز آن ذو دلال

درنيايند از فن او در جوال 
حاصل آنك از هر ذكر نايد نرى

هين ز جاهل ترس اگر دانش ورى 
دوستى جاهل شيرين سخن

كم شنو كان هست چون سم كهن 
جان مادر چشم روشن گويدت

جز غم و حسرت از آن نفزويدت 
مر پدر را گويد آن مادر چهار
كه ز مكتب بچه ام شد بس نزار

از زن ديگر گرش آورديى
بر وى اين جور و جفا كم كرديى 

از جز تو گر بدى اين بچه ام
اين فشار آن زن بگفتى نيز هم 
هين بجه زين مادر و تيباى او

سيلى بابا به از حلواى او
هست مادر نفس و بابا عقل راد

اولش تنگى و آخر صد گشاد
اى دهنده ى عقلها فرياد رس

تا نخواهى تو نخواهد هيچ كس 
هم طلب از تست و هم آن نيكويى

ما كييم اول تويى آخر تويى 
هم بگو تو هم تو بشنو هم تو باش

ما همه لاشيم با چندين تراش 
زين حواله رغبت افزا در سجود

كاهلى جبر مفرست و خمود
جبر باشد پر و بال كاملان

جبر هم زندان و بند كاهلان 
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Know that this necessitarianism is like the water of the Nile— 
water to the true believer and blood to the infidel.

همچو آب نيل دان اين جبر را
آب مومن را و خون مر گبر را

Wings carry falcons to the king; 
wings carry crows to the graveyard.

Now return to the description of non-existence, 
for it is like undigested animal fodder, though you think it is poison.

Listen, O fellow-servant, go and, like the Hindu boy, 
be not afraid of the Mahmud of non-existence.

Be afraid of the existence in which you are now: 
that phantasy of yours is nothing and you are nothing.

One nothing has fallen in love with another nothing: 
has any nothing ever waylaid any other nothing?

When these phantasies have departed from before you 
that which your understanding has not conceived becomes clear to you.

Those who have passed away do not grieve on account of death; 
their only regret is to have missed the opportunities.

That captain of mankind has said truly 
that no one who has passed away from this world

Feels sorrow and regret and disappointment on account of death; 
nay, but he feels a hundred regrets for having missed the opportunity,

Saying, “Why did not I make death my object —
the store-house of every fortune and every provision—

Tthrough seeing double, did I make the lifelong object of my attention 
those phantoms that vanished at the fated hour?”

The grief of the dead is not on account of death; 
it is because “we dwelt upon the forms,

And this we did not perceive, that those are form and foam, 
the foam is moved and fed by the Sea.”

When the Sea has cast the foam-flakes on the shore, 
go to the graveyard and behold those flakes of foam!

Then say, “Where is your movement and gyration? 
The Sea has cast you into the crisis”

بال بازان را سوى سلطان برد
بال زاغان را به گورستان برد

باز گرد اكنون تو در شرح عدم
كه چو پازهر است و پنداريش سم 

همچو هندو بچه هين اى خواجه تاش
رو ز محمود عدم ترسان مباش 

از وجودى ترس كاكنون در ويى
آن خيالت لاشى و تو لاشيى 

لاشيى بر لاشيى عاشق شده ست
هيچ نى مر هيچ نى را ره زده ست 
چون برون شد اين خيالات از ميان

گشت نامعقول تو بر تو عيان 

ليس للماضين هم الموت انما لهم حسره الفوت 

راست گفته ست آن سپهدار بشر
كه هر آن كه كرد از دنيا گذر

نيستش درد و دريغ و غبن موت
بلكه هستش صد دريغ از بهر فوت 

كه چرا قبله نكردم مرگ را
مخزن هر دولت و هر برگ را
قبله كردم من همه عمر از حول

آن خيالاتى كه گم شد در اجل 
حسرت آن مردگان از مرگ نيست
ز آنست كاندر نقشها كرديم ايست 

ما نديديم اين كه آن نقش است و كف
كف ز دريا جنبد و يابد علف 

چون كه بحر افكند كفها را به بر
تو به گورستان رو آن كفها نگر
پس بگو كو جنبش و جولانتان

بحر افكنده ست در بحرانتان 
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In order that they may say to you, not with their lips but implicitly, 
“Ask this question of the Sea, not of us.”

تا بگويندت به لب نى بل به حال
كه ز دريا كن نه از ما اين سؤال 

How should the foam-like form move without the wave? 
How should the dust rise to the zenith without a wind?

Since you have perceived the dust, namely, the form, perceive the wind; 
since you have perceived the foam, perceive the ocean of Creative Energy.

Come, perceive, for insight in you avails: 
the rest of you is a piece of fat and flesh, a weft and warp.

Your fat never increased the light in candles, 
your flesh never became roasted meat for any one drunk with wine.

Dissolve the whole of this body of yours in vision: 
pass into sight, pass into sight, into sight!

One sight perceives two yards of the road; 
another sight has beheld the two worlds and the Face of the King.

Between these twain there is an incalculable difference: 
seek the eye salve—and God best knows the hidden things.

Since you have heard the description of the sea of non-existence, 
continually endeavour to stand upon this sea.

Inasmuch as the foundation of the workshop is that non-existence 
which is void and traceless and empty,

All master-craftsmen seek non-existence and a place of breakage 
for the purpose of exhibiting their skill,

Necessarily the Lord the Master of masters— 
His workshop is non-existence and nothingness.

Wherever this non-existence is greater, 
in that quarter is the work and workshop of God.

Since the highest stage is non-existence, 
the dervishes have outstripped all,

Especially the dervish that has become devoid of body and goods: 
poverty of body is the matter, not beggary.

The beggar is he whose goods have melted away; 
the contented man is he who has gambled away his body.

Therefore do not now complain of affliction, 
for it is a smooth-paced horse towards non-existence.

We have said so much: think of the remainder, 
if thought be frozen, practise recollection.

نقش چون كف كى بجنبد بى ز موج
خاك بى بادى كجا آيد بر اوج 
چون غبار نقش ديدى باد بين
كف چو ديدى قلزم ايجاد بين 

هين ببين كز تو نظر آيد به كار
باقيت شحمى و لحمى پود و تار

شحم تو در شمعها نفزود تاب
لحم تو مخمور را نامد كباب 

در گداز اين جمله تن را در بصر
در نظر رو در نظر رو در نظر

يك نظر دو گز همى بيند ز راه
يك نظر دو كون ديد و روى شاه 

در ميان اين دو فرقى بى شمار
سرمه جو و الله اعلم بالسرار
چون شنيدى شرح بحر نيستى

كوش دايم تا بر اين بحر ايستى 
چون كه اصل كارگاه آن نيستى است
كه خلا و بى نشان است و تهى است 

جمله استادان پى اظهار كار
نيستى جويند و جاى انكسار

لاجرم استاد استادان صمد
كارگاهش نيستى و لا بود

هر كجا اين نيستى افزون تر است
كار حق و كارگاهش آن سر است 

نيستى چون هست بالايين طبق
بر همه بردند درويشان سبق 

خاصه درويشى كه شد بى جسم و مال
كار فقر جسم دارد نه سؤال 

سائل آن باشد كه مال او گداخت
قانع آن باشد كه جسم خويش باخت 
پس ز درد اكنون شكايت بر مدار
كاوست سوى نيست اسبى راهوار

اين قدر گفتيم باقى فكر كن
فكر اگر جامد بود رو ذكر كن 
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Recollection brings thought into movement: 
make recollection to be the sun for this congealed.

ذكر آرد فكر را در اهتزاز
ذكر را خورشيد اين افسرده ساز

God’s pulling is, indeed, the original source; but, O fellow-servant, 
exert yourself, do not be dependent on that pulling;

For to renounce exertion is like an act of disdain: 
how should disdain be seemly for a devoted lover?

O youth, think neither of acceptance nor refusal: 
regard always the command and prohibition.

Suddenly the bird, namely, the attraction, will fly from its nest: 
put out the candle as soon as you see the dawn.

When the eyes have become piercing, it is its light: 
in the very husk it beholds the kernels.

In the mote it beholds the everlasting Sun, 
in the drop it beholds the entire Sea.

The Sufi observed that his adversary was exceedingly frail: 
he said, “If I give him a hostile blow with my fist,

At my first blow he will crumble like dead, 
and then the king will punish me and exact retaliation.

The tent is ruined and the tent-pin broken: 
it is seeking excuse to collapse.

It would be a pity, a pity that on account of this dead man retaliation 
should fall upon me under the sword.”

Since he dares not give his adversary a fisticuff, 
he resolved to take him to the Cadi.

Saying, “He is God’s scales and measure; 
he is the means of deliverance from the deceit and cunning of the Devil.

He is the scissors for enmities and wrangling, 
he is the decider of the quarrels and disputes of the two litigants.

اصل خود جذب است ليك اى خواجه تاش
كار كن موقوف آن جذبه مباش 

ز انكه ترك كار چون نازى بود
ناز كى در خورد جان بازى بود

نه قبول انديش نه رد اى غلام
امر را و نهى را مى بين مدام 
مرغ جذبه ناگهان پرد ز عش

چون بديدى صبح شمع آن گه بكش 
چشمها چون شد گذاره نور اوست

مغزها مى بيند او در عين پوست 
بيند اندر ذره خورشيد بقا

بيند اندر قطره كل بحر را

ديد صوفى خصم خود را سخت زار
گفت اگر مشتش زنم من خصم وار

او به يك مشتم بريزد چون رصاص
شاه فرمايد مرا زجر و قصاص 
خيمه ويران است و بشكسته وتد

او بهانه مى جود تا در فتد
بهر اين مرده دريغ آيد دريغ

كه قصاصم افتد اندر زير تيغ 
چون نمى تانست كف بر خصم زد

عزمش آن شد كش سوى قاضى برد
كه ترازوى حق است و كيله اش

مخلص است از مكر ديو و حيله اش 
هست او مقراض احقاد و جدال

قاطع جنگ دو خصم و قيل و قال 

1480

Returning once more to the Story of the Sufi and the Cadi

بار ديگر رجوع كردن به قصه ى صوفى و قاضى 

The Sufi said, “It does not behove me blindly to lose my head 
by taking retaliation for a single slap on the nape.

My putting on the mantle of resignation 
has made it easy for me to suffer blows.”

گفت صوفى در قصاص يك قفا
سر نشايد باد دادن از عمى 

خرقه ى تسليم اندر كردنم
بر من آسان كرد سيلى خوردنم 
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His spells put the Devil in the bottle, 
his legal ruling makes dissensions cease.

ديو در شيشه كند افسون او
فتنه ها ساكن كند قانون او

When the covetous adversary sees the scales, 
he abandons rebelliousness and becomes submissive;

But if there are no scales though you give him more 
his shrewdness will never be satisfied with the portion.”

The cadi is a mercy and the means of removing strife: 
he is a drop from the ocean of the justice of the Resurrection.

Though the drop be small and short of foot, 
by it the purity of the ocean’s water is made manifest.

If you keep the veil free from dust, 
you will see the Tigris in a single drop.

The parts bear witness to the state of wholes, so that the afterglow 
of sunset has become an informer concerning the sun.

God applied that oath, His Words Truly by the afterglow of sunset, 
to the body of Ahmad.

Why should the ant have been trembling for the grain, 
if from that single grain it had known the stack?

Come to the topic, for the Sufi is distraught 
and is making haste to exact redress for the injury.

O you that has committed deeds of injustice, how are you glad at heart? 
Are you unaware of the demand by him who exacts the penalty?

Or have you forgotten those deeds of your, 
since heedlessness has let down curtains over you?

If there were no litigations pursuing you 
the celestial orb would envy your happiness,

But on account of those just claims you are embarrassed. 
Little by little, beg to be excused for your unrighteousness.

Lest the Inspector suddenly arrest you, 
now make your water clear  towards the lover.

The Sufi went to the man who had slapped him, 
and laid hold of his skirt like a plaintiff.

Haling him along, he brought him to the Cadi, saying, 
“Mount this asinine miscreant on an ass,

Or punish him with blows of the whip, 
according as your judgment may deem fitting;

چون ترازو ديد خصم پر طمع
سركشى بگذارد و گردد تبع 

ور ترازو نيست گر افزون دهيش
از قسم راضى نگردد آگهيش 

هست قاضى رحمت و دفع ستيز
قطره اى از بحر عدل رستخيز

قطره گر چه خرد و كوته پا بود
لطف آب بحر از او پيدا بود
از غبار ار پاك دارى كله را
تو ز يك قطره ببينى دجله را

جزوها بر حال كلها شاهد است
تا شفق غماز خورشيد آمده ست 
آن قسم بر جسم احمد راند حق

آن چه فرموده ست كلا و الشفق 
مور بر دانه چرا لرزان بدى

گر از آن يك دانه خرمن دان بدى 
بر سر حرف آ كه صوفى بى دل است

در مكافات جفا مستعجل است 
اى تو كرده ظلمها چون خوش دلى

از تقاضاى مكافى غافلى 
يا فراموشت شده ست از كرده هات

كه فرو آويخت غفلت پرده هات 
گر نه خصميهاستى اندر قفات

جرم گردون رشك بردى بر صفات 
ليك محبوسى براى آن حقوق

اندك اندك عذر مى خواه از عقوق 
تا به يك بارت نگيرد محتسب

آب خود روشن كن اكنون با محب 
رفت صوفى سوى آن سيلى زنش
دست زد چون مدعى در دامنش 

اندر آوردش بر قاضى كشان
كاين خر ادبار را بر خر نشان 

يا به زخم دره او را ده جزا
آن چنان كه راى تو بيند سزا
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For  one who dies under your chastisement, 
no fine is on you in vengeance: that is not penalised.”

كان كه از زجر تو ميرد در دمار
بر تو تاوان نيست آن باشد جبار

When any one has died under the punishment and flagellation of the cadi 
no responsibility lies on the cadi, for he is not a person of small account.

He is God’s deputy and the shadow of God’s justice, 
the mirror of every plaintiff and defendant;

For he inflicts correction for the sake of one who has been wronged, 
not for the sake of his honour or his anger or his income.

Since it is for the sake of God and the Day hereafter, if a mistake is made 
the blood-wit falls upon the kinsmen on the father’s side.

He who strikes for his own sake is responsible, 
while he who strikes for God’s sake is secure.

If a father strikes his son and he dies, 
the father must pay the blood-price,

Because he struck him for his own benefit, 
it is the duty of the son to serve him.

When a teacher strikes a boy and he perishes, 
nothing is on the teacher; no fear’

For the teacher is a deputy and a trustee; 
and the ease of every trustee is the same as this

It is not his duty to serve his master therefore in chastising him 
the master was not seeking benefit,

But if his father struck him, he struck for his own sake: 
consequently he was not freed from paying the blood-price.

Behead selfhood, then, O Dhu ‘l-faqár: 
become a selfless non-existent one like the dervish.

When you have become selfless, everything that you do 
you did not throw when you threw, you are safe.

The responsibility lies on God, not on the trustee: 
it is set forth plainly in jurisprudence.

Every shop has a different merchandise: 
the Masnavi is the shop for poverty, O son.

In the shoemaker’s shop there is fine leather: 
if you see wood, it is the mould for the shoe.

The drapers have silk and dun-coloured cloth: 
if iron be, it is for a yard-measure.

در حد و تعزير قاضى هر كه مرد
نيست بر قاضى ضمان كاو نيست خرد

نايب حق است و سايه ى عدل حق
آينه ى هر مستحق و مستحق 

كاو ادب از بهر مظلومى كند
نه براى عرض و خشم و دخل خود

چون براى حق و روز آجله ست
گر خطايى شد ديت بر عاقله است 

آن كه بهر خود زند او ضامن است
وان كه بهر حق زند او آمن است 

گر پدر زد مر پسر را او بمرد
آن پدر را خون بها بايد شمرد

ز انكه او را بهر كار خويش زد
خدمت او هست واجب بر ولد

چون معلم زد صبى را شد تلف
بر معلم نيست چيزى لا تخف 

كان معلم نايب افتاد و امين
هر امين را هست حكمش همچنين 

نيست واجب خدمت استا بر او
پس نبود استا به زجرش كار جو

ور پدر زد او براى خود زده ست
لاجرم از خون بها دادن نرست 

پس خودى را سر ببر اى ذو الفقار
بى خودى شو فانيى درويش وار

چون شدى بى خود هر آن چه تو كنى
ما رَمَيْتَ إِذْ رَمَيْتَ ايمنى 

آن ضمان بر حق بود نه بر امين
هست تفصيلش به فقه اندر مبين 

هر دكانى راست سودايى دگر
مثنوى دكان فقر است اى پسر

در دكان كفشگر چرم است خوب
قالب كفش است اگر بينى تو چوب 

پيش بزازان قز و ادكن بود
بهر گز باشد اگر آهن بود
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Our Masnavi is the shop for Unity: 
anything that you see except the One is an idol

مثنوى ما دكان وحدت است
غير واحد هر چه بينى آن بت است 

Know that to praise an idol for the purpose of ensnaring the vulgar 
is just like “the most exalted Cranes

He recited it those words quickly in the Súra Wa’l-Najm, 
but it was a temptation, it was not part of the Súra.

Thereupon all the infidels prostrated themselves: 
it was a mystery, too, that they knocked their heads upon the door.

After this there is a perplexing and abstruse argument 
stay with Solomon and do not stir up the demons!

Listen; relate the story of the Sufi and the Cadi and the offender 
who was feeble and wretchedly ill.

The Cadi said, “Make the roof firm, O son, 
in order that I may decorate it with good and evil

Where is the assailant? Where is that which is subject to vengeance? 
This man in sickness has become a phantom.

The law is for the living and self-sufficient: 
where is the law upon the occupants of the graveyard?”

Those who are headless because of poverty 
are in a hundred respects more non-existent than those dead.

The dead man is non-existent from one point of view, as regards loss; 
the Sufis have been non-existent in a hundred respects.

Death is a single killing, while this is three hundred thousand, 
for each one of which there is a blood-price beyond reckoning.

Though God has killed these folk many a time, 
He has poured forth stores in payment of the blood-price.

Every one is inwardly like Jirjis: 
they have been killed and brought to life sixty times.

From his delight in the spear-point of the Judge, 
the killed one is ever burning and crying. Strike another blow!”

By God, from love for the existence that fosters the spirit, 
the killed one longs - more passionately to be killed a second time.

The Cadi said, “I am the cadi for the living: 
how am I the judge of the occupants of the graveyard?

If to outward seeming this man is not laid low in the grave; 
graves have entered into his household

بت ستودن بهر دام عامه را
همچنان دان كالغرانيق العلى 

خواندش در سوره ى و النجم زود
ليك آن فتنه بد از سوره نبود

جمله كفار آن زمان ساجد شدند
هم سرى بود آن كه سر بر در زدند

بعد از اين حرفى است پيچا پيچ و دور
با سليمان باش و ديوان را مشور
هين حديث صوفى و قاضى بيار

و آن ستمكار ضعيف زار زار
گفت قاضى ثبت العرش اى پسر
تا بر او نقشى كنم از خير و شر

كو زننده كو محل انتقام
اين خيالى گشته است اندر سقام 

شرع بهر زندگان و اغنياست
شرع بر اصحاب گورستان كجاست 

آن گروهى كز فقيرى بى سرند
صد جهت ز آن مردگان فانى ترند
مرده از يك روست فانى در گزند
صوفيان از صد جهت فانى شدند

مرگ يك قتل است و اين سيصد هزار
هر يكى را خونبهايى بى شمار

گر چه كشت اين قوم را حق بارها
ريخت بهر خونبها انبارها

همچو جرجيس اند هر يك در سرار
كشته گشته زنده گشته شصت بار

كشته از ذوق سنان دادگر
مى بسوزد كه بزن زخمى دگر

و الله از عشق وجود جان پرست
كشته بر قتل دوم عاشق تر است 
گفت قاضى من قضا دار حى ام
حاكم اصحاب گورستان كى ام 

اين به صورت گر نه در گور است پست
گورها در دودمانش آمده ست 
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You have seen many a dead man in the grave, O, blind one, 
see the grave in a dead man.

بس بديدى مرده اندر گور تو
گور را در مرده بين اى كور تو

If bricks from a grave have fallen on you, 
how should reason able persons seek redress from the grave?

Do not concern yourself with anger and hatred against a dead man: 
beware, do not wake war on the pictures in a bath-house.

Give thanks that a living one did not strike you, 
for he whom the living one rejects is rejected of God.

The anger of the living ones is God’s anger 
and His blows for that pure-skinned one are living through God.

God killed him and breathed on his trotters 
and quickly, like a butcher, stripped off his skin.

The breath remains in him till the final boundary: 
the breathing of God is not as the breathing of the butcher.

There is a great difference between the two breathings: 
this is wholly honour, while that side is entirely, shame.

This took life away from it and injured it, 
while by the breathing of God that life was made perpetual.

This breath is not a breath ‘that can be described 
listen, come up from the bottom of the pit to the top of the palace.

It is not a sound legal decision to mount him on an ass: 
does anyone lay upon an ass a picture of firewood?

The back of an ass is not his proper seat: 
the back of a bier is more fitting for him.          

What is injustice? To put out of its proper place: 
beware, do not let it be lost out of its place.”

The Sufi said, “Then do you think it right 
for him to slap me without retaliation and without a farthing?

Is it right that a big rascally bear 
should inflict slaps on Sufis for nothing?”

The Cadi said, “What have you, larger or smaller?” 
He replied, “I have six dirhems in the world.”

Said the Cadi, “Spend three dirhems 
and give the other three to him without words.

“He is weak and ill and poor and infirm: 
he will need three dirhems for vegetables and loaves.”

گر ز گورى خشت بر تو اوفتاد
عاقلان از گور كى خواهند داد
گرد خشم و كينه ى مرده مگرد
هين مكن با نقش گرمابه نبرد

شكر كن كه زنده اى بر تو نزد
كان كه زنده رد كند حق كرد رد

خشم احيا خشم حق و زخم اوست
كه به حق زنده ست آن پاكيزه پوست 
حق بكشت او را و در پاچه ش دميد

زود قصابانه پوست از وى كشيد
نفخ در وى باقى آمد تا مآب

نفخ حق نبود چو نفخه ى آن قصاب 
فرق بسيار است بين النفختين

اين همه زين است و آن سر جمله شين 
اين حيات از وى بريد و شد مضر
و آن حيات از نفخ حق شد مستمر

اين دم آن دم نيست كايد آن به شرح
هين بر آ زين قعر چه بالاى صرح 

نيستش بر خر نشاندن مجتهد
نقش هيزم را كسى بر خر نهد
بر نشست او نه پشت خر سزد

پشت تابوتيش اوليتر سزد
ظلم چه بود وضع غير موضعش

هين مكن در غير موضع ضايعش 
گفت صوفى پس روا دارى كه او

سيلى ام زد بى قصاص و بى تسو
اين روا باشد كه خر خرسى قلاش

صوفيان را صفع اندازد به لاش 
گفت قاضى تو چه دارى بيش و كم

گفت دارم در جهان من شش درم 
گفت قاضى سه درم تو خرج كن
آن سه ديگر را به او ده بى سخن 

زار و رنجور است و درويش و ضعيف
سه درم در بايدش تره و رغيف 
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His eye fall on the nape of the Cadi’s neck: 
it was better than the nape of the Sufi.

بر قفاى قاضى افتادش نظر
از قفاى صوفى آن بد خوبتر

He raised his hand to slap it, saying, 
“The retaliation for my slap has been made cheap.”

He approached the Cadi’s ear for the purpose of a secret, 
and dealt the Cadi a blow with his palm.

“O my two enemies,” he cried, 
“take all the six dirhems: I shall be free without trouble and anxiety.”

How the Cadi was incensed by the slap of the poor man and how the Sufi taunted the Cadi.

The Cadi was incensed. “Hey,” cried the Sufi, 
“your decision is just, no doubt: there is no error.

O Shaykh of the religion, how can you approve for a brother 
what you disapprove for yourself, O man of trust?

Don’t you know this; that you dig a pit for me 
you will at last let yourself fall into the same pit?

Haven’t you read in the Traditions, ‘Whoever digs a pit’? 
Practise what you have read, O soul of your father!

This one judicial decision of yours was like this, 
for it has brought you a slap on the nape.

Alas for your other decisions! 
What they will bring upon your head and feet.

From kindness you take pity on a wrong-doer, 
saying, ‘May you have three dirhems to spend!’

Cut off the wrong-doer’s hand: what occasion is there 
for you to put the control and reins in his hand?

O you from whom justice is unknown, 
you resemble the goat that gave her milk to the wolf-cub.”

The Cadi’s reply to the Sufi.

The Cadi said, “It is our duty to acquiesce, 
whatever slap or cruelty the destiny may bring to pass.

راست مى كرد از پى سيليش دست
كه قصاص سيلى ام ارزان شده است 

سوى گوش قاضى آمد بهر راز
سيليى آورد قاضى را فراز

گفت هر شش را بياريد اى دو خصم
من شوم آزاد بى خرخاش و وصم 

طيره شدن قاضى از سيلى درويش و سرزنش كردن صوفى قاضى را

گشت قاضى طيره صوفى گفت هى
حكم تو عدل است لا شك نيست غى 
آن چه نپسندى به خود اى شيخ دين

چون پسندى بر برادر اى امين 
اين ندانى كه پى من چه كنى

هم در آن چه عاقبت خود افكنى 
من حفر بئرا نخواندى از خبر

آن چه خواندى كن عمل جان پدر
اين يكى حكمت چنين بد در قضا

كه ترا آورد سيلى بر قفا
واى بر احكام ديگرهاى تو

تا چه آرد بر سر و بر پاى تو
ظالمى را رحم آرى از كرم
كه براى نفقه بادت سه درم 

دست ظالم را ببر چه جاى آن
كه به دست او نهى حكم و عنان 
تو بدان بز مانى اى مجهول داد

كه نژاد گرگ را او شير داد

جواب دادن قاضى صوفى را

گفت قاضى واجب آيدمان رضا
هر قفا و هر جفا كارد قضا
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I am inwardly pleased with the decision in the Scrolls, 
though my face has become sour—for Truth is bitter.

خوش دلم در باطن از حكم زبر
گر چه شد رويم ترش كالحق مر

This heart of mine is an orchard, and my eye is like the cloud: 
the cloud weeps the orchard laughs joyously and happily.

In a year of drought the orchards are reduced to death and agony 
by the sun laughing unconscionably.

You have read in God’s Commandment and weep much: 
why have you remained grinning like a roast head?

You will be the light of the house, like the candle, 
if like the candle you shed showers of tears.

The mother’s or father’s sourness of face 
preserves the child from all harm.

You have experienced the pleasure of laughing, O inordinate laugher: 
experience the pleasure of weeping that it is a mine of sugar.

Since thinking of Hell causes weeping, 
therefore Hell is better than Paradise.

In tears there is concealed laughter: 
seek treasure amidst ruins, O simple man.

Pleasure is in pains: the track has been lost, 
the Water of Life has been taken away into the Darkness.

On the way to the Caravanseray the shoes are upside down: 
make your eyes to be four in precaution.

Make your eyes to be four in careful consideration: 
join to your own eye the two eyes of the Friend.

Read in the pages their affair is a matter for consultation: 
be to the Friend and do not say to him disdainfully, ‘Fie!’

The Friend is the support and refuge on the Way: 
when you consider well; the Friend is the Way.

When you come into a company of Mends, sit silent: 
do not make yourself the bezel in that ring.

At the Friday prayer-service look well and attentively: 
all are concentrated and possessed by a single ought and silent.

Direct your course towards silence: 
when you seek the marks, do not make yourself a mark.

The Prophet said, ‘Know that amidst the sea of cares 
Companions are stars in respect of guidance.’

اين دلم باغ است و چشمم ابروش
ابر گريد باغ خندد شاد و خوش 

سال قحط از آفتاب خيره خند
باغها در مرگ و جان كندن رسند
ز امر حق و ابكوا كثيرا خوانده اى
چون سر بريان چه خندان مانده اى 

روشنى خانه باشى همچو شمع
گر فرو پاشى تو همچون شمع دمع 

آن ترش رويى مادر يا پدر
حافظ فرزند شد از هر ضرر

ذوق خنده ديده اى اى خيره خند
ذوق گريه بين كه هست آن كان قند

چون جهنم گريه آرد ياد آن
پس جهنم خوشتر آيد از جنان 

خنده ها در گريه ها آمد كتيم
گنج در ويرانه ها جو اى سليم 

ذوق در غمهاست پى گم كرده اند
آب حيوان را به ظلمت برده اند

باژگونه نعل در ره تا رباط
چشمها را چار كن در احتياط
چشمها را چار كن در اعتبار

يار كن با چشم خود دو چشم يار
أَمْرُهُمْ شُورى  بخوان اندر صحف
يار را باش و مگوش از ناز اف 

يار باشد راه را پشت و پناه
چون كه نيكو بنگرى يار است راه 

چون كه در ياران رسى خامش نشين
اندر آن حلقه مكن خود را نگين 

در نماز جمعه بنگر خوش به هوش
جمله جمعند و يك انديش و خموش 

رختها را سوى خاموشى كشان
چون نشان جويى مكن خود را نشان 

گفت پيغمبر كه در بحر هموم
در دلالت دان تو ياران را نجوم 

1580
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Fix your eye on the stars, seek the Way; 
speech is a cause of confusion to the sight: do not speak.

چشم در استارگان نه ره بجو
نطق تشويش نظر باشد مگو

If you utter two true words, O such-and-such, 
the dark speech will begin to flow in their train.

Haven’t you read that talk concerning grief, O frenzied 
is drawn along by the draw of talk?

Beware; do not begin those right words, 
for words quickly draw words.

When you have opened your mouth, they are not in your control: 
the dark flows on the heels of the pure.

He may open who is preserved 
in the way of inspiration it is permissible since he is entirely pure

For a prophet does not speak from self-will: 
how should self-will proceed from him who is preserved by God?

Make yourself one that speaks eloquently from ecstatic feeling, 
lest you become a slave to argumentation like me.”

How the Sufi questioned the Cadi.

The Sufi said, “Since the gold is from a single mine, 
why is this beneficial and that other harmful?

Since the whole has come from a single Hand, 
why has has this one come sober and that one intoxicated?

Since these rivers flow from a single Sea, 
why is this one honey and that one poison in the mouth?

Since all lights are from the everlasting Sun, 
where fore did the true dawn and the false dawn rise?

Since the blackness of every seeing person’s eye is from a single eye salve, 
why did true, sight and being crossed eyed come?

Since God is the Governor of the Mint, 
how is it that good and spurious coins are struck?

Since God has called the Way ‘My Way,’ 
why is this one a trusty escort and that one a brigand?

How can the freeman and the fool come from a single womb, 
since it is certain that the son is his father’s inmost nature?

گر دو حرف صدق گويى اى فلان
گفت تيره در تبع گردد روان 

اين نخواندى كالكلام اى مستهام
فى شجون جره جر الكلام 

هين مشو شارع در آن حرف رشد
كه سخن زو مر سخن را مى كشد

نيست در ضبطت چو بگشادى دهان
از پى صافى شود تيره روان 

آن كه معصوم ره وحى خداست
چون همه صاف است بگشايد رواست 

ز انكه ما ينطق رسول بالهوى
كى هوا زايد ز معصوم خدا

خويشتن را ساز منطيقى ز حال
تا نگردى همچو من سخره ى مقال 

سؤال كردن آن صوفى قاضى را

گفت صوفى چون ز يك كان است زر
اين چرا نفع است و آن ديگر ضرر

چون كه جمله از يكى دست آمده ست
اين چرا هشيار و آن مست آمده ست 
چون ز يك درياست اين جوها روان
اين چرا نوش است و آن زهر دهان 

چون همه انوار از شمس بقاست
صبح صادق صبح كاذب از چه خاست 

چون ز يك سرمه ست ناظر را كحل
از چه آمد راست بينى و حول 

چون كه دار الضرب را سلطان خداست
نقد را چون ضرب خوب و نارواست 

چون خدا فرمود ره را راه من
اين خفير از چيست و آن يك راه زن 

از يك اشكم چون رسد حر و سفيه
چون يقين شد الولد سر ابيه 
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Who saw a Unity with so many thousand, a hundred thousand mo-
tions from the essence of Rest?”

وحدتى كه ديد با چندين هزار
صد هزاران جنبش از عين قرار

The Cadi’s reply to the Sufi.

The Cadi said, “O Sufi’ do not be perplexed: listen to a parable in 
explanation of this

Just as the disquiet of lovers 
is the result of the tranquility of the one who captivates their hearts.

He stands immovable, like a mountain, in his disdain, 
while his lovers are quivering like leaves.

His laughter stirs tears, 
his glory causes their glories to fade.

All this conditionality is tossing like foam 
on the surface of the unconditioned Sea.

In its essence and action there is neither opposite nor like: 
by it  are existences clothed in robes.

How should an opposite bestow being and existence on its opposite? 
Nay, it flees and escapes from it.

What is nidd? The like (mithl), the like of good or bad. 
How should a like make its own like?

When there are two likes, O God-fearing man, 
why should this one be fitter than that one for creating?

Opposites and likes, in number as the leaves of the orchard, 
are as a flake of foam on the Sea that has no like or opposite.

Perceive that the victory and defeat of the Sea are unconditioned: 
how should there be room for conditionality in the essence of the Sea?

Your soul is the least of its playthings; 
how can the quality and description of the soul be ascertained?

Such a Sea, then, with every drop whereof the intellect and the spirit 
are more unfamiliar than the body—

How should it be contained in the narrow room of quantity and quality? 
There Universal Reason is one of the ignorant.

Reason says to the body, ‘O lifeless thing, 
have you ever had a scent of the Sea whither all return?’

جواب گفتن آن قاضى صوفى را

گفت قاضى صوفيا خيره مشو
يك مثالى در بيان اين شنو

همچنان كه بى قرارى عاشقان
حاصل آمد از قرار دلستان 
او چو كه در ناز ثابت آمده

عاشقان چون برگها لرزان شده 
خنده ى او گريه ها انگيخته
آب رويش آبروها ريخته 

اين همه چون و چگونه چون زبد
بر سر درياى بى چون مى طپد

ضد و ندش نيست در ذات و عمل
ز آن بپوشيدند هستيها حلل 

ضد، ضد را بود و هستى كى دهد
بلك ازو بگريزد و بيرون جهد

ند چه بود مثل مثل نيك و بد
مثل مثل خويشتن را كى كند

چون كه دو مثل آمدند اى متقى
اين چه اوليتر از آن در خالقى 
بر شمار برگ بستان ضدو ند

چون كفى بر بحر بى ند است و ضد
بى چگونه بين تو برد و مات بحر
چون چگونه گنجد اندر ذات بحر

كمترين لعبت او جان تست
اين چگونه و چون جان كى شد درست 

پس چنان بحرى كه در هر قطر آن
از بدن ناشى تر آمد عقل و جان 

كى بگنجد در مضيق چند و چون
عقل كل آن جاست از لا يعلمون 
عقل گويد مر جسد را كاى جماد
بوى بردى هيچ از آن بحر معاد
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The body replies, ‘assuredly I am your shadow: 
who would seek help from a shadow, O soul of your uncle?’

جسم گويد من يقين سايه ى توام
يارى از سايه كه جويد جان عم 

Reason says, ‘this is the house of bewilderment, 
not a house where the worthy is bolder than the unworthy.’

Here the resplendent sun 
pays homage to the mote, like a menial.

In this quarter the lion lays his head before the deer; 
here the falcon lays his wings before the partridge.

If you cannot believe this, 
how is it that Mustafa seeks a blessing from the lowly poor?

If you reply that it was for the purpose of teaching in what respect was his 
leaving them in absolute ignorance a means of causing them to understand?

Nay, but he knows that the King 
deposits the royal treasure in ruined places.

Evil thoughts are his presenting an appearance contrary to the reality, 
though every part of him is his spy.

Nay, the Truth is absorbed in the Truth; 
hence seventy, nay, a hundred sects hive arisen.

I will talk to you of matters indifferent. 
Listen, O Sufi , open your spiritual ear very wide.

Whatever blow may come to you from Heaven, 
always be expecting a gift of honour after it;

For He is not the king to slap you 
and then not give you a crown and a throne on which to recline.

The whole world has the value of a gnat’s wing; 
for one slap there is an infinite reward.

Nimbly slip your neck out of this golden collar, the world, 
and take the slaps from God.

Since the prophets suffered those blows on the nape, 
in consequence of that affliction they have lifted their heads.

But be present in yourself O youth, 
in order that He may find you at home.

Else He will take back His gift of honour, saying, 
‘I found nobody in the house.”

عقل گويد كاين نه آن حيرت سراست
كه سزا گستاخ تر از ناسزاست 

اندر اينجا آفتاب انورى
خدمت ذره كند چون چاكرى 

شير اين سو پيش آهو سر نهد
باز اينجا نزد تيهو پر نهد

اين ترا باور نيايد مصطفى
چون ز مسكينان همى جويد دعا

گر بگويى از پى تعليم بود
عين تجهيل از چه رو تفهيم بود

بلكه مى داند كه گنج شاهوار
در خرابيها نهد آن شهريار

بد گمانى نعل معكوس وى است
گر چه هر جزويش جاسوس وى است

بل حقيقت در حقيقت غرقه شد
زين سبب هفتاد بل صد فرقه شد
با تو قلماشيت خواهم گفت هان

صوفيا خوش پهن بگشا گوش جان 
مر ترا هر زخم كايد ز آسمان

منتظر مى باش خلعت بعد از آن 
كاو نه آن شاه است كت سيلى زند

پس نبخشد تاج و تخت مستند
جمله دنيا را پر پشه بها

سيليى را رشوت بى منتها
گردنت زين طوق زرين جهان

چست در دزد و ز حق سيلى ستان 
آن قفاها كانبيا برداشتند

ز آن بلا سرهاى خود افراشتند
ليك حاضر باش در خود اى فتى

تا به خانه او بيابد مر ترا
ور نه خلعت را برد او باز پس

كه نيابيدم به خانه هيچ كس 
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باز سؤال كردن صوفى از آن قاضى 

How the Sufi again questioned the Cadi.

The Sufi said, “How would it be if this world 
were to unknit the eyebrow of mercy for evermore!

If it were not to bring on some trouble at every moment 
and produce anguish by its changes!

If Night were not to steal the lamp of Day, and if December 
were not to sweep away the orchard that has learned to delight!

If there were no stone of fever to shatter the cup of health, 
and if fear did not bring anxieties for safety!

How, indeed, would His munificence and mercy be diminished 
if in His bounty there were no torment?”

The Cadi’s answer to the questions of the Sufi, 
and how he adduced the Story of the Turk and the Tailor as a parable.

The Cadi said, “You are a very idle vagabond Sufi: 
you are devoid of intelligence, like the Kufic káf.

Haven’t you heard that a certain sugar-lipped 
used to tell at nightfall of the perfidy of tailors,

Setting forth to the people old stories 
concerning the thievery of that class?

To that one and this one he would relate tales 
of their snatching pieces of cloth while cutting it,

And during the night-talk he would read aloud a book on tailors, 
when a throng had gathered round him.

Since he found eager listeners among those who came, 
all parts of him had become the story.

گفت آن صوفى چه بودى كاين جهان
ابروى رحمت گشادى جاودان 

هر دمى شورى نياوردى به پيش
بر نيآوردى ز تلوينهاش نيش 
شب ندزديدى چراغ روز را

دى نبردى باغ عيش آموز را
جام صحت را نبودى سنگ تب

ايمنى را خوف نآوردى كرب 
خود چه كم گشتى ز جود و رحمتش

گر نبودى خرخشه در نعمتش 

جواب قاضى سؤال صوفى را و قصه ى ترك و درزى را مثل آوردن 

گفت قاضى بس تهى رو صوفيى
خالى از فطنت چو كاف كوفيى 

تو بنشنيدى كه آن پر قند لب
غدر خياطان همى گفتى به شب 

خلق را در دزدى آن طايفه
مى نمود افسانه هاى سالفه 

قصه ى پاره ربايى در برين
مى حكايت كرد او با آن و اين 

در سمر مى خواند درزى نامه اى
گرد او جمع آمده هنگامه اى 

مستمع چون يافت جاذب ز آن وفود
جمله اجزايش حكايت گشته بود
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قال النَّهبىّ عليه السلام ان اللَّه يلقن الحكمة على لسان الواعظين بقدر همم المستمعين 

The Prophet, on whom be peace, said, ‘Truly God teaches wisdom by the tongues of the preachers 
according to the measure of the aspirations of those who hear them.’

If anyone has suave eloquence, hearing draws it out: 
the teacher’s enthusiasm and energy are from the boy.

When the harpist who plays the four-and-twenty finds no ear, 
his harp becomes a burden;

Neither ditty nor ode comes into his memory: 
his ten fingers will not get to work.

If there were no ears to receive the Unseen, 
no announcer would have brought a Revelation from Heaven;

And if there were no eyes to see the works of God, 
neither would the sky have revolved nor would the earth have smiled.

The declaration lawláka means this; 
that the affair is for the sake of the piercing eye and the seer.

How should the vulgar, in their love for bedfellow and dishes, 
have any care for love of God’s work?

You do not pour tutmáj broth into a trough 
till there are a number of greedy dogs to drink it.

Go, be the Cave-dog of His Lordship 
in order that His election may deliver you from this trough.

When he related the pitiless thefts 
which those tailors commit in secret,

A Turk from Khitá amongst the crowd 
was exceedingly annoyed by that exposure.

At night-time he was exposing those secrets 
for the benefit of the intelligent, as on the Day of Resurrection.

Wherever you come to close quarters with a wrangle, 
you will see there two enemies in exposing secret.

Know that that hour is the Last Judgment mentioned, 
and know that the throat which tells the secret is the trumpet;

For God has provided the motives of anger 
and has caused those shameful things to be divulged.

جذب سمع است ار كسى را خوش لبى است
گرمى و جد معلم از صبى است 

چنگيى را كاو نوازد بيست و چار
چون نيابد گوش گردد چنگ بار

نه حراره يادش آيد نه غزل
نه ده انگشتش بجنبد در عمل 
گر نبودى گوشهاى غيب گير

وحى نآوردى ز گردون يك بشير
ور نبودى ديده هاى صنع بين

نه فلك گشتى نه خنديدى زمين 
آن دم لولاك اين باشد كه كار

از براى چشم تيز است و نظار
عامه را از عشق هم خوابه و طبق

كى بود پرواى عشق صنع حق 
آب تتماجى نريزى در تغار

تا سگى چندى نباشد طعمه خوار
رو سگ كهف خداونديش باش
تا رهاند زين تغارت اصطفاش 

چون كه دزديهاى بى رحمانه گفت
كه كنند آن در زيان اندر نهفت 
اندر آن هنگامه تركى از خطا

سخت طيره شد ز كشف آن غطا
شب چو روز رستخيز آن رازها

كشف مى كرد از پى اهل نهى 
هر كجا آيى تو در جنگى فراز

بينى آن جا دو عدو در كشف راز
آن زمان را محشر مذكور دان

و آن گلوى رازگو را صور دان 
كه خدا اسباب خشمى ساخته است

و آن فضايح را به كوى انداخته است 
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When he had related many instances of the perfidy of tailors, 
the Turk became annoyed and angry and aggrieved,

بس كه غدر درزيان را ذكر كرد
حيف آمد ترك را و خشم و درد

And said, ‘O story-teller, in your city 
who is the greatest expert in this deceit and fraud?’

How the Turk boasted and wagered that the tailor would not be able to steal anything from him.

He replied, ‘There is a tailor named Pír-i Shush 
who beats folk in light-fingeredness and thievery.’

‘I warrant,’ said he, ‘that with a hundred efforts 
he will not be able to take away a coil of thread in my presence.’

Then they told him, ‘Cleverer persons than you 
have been checkmated by him: do not soar  in your pretensions.

Go to, be not so deluded by your intelligence, 
else you will be lost in his wiles.’

The Turk became hotter and made a wager there 
that he would not be able to rob either old or new.

Those who flattered his hopes made him hotter: 
immediately he wagered and declared the stakes,

Saying, ‘I will pay this Arab horse of mine 
as a forfeit if he artfully steals my stuff;

And if he cannot rob 
I shall receive a horse from you for the first stake.’

Because of his anxiety sleep did not overcome the Turk that night: 
he was fighting with the phantom of the thief.

In the morning he put a piece of satin under his arm, 
went to the bazaar, and the shop of that cunning rogue.

Then he saluted him warmly, and the master-tailor sprang up from his seat 
and opened his lips to bid him welcome.

He inquired with a cordiality exceeding that of the Turk, 
so that he planted in his heart affection for him.

When he heard from him a song like the nightingales, 
he threw down before him the piece of Stamboul satin,

گفت اى قصاص در شهر شما
كيست استاتر در اين مكر و دغا

دعوى كردن ترك و گرو بستن او كه درزى از من چيزى نتواند بردن 

گفت خياطى است نامش پور شش
اندرين چستى و دزدى خلق كش 

گفت من ضامن كه با صد اضطراب
او نيارد برد پيشم رشته تاب 

پس بگفتندش كه از تو چيست تر
مات او گشتند در دعوى مپر

رو به عقل خود چنين غره مباش
كه شوى ياوه تو در تزويرهاش 

گرم تر شد ترك و بست آن جا گرو
كه نيارد برد نى كهنه نه نو

مطمعانش گرم تر كردند زود
او گرو بست و رهان را بر گشود

كه گرو اين مركب تازى من
بدهم ار دزدد قماشم او به فن 

ور نتاند برد اسبى از شما
واستانم بهر رهن مبتدا

ترك را آن شب نبرد از غصه خواب
با خيال دزد مى كرد او حراب 

بامدادان اطلسى زد در بغل
شد به بازار و دكان آن دغل 

پس سلامش كرد گرم و اوستاد
جست از جا لب به ترحيبش گشاد

گرم پرسيدش ز حد ترك بيش
تا فگند اندر دل او مهر خويش 

چون بديد از وى نواى بلبلى
پيشش افكند اطلس استنبلى 
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Saying, ‘Cut this into a coat for the day of battle: 
wide below my navel and tight above it—

كه ببر اين را قباى روز جنگ
زير نافم واسع و بالاش تنگ 

Tight above, to show off my body; 
wide below, so as not to hamper my legs.’

He replied, ‘O kindly man, I will do a hundred services,’ 
and in accepting it he laid his hand upon his eye.

Then he measured and inspected the working surface 
and, after that, opened his lips in idle chat.

Of stories about other Amírs 
and of the bounties and gifts of those persons

And about the misers and their economies—
he gave a sample for the purpose of laughter.

In a flash he whipped out a pair of scissors and went on cutting 
while his lips were full of tales and beguiling talk.

How the tailor told laughable jests, and how the narrow eyes of the Turk were closed by the vio-
lence of his laughter, and how the tailor found an opportunity.

The Turk began to laugh at the stories, 
and at that moment his narrow eyes closed.

He filched a shred and put it under his thigh, 
hidden from all living beings except God.

God saw it, but He is disposed to cover up; 
yet when you carry beyond bounds He is a tell-tale.

From his delight in his anecdotes 
the Turk’s former boast went out of his head.

What satin? What boast? What wager? 
The Turk is intoxicated with the jokes of the pasha.

The Turk implored him, crying, ‘For God’s sake go on telling jokes, 
for they are meat to me.’

The rascal told such a ridiculous story 
that he fell on his back in an explosion of laughter.

He swiftly clapped a shred of satin to the hem of his under garments, 
while the Turk was paying no attention and greedily sucking in the jests.

تنگ بالا بهر جسم آراى را
زير واسع تا نگيرد پاى را

گفت صد خدمت كنم اى ذو وداد
در قبولش دست بر ديده نهاد

پس بپيمود و بديد او روى كار
بعد از آن بگشاد لب را در فشار

از حكايتهاى ميران دگر
و ز كرمها و عطاى آن نفر

و ز بخيلان و ز تحشيراتشان
از براى خنده هم داد او نشان 

همچو آتش كرد مقراضى برون
مى بريد و لب پر افسانه و فسون 

مضاحك گفتن درزى و ترك را از قوت خنده بسته شدن دو چشم تنگ او و فرصت يافتن درزى 

ترك خنديدن گرفت از داستان
چشم تنگش گشت بسته آن زمان 
پاره اى دزديد و كردش زير ران

از جز حق از همه احيا نهان 
حق همى ديد آن ولى ستار خوست
ليك چون از حد برى غماز اوست 

ترك را از لذت افسانه اش
رفت از دل دعوى پيشانه اش 

اطلس چه دعوى چه رهن چى
ترك سر مست است در لاغ اچى 

لابه كردش ترك كز بهر خدا
لاغ مى گو كه مرا شد مغتذا
گفت لاغى خندمينى آن دغا

كه فتاد از قهقهه او بر قفا
پاره اى اطلس سبك بر نيفه زد

ترك غافل خوش مضاحك مى مزد
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Still, the Turk of Khitá said for the third time, 
‘Tell me a joke for God’s sake!’

همچنين بار سوم ترك خطا
گفت لاغى گوى از بهر خدا

He told a story more laughable than on the two previous occasions, 
and made this Turk entirely his prey.

His eyes shut, his reason flown, bewildered, 
the boastful Turk was intoxicated with guffaws.

Then for the third time he filched a strip from the coat, 
since the Turk’s laughter gave him ample scope.

When for the fourth time the Turk of Khitá 
was demanding a jest from the master-tailor,

The master took pity on him 
and put aside artfulness and injustice.

He said, ‘This infatuated man has a great desire for these, 
not knowing what a loss and swindle they are.’

He showered kisses on the master, crying, 
‘For God’s sake tell me a story!’

O you who have become a story and dead to existence, 
how long will you wish to make trial of stories?

No story is more laughable than you: 
stand on the edge of your own ruinous grave!

O you who have gone down into the grave of ignorance and doubt, 
how long will you seek the jests and tales of Time?

How long will you listen to the blandishments of this world 
that leave neither your mind un-deranged nor your spirit?

The jests of Time, this mean and petty boon-companion, 
have robbed of honour a hundred thousand like you.

This Universal Tailor is ever tearing and stitching 
the garments of a hundred travellers silly as children.

If his jests conferred a gift on the orchards, 
when December came they gave that gift to the winds.

The old children sit down beside him 
to beg that he will jest by fortunes good or bad.

گفت لاغى خندمين تر ز آن دو بار
كرد او اين ترك را كلى شكار

چشم بسته عقل جسته مولهه
مست ترك مدعى از قهقهه 

پس سوم بار از قبا دزديد شاخ
كه ز خنده ش يافت ميدان فراخ 
چون چهارم بار آن ترك خطا

لاغ از آن استا همى كرد اقتضا
رحم آمد بر وى آن استاد را
كرد در باقى فن و بى داد را

گفت مولع گشت اين مفتون در اين
بى خبر كاين چه خسار است و غبين 

بوسه افشان كرد بر استاد او
كه به من بهر خدا افسانه گو

اى فسانه گشته و محو از وجود
چند افسانه بخواهى آزمود

خندمين تر از تو هيچ افسانه نيست
بر لب گور خراب خويش ايست 
اى فرو رفته به گور جهل و شك

چند جويى لاغ و دستان فلك 
تا به كى نوشى تو عشوه ى اين جهان

كه نه عقلت ماند بر قانون نه جان 
لاغ اين چرخ نديم كرد و مرد

آب روى صد هزاران چون تو برد
مى درد مى دوزد اين درزى عام

جامه ى صد سالگان طفل خام 
لاغ او گر باغها را داد داد

چون دى آمد داده را بر باد داد
پيره طفلان شسته پيشش بهر كد
تا به سعد و نحس او لاغى كند
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گفتن درزى ترك را هى خاموش كه اگر مضاحك دگر گويم قبات تنگ آيد
How the tailor said to the Turk, “Hey, hold your tongue: 

if I tell any more funny stories the coat will be tight for you.”

The tailor said, ‘Begone, unmanly fellow! 
Woe to you if I make another jest;

Then, after that, the coat will be tight for you: 
does anyone practice this on himself ?

What laughter? If you had an inkling, 
instead of laughing you would weep blood.’

Explaining that the idle folk who wish stories are like the Turk, and that the deluding 
and treacherous World is like the tailor, and that lusts and women are this World’s 

telling laughable jokes, and that Life resembles the piece of satin placed before this Tailor 
to be made into a coat of eternity and a garment of piety.

The Tailor, Worldly Vanity, takes away the satin of your life, bit by bit, 
with his scissors, the months.

You wish that your star might always jest 
and your happiness continue forever.

You are very angry with its quartile aspects 
and its disdain and enmity and mischief;

You are very annoyed with its silence and inauspiciousness 
and severity and its endeavour to show hostility,

Saying, ‘Why doesn’t the merry Venus dance?’ 
Do not depend on its good luck and auspicious dance.

Your star says, ‘If I jest any more, 
I shall cause you to be swindled entirely.’

Do not regard the counterfeiting of these stars: 
regard your love for the counterfeiter, O despicable man.

گفت درزى اى طواشى بر گذر
واى بر تو گر كنم لاغى دگر

پس قبايت تنگ آيد باز پس
اين كند با خويشتن خود هيچ كس 

خنده ى چه رمزى ار دانستيى
تو بجاى خنده خون بگرستيى 

اطلس عمرت به مقراض شهور
برده پاره پاره خياط غرور
تو تمنا مى برى كاختر مدام

لاغ كردى سعد بودى بر دوام 
سخت مى تولى ز تربيعات او

و ز دلال و كينه و آفات او
سخت مى رنجى ز خاموشى او

و ز نحوس و قبض و كين كوشى او
كه چرا زهره ى طرب در رقص نيست

بر سعود و رقص سعد او مه ايست 
اخترت گويد كه گر افزون كنم
لاغ را پس كلى ات مغبون كنم 

تو مبين قلابى اين اختران
عشق خود بر قلب زن بين اى مهان 
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Parable

A certain man was on the way to his shop 
he found the road in front of him barred by women.

He was hurrying along hot-foot, 
and the way was blocked by a crowd of women as the moon.

He turned his face to one woman and said, 
‘O vile, how numerous you are, little girls, eh!’

The woman turned towards him and replied, 
‘O man of trust, do not think it dreadful that there are so many of us.

Consider that notwithstanding the multitude of us on the earth 
you find it insufficient for your enjoyment.

Never minding the number of women on the earth, 
men find them insufficient and turn to other men for enjoyment.’

Do not regard these happenings of Time 
which from heaven come to pass intolerably here.

Do not regard the husbanding of daily bread and livelihood 
and this dearth and fear and trembling,

Consider that in spite of all its bitterness 
you are mortally enamoured of it and recklessly devoted to it.

Deem bitter tribulation to be a mercy, 
deem the kingdom of Merv and Balkh to be a vengeance.

That Ibrahim fled not from destruction and remained, 
while this Ibrahim fled from honour and rode away.

That one is not burnt, and this one is burnt. Oh, wonderful! 
In the Way of search everything is upside down.”

How the Sufi repeated his questions.

The Sufi said, “He whose help is invoked 
has the power to make our trading free from loss.

He who turns the fire into roses and trees 
is also able to make this harmless.

آن يكى مى شد به ره سوى دكان
پيش ره را بسته ديد او از زنان 

پاى او مى سوخت از تعجيل و راه
بسته از جوق زنان همچو ماه 

رو به يك زن كرد و گفت اى مستهان
هى چه بسياريد اى دختر چگان 

رو بدو كرد آن زن و گفت اى امين
هيچ بسيارى ما منكر مبين 

بين كه با بسيارى ما بر بساط
تنگ مى آيد شما را انبساط

در لواطه مى فتيد از قحط زن
فاعل و مفعول رسواى زمن 
تو مبين اين واقعات روزگار
كز فلك مى گردد اينجا ناگوار

تو مبين تحشير روزى و معاش
تو مبين اين قحط و خوف و ارتعاش 

بين كه با اين جمله تلخيهاى او
مرده ى اوييد و ناپرواى او
رحمتى دان امتحان تلخ را

نقمتى دان ملك مرو و بلخ را
آن براهيم از تلف نگريخت و ماند

اين براهيم از شرف بگريخت و راند
آن نسوزد وين بسوزد اى عجب
نعل معكوس است در راه طلب 

باز مكرر كردن صوفى سؤال را

گفت صوفى قادر است آن مستعان
كه كند سوداى ما را بى زيان 

آن كه آتش را كند ورد و شجر
هم تواند كرد اين را بى ضرر
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He who brings forth roses from the very midst of thorns 
is also able to turn this winter into spring.

آن كه گل آرد برون از عين خار
هم تواند كرد اين دى را بهار

He by whom every cypress is made ‘free’ 
has the power if He would turn sorrow into joy.

He by whom every non-existence is made existent—
what damage would He suffer if He were to preserve it forever?

He who gives the body a soul that it may live—
how would He be a loser if He did not cause it to die?

What, indeed, would it matter if that Bounteous One 
should bestow on His servant the desire of his soul without toil,

And keep far off from poor the cunning of the flesh 
and the temptation of the Devil in ambush?”

The Cadi’s reply to the Sufi.

The Cadi said, “Were there no bitter Commandment 
and were there no good and evil and no pebbles and pearls,

And were there no flesh and Devil and passions, 
and were there no blows and battle and war,

Then by what name and title would the King call His servants, 
O abandoned man?

How could He say, ‘O steadfast one’ and ‘O forbearing one’? 
How could He say, ‘O brave one’ and ‘O wise one’?

How could there be steadfast and sincere and spending men 
without a brigand and accursed Devil?

Rustam and Hamza and a catamite would be one; 
knowledge and wisdom would be annulled and utterly demolished.

Knowledge and wisdom exist for the purpose of the right path and the 
wrong paths: when all are the right path, knowledge and wisdom are void.

Do you think it allowable that both the worlds 
should be ruined for the sake of this briny shop of the nature?

I know that you are pure, not raw, 
and that these questions of yours are for the sake of the vulgar.

The cruelty of Time and every affliction that exists 
are lighter than farness from God and forgetfulness,

آن كه زو هر سرو آزادى كند
قادر است ار غصه را شادى كند
آن كه شد موجود از وى هر عدم

گر بدارد باقى اش او را چه كم 
آن كه تن را جان دهد تا حى شود

گر نميراند زيانش كى شود
خود چه باشد گر ببخشد آن جواد

بنده را مقصود جان بى اجتهاد
دور دارد از ضعيفان در كمين

مكر نفس و فتنه ى ديو لعين 

جواب دادن قاضى صوفى را

گفت قاضى گر نبودى امر مر
ور نبودى خوب و زشت و سنگ و در

ور نبودى نفس و شيطان و هوا
ور نبودى زخم و چاليش و وغا

پس به چه نام و لقب خواندى ملك
بندگان خويش را اى منتهك 

چون بگفتى اى صبور و اى حليم
چون بگفتى اى شجاع و اى حكيم 

صابرين و صادقين و منفقين
چون بدى بى رهزن و ديو لعين 
رستم و حمزه و مخنث يك بدى
علم و حكمت باطل و مندك بدى 

علم و حكمت بهر راه و بى رهى است
چون همه ره باشد آن حكمت تهى است 

بهر اين دكان طبع شوره آب
هر دو عالم را روا دارى خراب 
من همى دانم كه تو پاكى نه خام
وين سؤالت هست از بهر عوام 

جور دوران و هر آن رنجى كه هست
سهلتر از بعد حق و غفلت است 

Because these will pass, that will not. 
He that brings his spirit awake is possessed of felicity.”

ز انكه اينها بگذرند آن نگذرد
دولت آن دارد كه جان آگه برد
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حكايت در تقرير آن كه صبر در رنج كار سهلتر از صبر در فراق يار بود

A Story setting forth that patience in bearing worldly affliction is easier 
than patience in bearing separation from the Beloved.

A certain woman said to her husband, 
“Hey, O you who have finished with generosity once and for all,

Why have you no care for me? 
How long shall I dwell in this abode of misery?”

The husband replied, “I am doing my best to earn money; 
though I am destitute, I am moving hand and foot.

O beloved, it is my duty money and clothes: 
you get both these from me and they are not insufficient.”

The wife showed the sleeve of her chemise: 
the chemise was very coarse and dirty.

“It is so rough,” said she, “it eats my body: 
does anyone get a garment of this kind for any one?”

He said, “O wife, I will ask you one question. 
I am a poor man: this is all I know.

This is rough and coarse and disagreeable, 
but think, O thoughtful wife!

Is this rougher and nastier, or divorce? 
Is this more odious to you, or separation?”

Even so, O Khwaja who are reviling on account of affliction 
and poverty and distress and tribulations,

No doubt this renunciation of sensuality gives bitter pain, 
but it is better than the bitterness of being far from God.

If fighting and fasting are hard and rough, 
yet these are better than being far from Him who inflicts tribulation.

How should pain endure for a single moment 
when the Giver of favours says to you, “How are you, O My sick one?”

And if He say not, because you have not the understanding and 
knowledge for it, yet your inward feeling is inquiring.

Those beauteous ones who are spiritual physicians 
turn towards the sick to inquire;

And if they be afraid of disgrace and reputation, 
they devise some means and send a message;

آن يكى زن شوى خود را گفت هى
اى مروت را به يكره كرده طى 

هيچ تيمارم نمى دارى چرا
تا به كى باشم در اين خوارى چرا

گفت شو من نفقه چاره مى كنم
گر چه عورم دست و پايى مى زنم 
نفقه و كسوه است واجب اى صنم

از منت اين هر دو هست و نيست گم 
آستين پيرهن بنمود زن

بس درشت و پر وسخ بد پيرهن 
گفت از سختى تنم را مى خورد

كس كسى را كسوه زين سان آورد
گفت اى زن يك سؤالت مى كنم

مرد درويشم همين آمد فنم 
اين درشت است و غليظ و ناپسند

ليك بنديش اى زن انديشه مند
اين درشت و زشت تر يا خود طلاق

اين ترا مكروه تر يا خود فراق 
همچنان اى خواجه ى تشنيع زن
از بلا و فقر و از رنج و محن 

لا شك اين ترك هوا تلخى ده است
ليك از تلخى بعد حق به است 

گر جهاد و صوم سخت است و خشن
ليك اين بهتر ز بعد ممتحن 

رنج كى ماند دمى كه ذو المنن
گويدت چونى تو اى رنجور من 

ور نگويد كت نه آن فهم و فن است
ليك آن ذوق تو پرسش كردن است 

آن مليحان كه طبيبان دلند
سوى رنجوران به پرسش مايل اند
ور حذر از ننگ و از نامى كنند

چاره اى سازند و پيغامى كنند
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Or if not, that is pondered in their hearts: 
no beloved is unaware of his lover.

ور نه در دلشان بود آن مفتكر
نيست معشوقى ز عاشق بى خبر

O you, who desire a wondrous tale, 
read the story of them that play the game of love.

You have been boiling mightily during this long time, O dried meat, 
you have not even become half-cooked.

During a life-time you have seen the justice and jurisdiction, 
and then you are more ignorant than the blind.

Whoever serves Him as a pupil becomes a master; 
you have gone backwards, O blind fool!

Truly you have learned nothing from your parents, 
nor have you taken a lesson from night and day.

Parable.

A gnostic asked an old Christian priest, 
“Sire, are you the more advanced in age, or your beard?”

He replied, “Nay; I was born before it: 
I have seen much of the world without a beard.”

He said, “Your beard has turned white, it has changed, 
your evil disposition has not become good.”

It was born after you and it has surpassed you: 
you are so dry because of your passion for tharíd.

You are of the same complexion with which you were born: 
you have not taken one step forward.

Still you are sour buttermilk in the churn: 
in truth you have not extracted any oil from it.

Still you are dough in the jar of clay, 
though you have been a lifetime in the fiery oven.

You are like a herb on a hillock: foot in the earth, 
though your head is tossed by the wind of passion.

Like the people of Moses in the heat of the Desert, 
you have remained forty years in place, O foolish man.

Daily you march rapidly till nightfall 
and find yourself in the first stage of your journey.

اى تو جوياى نوادر داستان
هم فسانه ى عشق بازان را بخوان 

بس بجوشيدى در اين عهد مديد
ترك جوشى هم نگشتى اى قديد
ديده اى عمرى تو داد و داورى

وانگه ار ناديدگان ناشى ترى 
هر كه شاگرديش كرد استاد شد

تو سپستر رفته اى اى كور لد
خود نبود از والدينت اختيار

هم نبودت عبرت از ليل و نهار

عارفى پرسيد از آن پير كشيش
كه تويى خواجه مسن تر يا كه ريش 

گفت نه من پيش از او زاييده ام
بى ز ريشى بى جهان را ديده ام 

گفت ريشت شد سپيد از حال گشت
خوى زشت تو نگرديده ست وشت 
او پس از تو زاد و از تو بگذريد

تو چنين خشكى ز سوداى ثريد
تو بر آن رنگى كه اول زاده اى

يك قدم ز آن پيشتر ننهاده اى 
همچنان دوغى ترش در معدنى
خود نكردى زو مخلص روغنى 

هم خميرى خمره ى طينه درى
گر چه عمرى در تنور آذرى 

چون حشيشى پا به گل بر پشته اى
گر چه از باد هوس سر گشته اى 

همچو قوم موسى اندر حر تيه
مانده اى بر جاى چل سال اى سفيه 

مى روى هر روز تا شب هروله
خويش مى بينى در اول مرحله 
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You will never traverse this three hundred years’ distance 
so long as you have love for the calf.

نگذرى زين بعد سيصد ساله تو
تا كه دارى عشق آن گوساله تو

Until the fancy of the calf went out of their hearts, 
the Desert was to them like a blazing whirlpool.

Besides this calf which you have obtained from Him, 
you have experienced infinite graces and bounties.

You have the nature of a cow; hence in your love for this calf 
mighty benefits have vanished from your heart.

Please now, ask each part of you: 
these dumb parts have a hundred tongues

To recall the bounties of the World-Provider 
which are hidden in the pages of Time.

By day and night you are eagerly seeking stories, 
while each several part of you is telling you the story.

Since each several part of you grew up from non-existence, 
how much joy have they experienced and how much pain!

For without pleasure no part will grow; 
on the contrary, at every spasm the part becomes thin.

The part remained, but the pleasure vanished from memory; 
nay, it did not vanish, it became concealed from the five and the seven.

Like summer, from which cotton is born: 
the cotton remains, the summer is no more remembered;

Or like the ice which is born of winter: 
winter disappears, but the ice is with us.

The ice is a souvenir of the hardships, 
and in December these fruits are a souvenir of summer.

Similarly, O youth, every single part in your body 
is telling the story of a bounty,

As, a woman who has twenty children; 
each tells of a delight.

There is no pregnancy without rapture and amorous sport: 
how should the orchard produce without a Spring?

The pregnant and the children on their laps 
are evidence of dalliance with the Spring.

Every tree in suckling its children 
is impregnated, like Mary, by a King unseen.

تا خيال عجل از جانشان نرفت
بد بر ايشان تيه چون گرداب تفت 

غير اين عجلى كز او يابيده اى
بى نهايت لطف و نعمت ديده اى 
گاو طبعى ز آن نكوييهاى زفت

از دلت در عشق اين گوساله رفت 
بارى اكنون تو ز هر جزوت بپرس

صد زبان دارند اين اجزاى خرس 
ذكر نعمتهاى رزاق جهان

كه نهان شد آن در اوراق زمان 
روز و شب افسانه جويانى تو چست

جزو جزو تو فسانه گوى تست 
جزو جزوت تا برسته ست از عدم

چند شادى ديده اند و چند غم 
ز انكه بى لذت نرويد هيچ جزو

بلكه لاغر گردد از هر پيچ جزو
جزو ماند و آن خوشى از ياد رفت

بل نرفت آن خفيه شد از پنج و هفت 
همچو تابستان كه از وى پنبه زاد

ماند پنبه رفت تابستان ز ياد
يا مثال يخ كه زايد از شتا

شد شتا پنهان و آن يخ پيش ما
هست آن يخ ز آن صعوبت يادگار

يادگار صيف در دى اين ثمار
همچنان هر جزو جزوت اى فتى

در تنت افسانه گوى نعمتى 
چون زنى كه بيست فرزندش بود

هر يكى حاكى حال خوش بود
حمل نبود بى ز مستى و ز لاغ
بى بهارى كى شود زاينده باغ 
حاملان و بچگانشان بر كنار
شد دليل عشق بازى با بهار

هر درختى در رضاع كودكان
همچو مريم حامل از شاهى نهان 

1790
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Although in water the heat of fire is concealed, 
a hundred thousand bubbles froth upon it,

گر چه در آب آتشى پوشيده شد
صد هزاران كف بر او جوشيده شد

And though fire works very secretly, 
the froth indicates with ten fingers.

In like manner the parts of those intoxicated with union 
are pregnant with the forms of feelings and words.

Their mouths remain gaping at the beauty of ecstasy, 
their eyes are absent from the forms of this world.

Those progenies are not by means of these four; 
consequently they are not seen by these eyes.

Those progenies are born of illumination; 
consequently they are covered by a pure veil.

We said “born,” but in reality they are not born, 
and this expression is only in order to guide.

Listen; be silent that the King of Say may speak: 
do not play the nightingale with a Rose of this kind.

This eloquent Rose is full of song and cry: 
O nightingale let your tongue cease, be ear!

Both kinds of pure ideal forms 
are valid witnesses to the mystery of union.

Both kinds of subtle and delectable beauty 
are witnesses to pregnancies and growing big in the past,

Like ice that in the brilliant Tamúz 
is ever telling the story of winter

And recalling the cold winds and intense frost 
in those hard days and times;

Like fruit that in winter-time 
tells the story of God’s lovingkindness

And the tale of the season when the sun was smiling 
and embracing the brides of the orchard.

The ecstasy is gone but your part remains as a souvenir: 
either inquire of it, or yourself recall  to mind.

When grief takes possession of you, if you are a fit person 
you would question that moment of despair

And would say to it, “O Sorrow that denies implicitly 
the allowance of favours by that Perfection,

گر چه آتش سخت پنهان مى تند
كف به ده انگشت اشارت مى كند

همچنين اجزاى مستان وصال
حامل از تمثالهاى حال و قال 
در جمال حال وامانده دهان

چشم غايب گشته از نقش جهان 
آن مواليد از ره اين چار نيست

لاجرم منظور اين ابصار نيست 
آن مواليد از تجلى زاده اند

لاجرم مستور پرده ى ساده اند
زاده گفتيم و حقيقت زاد نيست

وين عبارت جز پى ارشاد نيست 
هين خمش كن تا بگويد شاه قل
بلبلى مفروش با اين جنس گل 

اين گل گوياست پر جوش و خروش
بلبلا ترك زبان كن باش گوش 
هر دو گون تمثال پاكيزه مثال

شاهد عدلند بر سر وصال 
هر دو گون حسن لطيف مرتضى

شاهد احبال و حشر ما مضى 
همچو يخ كاندر تموز مستجد

هر دم افسانه ى زمستان مى كند
ذكر آن ارياح سرد و زمهرير

اندر آن ايام و ازمان عسير
همچو آن ميوه كه در وقت شتا

مى كند افسانه ى لطف خدا
قصه ى دور تبسمهاى شمس

و آن عروسان چمن را لمس و طمس 
حال رفت و ماند جزوت يادگار

يا از او واپرس يا خود ياد آر
چون فرو گيرد غمت گر چستيى

ز آن دم نوميد كن واجستيى
گفتييش اى غصه ى منكر به حال

راتبه ى انعامها را ز آن كمال 

1815
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If spring and fresh gladness are not always your, of what is your body, 
like a heap of roses, the storehouse?

گر به هر دم نه ات بهار و خرمى است
همچو چاش گل تنت انبار چيست 

Your body is a heap of roses, your thought is like rose-water; 
the rose-water denies the rose: lo, here is a marvel!”

Straw is refused to those who apishly show ingratitude, sun and cloud 
are lavished on those who resemble the prophets in disposition.

That obstinacy in ingratitude is the rule followed by the ape, 
while that thankfulness and gratitude is the way of the prophet.

What was done to the apish by their deeds of shame; 
what was done to those of prophetic complexion by their acts of piety!

In well-cultivated places there are curs and biting; 
in ruined places there is the treasure of glory and light.

If this moonlight had not been in eclipse, 
so many philosophers would not have lost the way.

Through losing their way the acute and intelligent 
saw the brand of foolishness on their noses.

The remainder of the Story of the fakir who desired his daily bread without  work as a means.

As the person who used to beg God to grant him a lawful livelihood 
without labour and fatigue,

In his grief that wretched pauper, 
who suffered a thousand agonies on account of indigence,

Used to beseech in prayer and invocation, crying, 
“O Lord and Guardian of the shepherds,

You created me without any exertion: 
give me daily bread from this mansion without contrivance.

You gave me the five jewels in the casket of my head, 
and also five other occult senses.

These gifts of Yours are not to be numbered or computed; 
in setting them forth I am tongue-tied and shamefaced.

Since You are alone in my creation, 
do You adjust the matter of providing me with daily bread.”

For years this prayer was frequently uttered by him, 
and at last his supplication took effect,

چاش گل تن فكر تو همچون گلاب
منكر گل شد گلاب اينت عجاب 
از كپى خويان كفران كه دريغ
بر نبى خويان نثار مهر و ميغ 
آن لجاج كفر، قانون كپى است

و آن سپاس و شكر منهاج نبى است 
با كپى خويان تهتكها چه كرد
با نبى رويان تنسكها چه كرد
در عمارتها سگانند و عقور

در خرابيهاست گنج عز و نور
گر نبودى اين بزوغ اندر خسوف

گم نكردى راه چندين فيلسوف 
زيركان و عاقلان از گمرهى

ديده بر خرطوم داغ ابلهى 

باقى قصه ى فقير روزى طلب بى واسطه ى كسب 

همچو آن شخصى كه روزى حلال
از خدا مى خواست بى كسب و كلال 

آن يكى بى چاره ى مفلس ز درد
كه ز بى چيزى هزاران زهر خورد

لابه كردى در نماز و در دعا
كاى خداوند و نگهبان رعا
بى ز جهدى آفريدى مر مرا

بى فن من روزى ام ده زين سرا
پنج گوهر دادى ام در درج سر

پنج حس ديگرى هم مستتر
لا يعد اين داد و لا يحصى ز تو

من كليلم از بيانش شرم رو
چون كه در خلاقى ام تنها توى

كار رزاقيم تو كن مستوى 
سالها زو اين دعا بسيار شد
عاقبت زارى او بر كار شد
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At length the cow brought him happiness: 
the epoch of David whose justice was divinely inspired.

گاو آوردش سعادت عاقبت
عهد داود لدنى معدلت 

This thrall of love, too, made piteous entreaties, 
and he likewise carried off the ball from the field of response.

While praying he would at times become distrustful 
on account of the postponement of the recompense and reward;

Again the gracious Lord’s deferment 
would bring a message of joy to his heart and become a surety.

Whenever in earnest supplication weariness caused him to despair,
he would hear from the Presence of God “Come!”

This Maker is He who abases and exalts: 
without these two no work is accomplished.

Consider the lowness of the earth and the loftiness of the sky: 
without these two its revolution is not, O such-and-such.

The lowness and loftiness of this earth are of another sort: 
for one half of the year it is barren and for half green and fresh.

The lowness and loftiness of distressful Time are of another sort: 
one half day and half night.

The lowness and loftiness of this blended temperament 
are now health and now sickness that causes to cry out.

Know that even so are all the changing conditions of the world—
famine and drought and peace and war—from probation.

By means of these two wings this world is in the air; 
by means of these twain souls are habitations of fear and hope,

To the end that the world may be trembling like a leaf in the north wind 
and simoom of resurrection and death,

That the vat of the unicolority of our Jesus 
may destroy the value of the vat containing a hundred dyes;

For that world is like a salt-mine: whatever has gone thither 
has become exempt from coloration.

Look at earth: it makes many-coloured humankind 
to be of one colour in their graves.

This is the salt-mine for visible bodies, 
in truth the salt-mine for ideal things is different.

The salt-mine for ideal things is ideal: 
it remains new from eternity unto everlasting.

اين متيم نيز زاريها نمود
هم ز ميدان اجابت گو ربود
گاه بد ظن مى شدى اندر دعا

از پى تاخير پاداش و جزا
باز ار جاى خداوند كريم

در دلش بشار گشتى و زعيم 
چون شدى نوميد در جهد از كلال

از جناب حق شنيدى كه تعال 
خافض است و رافع است اين كردگار

بى از اين دو بر نيايد هيچ كار
خفض ارضى بين و رفع آسمان

بى از اين دو نيست دورانش اى فلان 
خفض و رفع اين زمين نوعى دگر

نيم سالى شوره نيمى سبز و تر
خفض و رفع روزگار با كرب
نوع ديگر نيم روز و نيم شب 

خفض و رفع اين مزاج ممتزج
گاه صحت گاه رنجورى مضج 
همچنين دان جمله احوال جهان

قحط و جذب و صلح و جنگ از افتتان 
اين جهان با اين دو پر اندر هواست

زين دو جانها موطن خوف و رجاست 
تا جهان لرزان بود مانند برگ

در شمال و در سموم بعث و مرگ 
تا خم يك رنگى عيساى ما

بشكند نرخ خم صد رنگ را
كآن جهان همچون نمكسار آمده است
هر چه آن جا رفت بى تلوين شده ست 

خاك را بين خلق رنگارنگ را
مى كند يك رنگ اندر گورها

اين نمكسار جسوم ظاهر است
خود نمكسار معانى ديگر است 
آن نمكسار معانى معنوى است

از ازل آن تا ابد اندر نوى است 
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This newness has oldness as its opposite, 
but that newness is without opposite or like or number.

اين نوى را كهنگى ضدش بود
آن نوى بى ضد و بى ند و عدد

It is as by the polishing action of the Light of Mustafá 
a hundred thousand sorts of darkness became radiant.

Jew and polytheist and Christian and Magi—
all were made of one colour by that Alp Ulugh (great hero).

A hundred thousand shadows short and long 
became one in the light of that Sun of mystery.

Neither a long remained nor a short nor a wide: 
shadows of every kind were given in pawn to the Sun.

But the unicolority that is at the Resurrection 
is revealed and manifest to the evil and the good;

For in that world ideas are endued with form, 
and our shapes become congruous with our  qualities.

The thoughts will then become the form of the books: 
this lining will become the working surface of the garments.

During this time inward beliefs are as a piebald cow, 
and in the religious sects the spindle of speech is spinning a hundred colours.

It is the turn of many-colouredness and many-mindedness: 
how should the one-coloured world be unveiled?

It is the turn of the Ethiopian; the Greek is hidden: 
this is night, and the sun is in pawn.

It is the turn of the wolf, and Joseph is at the bottom of the well; 
it is the turn of the Egyptians, and Pharaoh is king.

In order that for a few days these curs may have their allotted portion 
of the unstinted and deluding provision.

Within the jungle are lions, waiting for the command 
“Come!” to be spread abroad.

Then those lions will come forth from the pasture, 
and God will show their income and expenditure without any veil.

The essence of Man will encompass land and sea, 
the piebald cattle will be killed as victims on the Day of Slaughter.

The terrible Day of Slaughter at the Resurrection 
is a festival for the true believers and destruction for the cattle.

On that Day of Slaughter all the water-birds 
sailing along like ships on the surface of the Sea.

آن چنانك از صقل نور مصطفى
صد هزاران نوع ظلمت شد ضيا
از جهود و مشرك و ترسا و مغ

جملگى يك رنگ شد ز آن الپ الغ 
صد هزاران سايه كوتاه و دراز

شد يكى در نور آن خورشيد راز
نه درازى ماند نه كوته نه پهن

گونه گونه سايه در خورشيد رهن 
ليك يك رنگى كه اندر محشر است
بر بد و بر نيك كشف و ظاهر است 

كه معانى آن جهان صورت شود
نقشهامان در خور خصلت شود

گردد آن گه فكر، نقش نامه ها
اين بطانه روى كار جامه ها

اين زمان سرها مثال گاو پيس
دوك نطق اندر ملل صد رنگ ريس 

نوبت صد رنگى است و صد دلى
عالم يك رنگ كى گردد جلى 

نوبت زنگى است رومى شد نهان
اين شب است و آفتاب اندر رهان 

نوبت گرگ است و يوسف زير چاه
نوبت قبط است و فرعون است شاه 

تا ز رزق بى دريغ خيره خند
اين سگان را حصه باشد روز چند

در درون بيشه شيران منتظر
تا شود امر تَعالَوْا منتشر

پس برون آيند آن شيران ز مرج
بى حجابى حق نمايد دخل و خرج 

جوهر انسان بگيرد بر و بحر
پيسه گاوان بسملان روز نحر

روز نحر رستخيز سهمناك
مومنان را عيد و گاوان را هلاك
جمله ى مرغان آب آن روز نحر

همچو كشتيها روان بر روى بحر

1860
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1895

1880

1890

To the end that they who perish may perish by a clear proof, 
and that they who are saved and have sure knowledge thereof may be saved,

تا كه يهلك من هلك عن بينة
تا كه ينجو من نجا و استيقنه 

And that the falcons may go to the Sultan 
and that the crows may go to the graveyard;

For in this world the dessert of the crows 
was bones and pieces of dung like bread.

How remote is the sugar of wisdom from the crow! 
How remote is the dung beetle from the orchard!

It is not suitable for an effeminate man to go to fight against the carnal soul: 
aloes-wood and musk are not suitable for the arse of an ass.

Since women are not at all adapted for fighting, 
how should they be adapted for that which is the greater holy war?

A Rustam may have been concealed in a woman’s body, as a Mary; 
only seldom.

Similarly, women are concealed in men’s bodies, 
and they are female because of faintness of heart.

In that world, if anyone has not found in his manhood the capacity, 
his femininity takes shape.

The Day is justice, and justice consists in giving what is proper: 
the shoe belongs to the foot, and the cap belongs to the head.

In order that every seeker may attain to the object of his search, 
and that everything destined to set may go to its point of setting.

No object of search is withheld from the seeker: 
the sun is paired with heat and the cloud with water.

The present world is the Creator’s penitentiary: 
since you have chosen punishment, suffer punishment!

Contemplate the bones and hair of the punished ones 
the sword of punishment overthrew on sea and land.

Consider the bird’s feathers and feet around the trap 
and silently expounding God’s punishment.

He dies and leaves a vault to occupy his place; 
and one who has lain for ages, even the vault has disappeared.

The justice of God has mated every one—
elephant with elephant and gnat with gnat.

The familiar associates of Ahmad were the Four Friends, 
the familiars of Bu Jahl were Utba and Dhu ’l-Khimár.

تا كه بازان جانب سلطان روند
تا كه زاغان سوى گورستان روند

كاستخوان و اجزاء سرگين همچو نان
نقل زاغان آمده ست اندر جهان 
قند حكمت از كجا زاغ از كجا

كرم سرگين از كجا باغ از كجا
نيست لايق غزو نفس و مرد غر

نيست لايق عود و مشك و كون خر
چون غزا ندهد زنان را هيچ دست

كى دهد آن كه جهاد اكبر است 
جز به نادر در تن زن رستمى

گشته باشد خفيه همچون مريمى 
آن چنان كه در تن مردان زنان
خفيه اند و ماده از ضعف جنان 

آن جهان صورت شود آن مادگى
هر كه در مردى نديد آمادگى 

روز عدل و عدل داد در خور است
كفش آن پا كلاه آن سر است 

تا به مطلب در رسد هر طالبى
تا به غرب خود رود هر غاربى 

نيست هر مطلوب از طالب دريغ
جفت تابش شمس و جفت آب ميغ 

هست دنيا قهر خانه ى كردگار
قهر بين چون قهر كردى اختيار
استخوان و موى مقهوران نگر
تيغ قهر افكنده اندر بحر و بر

پر و پاى مرغ بين بر گرد دام
شرح قهر حق كننده بى كلام 

مرد او بر جاى خر پشته نشاند
وان كه كهنه گشت هم پشته نماند
هر كسى را جفت كرده عدل حق

پيل را با پيل و بق را جنس بق 
مونس احمد به مجلس چار يار

مونس بو جهل عتبه و ذو الخمار

1885
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1900

1905

1910

The Ka‘ba of Gabriel and the spirits is a Lotus-tree; 
the qibla of the belly-slave is a table-cloth.

كعبه ى جبريل و جانها سدره اى
قبله ى عبد البطون شد سفره اى 

The qibla of the gnostic is the light of union; 
the qibla of the philosopher’s intellect is phantasy.

The qibla of the ascetic is the Gracious God; 
the qibla of the flatterer is a purse of gold.

The qibla of the spiritual is patience and long-suffering; 
the qibla of form worshippers is the image of stone.

The qibla of those who dwell on the inward is the Bounteous One; 
the qibla of those who worship the outward is a woman’s face.

Similarly reckon up new and old; 
and if you are weary, go about your business.

Our provision is wine in a golden cup, 
while those curs have the tutmáj broth and the trough.

“To him on whom We have bestowed a disposition 
We have sent the appropriate provision accordingly.

We have made it that one’s disposition to be passionately fond of bread; 
We have made it this one’s disposition to be intoxicated with the Beloved.”

Since you are pleased and happy with your disposition, 
then why are you fleeing from that which is appropriate to your disposition?

If femininity pleases you, get a chador; 
if the prowess of Rustam pleases you, get a dagger.

This topic has no end, and the fakir 
has been sorely wounded by the blows of penury.

Story of the treasure-scroll, “Beside a certain domed building turn your face towards the qibla 
(Mecca) and put an arrow to the bow and shoot: the treasure is at the spot where it falls.”

One night he dreamed—but where was sleep? 
The vision without sleep is familiar to the Sufi—

A heavenly voice said to him, “O you who have seen trouble, 
search among the leaves of handwriting sold by stationers for a certain scroll.

Unobserved by the stationer who is your neighbour, 
bring your hand into touch with his papers.

قبله ى عارف بود نور وصال
قبله ى عقل مفلسف شد خيال 

قبله ى زاهد بود يزدان بر
قبله ى مطمع بود هميان زر

قبله ى معنى وران صبر و درنگ
قبله ى صورت پرستان نقش سنگ 

قبله ى باطن نشينان ذو المنن
قبله ى ظاهر پرستان روى زن 

همچنين بر مى شمر تازه و كهن
ور ملولى رو تو كار خويش كن 
رزق ما در كاس زرين شد عقار
و آن سگان را آب تتماج و تغار

لايق آن كه بدو خو داده ايم
در خور آن رزق بفرستاده ايم 

خوى آن را عاشق نان كرده ايم
خوى اين را مست جانان كرده ايم 

چون به خوى خود خوشى و خرمى
پس چه از در خورد خويت مى رمى 

مادگى خوش آمدت چادر بگير
رستمى خوش آمدت خنجر بگير
اين سخن پايان ندارد و آن فقير

گشته است از زخم درويشى عقير

قصه ى آن گنج نامه كه پهلوى قبه اى روى به قبله كن و تير در كمان نه و بينداز، آن جا كه افتد گنج است 

ديد در خواب او شبى و خواب كو
واقعه ى بى خواب صوفى راست خو

هاتفى گفتش كه اى ديده تعب
رقعه اى در مشق وراقان طلب 

خفيه ز آن وراق كت همسايه است
سوى كاغذ پاره هاش آور تو دست 
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1925

1915

1920

It is a scroll of such a shape and such a colour: 
then read it in privacy, O sorrowful one.

رقعه اى شكلش چنين رنگش چنين
پس بخوان آن را به خلوت اى حزين 

When you steal it from the stationer, my lad, 
then go out of the crowd and the noise and turmoil,

And read it by yourself in some lonely place: 
beware; do not seek any partnership in reading it.

But even if it be divulged, do not be anxious, 
for none but you will get half a barley-corn thereof.

And if it be long drawn out, beware and take heed! 
Make do not despair your litany at every moment.”

The announcer of the good news said this and put his hand on his heart, 
saying, “Go, and endure the toil.”

When the youth came back to himself after the absence, 
on account of his joy he could not be contained in the world.

Had it not been for the tender care and protection and favour of God, 
his gallbladder would have burst from agitation.

One cause of joy was this, that after six hundred veils 
his ear had heard the answer from the Presence.

When his auditory sense had pierced through the veils, 
he raised his head aloft and passed beyond the skies,

That maybe, by taking the lesson to heart, 
his sense of sight would also find a passage through the veil of the Unseen,

And that when his senses had passed through the veil, 
his vision and allocution would then be continuous.

He came to the stationer’s shop 
and was laying his hand here and there on his models for writing.

Suddenly that piece of script, with the distinctive marks 
which the heavenly voice had mentioned, caught his eye.

He slipped it under his arm and said, “Good-bye, Khwaja: 
I will come back presently, O master.”

He went into a solitary nook and read it 
and remained lost in bewilderment and amazement,

How a priceless treasure-scroll of this sort had fallen 
and been left among the (stationer’s) papers.

Again the thought darted into his mind, 
that God is the guardian for everything,

چون بدزدى آن ز وراق اى پسر
پس برون رو ز انبهى و شور و شر

تو بخوان آن را به خود در خلوتى
هين مجو در خواندن آن شوكتى 

ور شود آن فاش هم غمگين مشو
كه نيابد غير تو ز آن نيم جو

ور كشد آن دير هان زنهار تو
ورد خود كن دم به دم لا تقنطوا

اين بگفت و دست خود آن مژده ور
بر دل او زد كه رو زحمت ببر

چون به خويش آمد ز غيبت آن جوان
مى نگنجيد از فرح اندر جهان 
زهره ى او بر دريدى از قلق

گر نبودى رفق و حفظ و لطف حق 
يك فرح آن كز پس ششصد حجاب
گوش او بشنيد از حضرت جواب 

از حجب چون حس سمعش در گذشت
شد سرافراز و ز گردون بر گذشت 
كه بود كآن حس چشمش ز اعتبار

ز آن حجاب غيب هم يابد گذار
چون گذاره شد حواسش از حجاب

پس پياپى گرددش ديد و خطاب 
جانب دكان وراق آمد او

دست مى برد او به مشقش سو به سو
پيش چشمش آمد آن مكتوب زود

با علاماتى كه هاتف گفته بود
در بغل زد گفت خواجه خير باد
اين زمان وا مى رسم اى اوستاد

رفت كنج خلوتى و آن را بخواند
وز تحير واله و حيران بماند

كه بدين سان گنج نامه ى بى بها
چون فتاده ماند اندر مشقها

باز اندر خاطرش اين فكر جست
كز پى هر چيز يزدان حافظ است 
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1930

1935

1940

How should the Guardian, in circumspection, 
let anyone recklessly carry off anything?

كى گذارد حافظ اندر اكتناف
كه كسى چيزى ربايد از گزاف 

Though the desert is filled with gold and money, 
not a single mite can be taken away without God’s approval;

And though you read a hundred volumes without a pause, 
you will not remember a single point  without the Divine decree;

But if you serve God and do not read a single book, 
you will learn rare sciences from your bosom.

The hand of Moses was spreading from his bosom 
a radiance that surpassed the moon in the sky,

Saying, “That which you were seeking from the terrible celestial sphere 
has risen up, O Moses, from your own bosom,

In order that you may know that the lofty heavens 
are the reflection of the perceptive faculties of Man.”

Is it not that the hand of the Glorious God created Reason first, 
before the two worlds?

This discourse is clear and exceedingly recondite, 
for the fly is not intimate with the Anqa.

O son, return once more to the tale: 
bring the tale of the treasure and the fakir to an end.

Conclusion of the Story of the fakir and the signs indicating the position of the treasure.

This is what was written in the scroll—
“Know that outside of the town a treasure is buried.

Such-and-such a domed building in which there is a martyr’s shrine, 
with its back to the town and its gate towards the desert.

Turn your back to it and face the qibla 
and then let loose an arrow from your bow.

When you have shot the arrow from your bow, O fortunate one, 
dig up the place where your arrow fell.”

Thereupon the youth fetched a strong bow and let fly an arrow into 
the expanse of space,

And quickly and with great joy brought a pick-axe and mattock 
and dug up the spot where his arrow had fallen;

گر بيابان پر شود زر و نقود
بى رضاى حق جوى نتوان ربود

ور بخوانى صد صحف بى سكته اى
بى قدر يادت نماند نكته اى 

ور كنى خدمت نخوانى يك كتاب
علمهاى نادره يابى ز جيب 

شد ز جيب آن كف موسى ضو فشان
كآن فزون آمد ز ماه آسمان 

كآن كه مى جستى ز چرخ با نهيب
سر بر آورده ست اى موسى ز جيب 

تا بدانى كآسمانهاى سمى
هست عكس مدركات آدمى 

نى كه اول دست يزدان مجيد
از دو عالم پيشتر عقل آفريد

اين سخن پيدا و پنهان است بس
كه نباشد محرم عنقا مگس 

باز سوى قصه باز آ اى پسر
قصه ى گنج و فقير آور به سر

تمامى قصه ى آن فقير و نشان جاى آن گنج 

اندر آن رقعه نبشته بود اين
كه برون شهر گنجى دان دفين 

آن فلان قبه كه در وى مشهد است
پشت او در شهر و در در فدفد است 

پشت با وى كن تو رو در قبله آر
و آنگهان از قوس تيرى در گذار

چون فگندى تير از قوس اى سعاد
بر كن آن موضع كه تيرت اوفتاد

پس كمان سخت آورد آن فتى
تير پرانيد در صحن فضا

زو تبر آورد و بيل او شاد شاد
كند آن موضع كه تيرش اوفتاد
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1955

1945

1950

Both he and the mattock and pick-axe were worn out, 
and he found not even a trace of the hidden treasure.

كند شد هم او و هم بيل و تبر
خود نديد از گنج پنهانى اثر

Every day in like fashion he was shooting arrows, 
but never getting to know the situation of the treasure.

Since he made this his continual practice, 
a whispered rumour arose in the city and the people.

How the news of this treasure became known and reached the ears of the king.

Then the party who lay in ambush 
gave information of this to the king,

And submitted the matter secretly, 
saying that such-and-such a one had found a treasure-scroll.

When this person heard that it had come to the king, 
he saw no remedy but resignation and acquiescence;

Before he should suffer the rack by order of the Emperor, 
that person laid the note before him,

Saying, “since I found this scroll, 
I have seen no treasure but infinite trouble.

Not even a single mite of treasure has been discovered, 
but I have writhed very much, like a snake.

During a month I have been in bitter distress like this, 
for loss or gain from this is forbidden to me.

Maybe your fortune will disclose this mine, 
O king victorious in war and the conqueror of fortresses.”

For six long months and more 
the king shot arrows and dug pits.

Wherever an energetic drawer of the strong bow was, 
he gave arrows to shoot and searched for the treasure in every direction.

Nothing but vexation and grief and futilities: as the Anqa, 
the name was known to all, but the essence was non-existent.

همچنين هر روز تير انداختى
ليك جاى گنج را نشناختى 

چون كه اين را پيشه كرد او بر دوام
فجفجى در شهر افتاد و عوام 

فاش شدن خبر اين گنج و رسيدن به گوش پادشاه 

پس خبر كردند سلطان را از اين
آن گروهى كه بدند اندر كمين 

عرضه كردند آن سخن را زير دست
كه فلانى گنج نامه يافته ست 

چون شنيد آن شخص كاين با شه رسيد
جز كه تسليم و رضا چاره نديد

پيش از آنك اشكنجه بيند ز آن قباد
رقعه را آن شخص پيش او نهاد

گفت تا اين رقعه را يابيده ام
گنج نه و رنج بى حد ديده ام 

خود نشد يك حبه از گنج آشكار
ليك پيچيدم بسى من همچو مار

مدت ماهى چنينم تلخ كام
كه زيان و سود اين بر من حرام 

بو كه بختت بر كند زين كان غطا
اى شه پيروز جنگ و دژگشا
مدت شش ماه و افزون پادشاه

تير مى انداخت و بر مى كند چاه 
هر كجا سخته كمانى بود چست

تير داد انداخت و هر سو گنج جست 
غير تشويش و غم و طامات نى

همچو عنقا نام فاش و ذات نى 
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1960

1965

1970

نوميد شدن آن پادشاه از يافتن آن گنج و ملول شدن او از طلب آن 

How the king despaired of finding the treasure and became weary of searching for it.

When he met with obstacles in the breadth and length, 
the king became sick at heart and weary.

The king dug pits in the deserts, yard by yard, 
he threw the scroll wrathfully before him.

“Take this scroll,” said he, “which has no effects; 
you are the fittest for it, since you have no work.

It is no use for one who has work (to do) 
that he should burn the rose and go about the thorn.

It is singular the victims of this melancholy madness 
expect grass to grow from iron.

This specialty needs a man of stout heart like you: 
do you, who have a stout heart, search for this.

If you cannot find it, you will never weary; 
and if you find it, I grant you the right of possession.”

How should Reason wend the way of despair? 
It is Love that runs on its head in that direction.

Love is reckless, not Reason: 
Reason seeks that from which it may get some profit.

Fierce in onset and body-consuming and unabashed: 
in tribulation, like the nether millstone;

A hard-faced one that has no back: 
he has killed in himself the seeking of self interest.

He gambles clean away, he seeks no reward, 
even as he receives clean from Him.

God gives him his existence without any cause: 
the devoted yields it up again without cause;

For devotion consists in giving without cause: 
gambling clean away is outside of every religion.

Forasmuch as religion seeks grace or salvation, 
those who gamble clean away are chosen favourites.

Neither do they put God to any test, 
nor do they knock at the door of any profit or loss.

چون كه تعويق آمد اندر عرض و طول
شاه شد ز آن گنج دل سرد و ملول 

دشتها را گز گز آن شه چاه كند
رقعه را از خشم پيش او فگند

گفت گير اين رقعه كش آثار نيست
تو بدين اوليترى كت كار نيست 

نيست اين كار كسى كش هست كار
كه بسوزد گل بگردد گرد خار

نادر افتد اهل اين ماخوليا
منتظر كه رويد از آهن گيا

سخت جانى بايد اين فن را چو تو
تو كه دارى جان سخت اين را بجو

گر نيابى نبودت هرگز ملال
ور بيابى آن به تو كردم حلال 

عقل راه نااميدى كى رود
عشق باشد كآن طرف بر سر دود

لا ابالى عشق باشد نى خرد
عقل آن جويد كز آن سودى برد

ترك تاز و تن گداز و بى حيا
در بلا چون سنگ زير آسيا

سخت رويى كه ندارد هيچ پشت
بهره جويى را درون خويش كشت 

پاك مى بازد نباشد مزد جو
آن چنان كه پاك مى گيرد ز هو
مى دهد حق هستى اش بى علتى

مى سپارد باز بى علت فتى 
كه فتوت دادن بى علت است

پاك بازى خارج هر ملت است 
ز انكه ملت فضل جويد يا خلاص

پاك بازانند قربانان خاص 
نى خدا را امتحانى مى كنند

نى در سود و زيانى مى زنند



125

1990

1975

1985

باز دادن پادشاه گنج نامه را به آن فقير كه بگير، ما از سر اين برخاستيم 

How the king gave back the treasure-scroll to the fakir, saying, “Take it: we are quit of it.”

When the king handed over to that grief-stricken man 
the treasure-scroll fraught with commotion,

He became secure from rivals and annoyance; 
he went and wrapped himself in his melancholy madness.

He made sad-thoughted Love his friend: 
a dog licks his own sore himself.

Love has none to help him in his torment: 
there is not in the village one inhabitant familiar with him.

None is madder than the lover, 
Reason is blind and deaf to his melancholia,

Because this is no common madness: 
in these cases Medicine cannot give right guidance.

If frenzy of this kind overtake a physician, 
he will wash out the book of Medicine with blood.

The Medicine of all intellects is a picture of him; 
the faces of all sweethearts are a veil of him.

O votary of Love; turn your face towards your own face: 
you have no kinsman but yourself, O distraught one.

He made a qibla of his heart and began to pray: 
man has naught but that for which he labours.

Before he had heard any answer 
he had been engaged in praying for years.

He was always praying intently without any response, 
but he was hearing Labbayka in secret from the grace.

Since that sickly man was always dancing without the tambourine, 
in reliance upon the bounty of the Almighty Creator,

Neither a heavenly voice nor a messenger was beside him, 
the ear of his hope was filled with Labbayka;

His hope was always saying, without tongue, “Come!” 
and that call was sweeping weariness from his heart.

Do not call the pigeon that has learned the roof: 
drive it away, for its wings are stuck.

چون كه رقعه ى گنج پر آشوب را
شه مسلم داشت آن مكروب را

گشت ايمن او ز خصمان و ز نيش
رفت و مى پيچيد در سوداى خويش 

يار كرد او عشق درد انديش را
كلب ليسد خويش ريش خويش را

عشق را در پيچش خود يار نيست
محرمش در ده يكى ديار نيست 
نيست از عاشق كسى ديوانه تر

عقل از سوداى او كور است و كر
ز انكه اين ديوانگى عام نيست
طب را ارشاد اين احكام نيست 

گر طبيبى را رسد زين گون جنون
دفتر طب را فرو شويد به خون 

طب جمله ى عقلها منقوش اوست
روى جمله ى دلبران رو پوش اوست 

روى در روى خود آر اى عشق كيش
نيست اى مفتون ترا جز خويش خويش 

قبله از دل ساخت آمد در دعا
لَيْسَ لِلِْنْسانِ إِلاَّ ما سعى 

پيش از آن كاو پاسخى بشنيده بود
سالها اندر دعا پيچيده بود
بى اجابت بر دعاها مى تنيد
از كرم لبيك پنهان مى شنيد

چون كه بى دف رقص مى كرد آن عليل
ز اعتماد جود خلاق جليل 

سوى او نه هاتف و نه پيك بود
گوش اوميدش پر از لبيك بود
بى زبان مى گفت اوميدش تعال

از دلش مى روفت آن دعوت ملال 
آن كبوتر را كه بام آموخته ست

تو مخوان مى رانش كآن پر دوخته ست 
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Do you, O Radiance of God, Husámu’ddín, drive him away, 
for through meeting with you his spirit has grown up in him.

اى ضياء الحق حسام الدين برانش
كز ملاقات تو بر رسته ست جانش 

If you unconscionably drive away the bird, his spirit, 
it will still circle about your roof.

All its grain and food is on your roof: 
flying in the zenith, it is intoxicated with your snare.

If for one moment the spirit 
stealthily disbelieve in rendering thanks to you, O victory and favour,

Love, the magistrate who exacts vengeance repeatedly, 
will lay the fiery cauldron on its breast,

Saying, “Come to the Moon and leave the dust behind; 
Love, the King, calls you: return with all speed!”

I am flying ecstatically, like a pigeon, 
about this roof and pigeon-house.

I am Love’s Gabriel, and you are my Lotus-tree; 
I am the sick man, and you are Jesus son of Mary.

Let that pearl-shedding sea break into surge: 
to-day ask kindly after this ailing one.

When you have become his, the sea is his, 
even though this is the hour of his crisis.

This Masnavi is only the wailful music that he has uttered; 
that which is hidden, mercy, O Lord!

We have two vocal mouths, like the reed: 
one mouth is hidden in his lips.

One mouth is wailing unto you: 
it lets a shrill note fall on the air;

But everyone who has insight knows 
that the lamentation at this end is from that end.

The noise of this reed is from his breaths: 
the spirit’s outcry is from his outcry.

If the reed had no converse with his lip, 
the reed would not fill the world with sugar.

With whom have you slept and from what side have you risen, 
that you are so full of agitation, like the sea?

Or have you recited, “I pass the night with my Lord,” 
and plunged into the heart of the sea of fire?

گر برانى مرغ جانش از گزاف
هم به گرد بام تو آرد طواف 

چينه و نقلش همه بر بام تست
پر زنان بر اوج مست دام تست 
گر دمى منكر شود دزدانه روح
در اداى شكرت اى فتح و فتوح 

شحنه ى عشق مكرر كينه اش
طشت آتش مى نهد بر سينه اش 
كه بيا سوى مه و بگذر ز گرد

شاه عشقت خواند زوتر باز گرد
گرد اين بام و كبوتر خانه من
چون كبوتر پر زنم مستانه من 

جبرئيل عشقم و سدره م توى
من سقيمم عيسى مريم توى 

جوش ده آن بحر گوهربار را
خوش بپرس امروز اين بيمار را

چون تو آن او شدى بحر آن اوست
گر چه اين دم نوبت بحران اوست 

اين خود آن ناله است كاو كرد آشكار
آن چه پنهان است يا رب زينهار

دو دهان داريم گويا همچو نى
يك دهان پنهانست در لبهاى وى 

يك دهان نالان شده سوى شما
هاى و هويى در فكنده در هوا

ليك داند هر كه او را منظر است
كه فغان اين سرى هم ز آن سر است 

دمدمه ى اين ناى از دمهاى اوست
هاى و هوى روح از هيهاى اوست 

گر نبودى با لبش نى را سمر
نى جهان را پر نكردى از شكر
با كه خفتى و ز چه پهلو خاستى

كاين چنين پر جوش چون درياستى 
يا ابيت عند ربى خوانده اى
در دل درياى آتش رانده اى 
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The shout, “O fire, be cool,” 
became a protection to your spirit, O exemplar.

نعره ى يا نار كونى باردا
عصمت جان تو گشت اى مقتدا

O Radiance of God, Husam religious and spiritual, 
how can a sun be daubed over with clay?

These lumps of clay 
attempted to cover up your sun.

The rubies in the mountain’s heart are your brokers; 
the orchards in laughter are filled to the brim with you.

For one familiar with your manhood, where is a Rustam 
that I might tell a single barley-corn out of hundred stacks?

When I wish to sigh forth your secret, 
like Alí I put my head down into a well.

Since his brothers have vindictive hearts, 
the bottom of the well is best for my Joseph.

I have become intoxicated; I will set about making a row: 
what of the well? I will pitch my tent in the open plain.

Put the fiery wine in my hand, and then behold the pomp and glory 
that is enjoyed by the drunken!

Bid the fakir wait without the treasure, 
for at this moment we are drowned in the syrup.

Now, O fakir, seek refuge with God: 
do not seek help from me who am drowned;

For I have no concern with lending support: 
I have no recollection of myself and my own beard.

How should there be room for wind of the moustache and water of the face 
in the wine in which there is no room for a single hair?

Hand a heavy goblet, O cup-bearer: 
deliver the Khwaja from his beard and moustache.

His arrogance is curling a moustache at us, 
but he is tearing out his beard in envy of us.

He is mated by Him, mated by Him, mated by Him, 
for we are acquainted with his impostures.

The Pír is seeing distinctly, hair by hair, 
what will become of him after a hundred years.

What does the common man see in the mirror 
that the Pír does not see in the crude brick?

اى ضياء الحق حسام دين و دل
كى توان اندود خورشيدى به گل 

قصد كردستند اين گل پاره ها
كه بپوشانند خورشيد ترا

در دل كه لعلها دلال تست
باغها از خنده مالامال تست 
محرم مرديت را كو رستمى

تا ز صد خرمن يكى جو گفتمى 
چون بخواهم كز سرت آهى كنم
چون على سر را فرو چاهى كنم 

چون كه اخوان را دل كينه ور است
يوسفم را قعر چاه اوليتر است 

مست گشتم خويش بر غوغا زنم
چه چه باشد خيمه بر صحرا زنم 

بر كف من نه شراب آتشين
وانگه آن كر و فر مستانه بين 
منتظر گو باش بى گنج آن فقير

ز انكه ما غرقيم اين دم در عصير
از خدا خواه اى فقير اين دم پناه

از من غرقه شده يارى مخواه 
كه مرا پرواى آن اسناد نيست

از خود و از ريش خويشم ياد نيست 
باد سبلت كى بگنجد و آب رو

در شرابى كه نگنجد تار مو
در ده اى ساقى يكى رطلى گران

خواجه را از ريش و سبلت وارهان 
نخوتش بر ما سبالى مى زند

ليك ريش از رشك ما بر مى كند
مات او و مات او و مات او

كه همى دانيم تزويرات او
از پس صد سال آنچ آيد از او

پير مى بيند معين مو به مو
اندر آيينه چه بيند مرد عام

كه نبيند پير اندر خشت خام 

2015
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That which the bushy-bearded man never saw in his own house 
is apparent at once to him who has but a few hairs on his chin.

آن چه لحيانى به خانه ى خود نديد
هست بر كوسه يكايك آن پديد

Go to the Sea of whose fish you are born: 
how have you fallen, like rubbish, into the beard?

You are not rubbish—far be it from you! You are an object of envy to the pearl: 
you have the best right amidst the waves and the sea.

It is the Sea of Unity: there is no fellow or consort: 
its pearls and fishes are not other than its waves.

Oh, absurd, absurd to make anything its partner. 
Far be it from that Sea and its pure waves!

In the Sea there is no partnership or perplexity; 
but what can I say to him that sees double? Nothing, nothing.

Since we are the mates of those who see double, O idolater, 
it is necessary to speak in the fashion of him who attributes a partner.

That Unity is beyond description and condition: 
nothing comes into the arena  of speech except duality.

Either, like the double-seeing man, drink in this duality, 
or close your mouth and be very silent;

Or in turns, now silence now speech: 
beat the drum like him that sees double, and peace!

When you see a confidant, declare the mystery of the Spirit: 
you see the rose, sing loud like nightingales.

When you see a water-skin full of deceit and falsehood, 
shut your lips and make yourself like a  jar;

He is an enemy to the water: in his presence do not move, 
else the stone of his ignorance breaks the jar.

Patiently endure the punishments inflicted by the ignorant man: 
give him fair words and dissemble with the reason that is divinely inspired.

Patience to the unworthy is the means of polishing the worthy: 
wherever a heart exists, patience purifies it.

The fire of Nimrod was the means of making pure 
the mirror of Abraham in polishing.

The iniquitous unbelief of Noah’s people and the patience of Noah 
were instrumental in polishing the mirror of Noah’s spirit.

رو به دريايى كه ماهى زاده اى
همچو خس در ريش چون افتاده اى

خس نه اى دور از تو رشك گوهرى
در ميان موج و بحر اوليترى 

بحر وحدان است جفت و زوج نيست
گوهر و ماهيش غير موج نيست 
اى محال و اى محال اشراك او
دور از آن دريا و موج پاك او

نيست اندر بحر شرك و پيچ پيچ
ليك با احول چه گويم هيچ هيچ 

چون كه جفت احولانيم اى شمن
لازم آيد مشركانه دم زدن 

آن يكيى ز آن سوى وصف است و حال
جز دويى نآيد به ميدان مقال 

يا چو احول اين دويى را نوش كن
يا دهان بر دوز و خوش خاموش كن 

يا به نوبت گه سكوت وگه كلام
احولانه طبل مى زن و السلام 

چون ببينى محرمى گو سر جان
گل ببينى نعره زن چون بلبلان 

چون ببينى مشك پر مكر و مجاز
لب ببند و خويشتن را خنب ساز

دشمن آب است پيش او مجنب
ور نه سنگ جهل او بشكست خنب 

با سياستهاى جاهل صبر كن
خوش مدارا كن به عقل من لدن
صبر با نااهل اهلان را جلاست

صبر صافى مى كند هر جا دلى است 
آتش نمرود ابراهيم را

صفوت آيينه آمد در جلا
جور كفر نوحيان و صبر نوح
نوح را شد صيقل مرآت روح 
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حكايت مريد شيخ حسن خرقانى قدس اللَّه سره 

Story of the disciple of Shaykh Hasan Kharraqání, may God sanctify his spirit!

A dervish went from the town of Talaqan 
because of the fame of Abu ’l- Husayn of Kharaqan.

He traversed the mountains and the long valley to visit the Shaykh 
who was endowed with sincerity and fervent supplication.

Although the afflictions and injuries 
which he suffered on the road are deserving, I will abridge.

When the young man reached the end of his journey, 
he asked to be directed to the house of that king.

As soon as he knocked at his door with a hundred reverences, 
the wife put forth her head from the door of the house,

Saying, “What do you want? Tell, kind sir.” 
He replied, “I have come with the intention of paying a visit.”

The wife gave a laugh. “Ha, ha,” she exclaimed, “look at your beard, 
look at this undertaking of a journey and this trouble!

Was there nothing for you to do in the place 
that you should idly set out upon this expedition?

Did you feel a craving to indulge in foolish sight-seeing, 
or were you overcome by disgust with your home?

Or, perchance, the Devil laid on you a two-forked barnacle 
and let loose upon you the temptation to travel.”

She uttered unseemly and foul and silly words: 
I cannot relate all of them.

The disciple was thrown into a painful state of dejection 
by her parables and countless mockeries.

How the new-comer asked the Shaykh’s wife, “Where is the Shaykh? 
Where shall I look for him?” and the rude answer given by the Shaykh’s wife.

She replied, “That vain hypocritical impostor, 
a trap for fools and a noose for error—

رفت درويشى ز شهر طالقان
بهر صيت بو الحسن تا خارقان 

كوهها ببريد و وادى دراز
بهر ديد شيخ با صدق و نياز

آن چه در ره ديد از رنج و ستم
گر چه در خورد است كوته مى كنم 
چون به مقصد آمد از ره آن جوان

خانه ى آن شاه را جست او نشان 
چون به صد حرمت بزد حلقه ى درش

زن برون كرد از در خانه سرش 
كه چه مى خواهى بگو اى ذو الكرم

گفت بر قصد زيارت آمدم 
خنده اى زد زن كه خه خه ريش بين

اين سفر گيرى و اين تشويش بين 
خود ترا كارى نبود آن جايگاه

كه به بى هوده كنى اين عزم راه 
اشتهاى گول گردى آمدت

يا ملولى وطن غالب شدت 
يا مگر ديوت دو شاخه بر نهاد
بر تو وسواس سفر را در گشاد
گفت نافرجام و فحش و دمدمه

من نتانم باز گفتن آن همه 
از مثل و ز ريش خند بى حساب
آن مريد افتاد از غم در نشيب 

پرسيدن آن وارد از حرم شيخ كه شيخ كجاست كجا جويم و جواب نافرجام گفتن حرم 

گفت آن سالوس زراق تهى
دام گولان و كمند گمرهى 

Tears burst from his eyes, and he said, 
“Nevertheless, where is that king of sweet name?”

اشكش از ديده بجست و گفت او
با همه آن شاه شيرين نام كو
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Hundreds of thousands of callow simpletons like you have fallen, 
through him, into a hundred types of rebelliousness.

صد هزاران خام ريشان همچو تو
اوفتاده از وى اندر صد عتو

If you should not see him and return in safety, it will be good for you: 
you will not be led astray by him.

A braggart, a lick-platter, a parasite: 
the noise of his drum has reached the remotest parts of the world.

These folk are Israelites and worshippers of the calf: 
why do they fondle such a cow?

Anyone who is duped by this parasite 
is a carcass by night and a good-for nothing by day.

These folk have abandoned a hundred kinds of knowledge and perfection 
and have embraced a deceit and imposture, saying, ‘This is ecstasy.’

Alas, where are the family of Moses 
that now they might shed the blood of the calf-worshippers

Who have cast religion and piety behind their backs? 
Where is ‘Umar? Where is a stern command to act righteously?

For the licence practised by these people has become notorious: 
it is an indulgence enjoyed by every scoundrel evil-doer.

Where is the Way of the Prophet and his Companions? 
Where are his ritual prayer and rosary and observances?”

How the disciple answered that railing woman and bade her refrain from her unbelief and idle talk.

The youth cried out at her and said, “Enough! 
In bright daylight where did the night-patrol come from?

The splendour of the men has overspread the East and the West: 
the heavens have bowed low in amazement.

The Sun of God has risen from the Ram: 
the sun has gone, shamefaced, under the veil.

How should the nonsense of a devil like you 
turn me back from the dust of this abode?

I have not come by a wind like a cloud, 
that I should be turned back from this presence by a dust.

گر نبينيش و سلامت وا روى
خير تو باشد نگردى زو غوى 

لاف كيشى كاسه ليسى طبل خوار
بانگ طبلش رفته اطراف ديار

سبطى اند اين قوم و گوساله پرست
در چنين گاوى چه مى مالند دست 

جيفه الليل است و بطال النهار
هر كه او شد غره ى اين طبل خوار

هشته اند اين قوم صد علم و كمال
مكر و تزويرى گرفته كينست حال 

آل موسى كو دريغا تا كنون
عابدان عجل را ريزند خون 

شرع و تقوى را فگنده سوى پشت
كو عمر كو امر معروفى درشت 

كاين اباحت زين جماعت فاش شد
رخصت هر مفسد قلاش شد
كو ره پيغمبر و اصحاب او
كو نماز و سبحه و آداب او

جواب گفتن مريد و زجر كردن مريد آن طعانه را از كفر و بى هوده گفتن 

بانگ زد بر وى جوان و گفت بس
روز روشن از كجا آمد عسس 

نور مردان مشرق و مغرب گرفت
آسمانها سجده كردند از شگفت 

آفتاب حق بر آمد از حمل
زير چادر رفت خورشيد از خجل 

ترهات چون تو ابليسى مرا
كى بگرداند ز خاك اين سرا

من به بادى نامدم همچون سحاب
تا به گردى باز گردم زين جناب 

By virtue of that Light the calf becomes a qibla of grace; 
without that Light the qibla becomes  infidelity and an idol.

عجل با آن نور شد قبله ى كرم
قبله بى آن نور شد كفر و صنم 
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The licence that comes from self-will is error; 
the licence that comes from God is perfection.

هست اباحت كز هوا آمد ضلال
هست اباحت كز خدا آمد كمال 

In that quarter where the illimitable Light has shone, 
infidelity has become faith and the Devil has attained unto Islam.

He is a theatre for the manifestation of the Glory, and he is the real beloved: 
he has carried off the prize from all the Cherubim.

The worship of Adam is clear evidence of his superiority: 
the husk always bows down to the kernel.

O old woman, you puff God’s candle, you will be burnt, 
you and your head at the same time, O foul-mouthed one.

How should the sea be defiled by a dog’s muzzle? 
How should the sun be extinguished by a puff ?

Even if you judge by appearances, 
tell, what is more apparent than this Light?

In comparison with this appearance all apparent things 
are in the utmost degree of imperfection and default.

If anyone puffs at God’s candle, how should the candle be extinguished? 
His jaws and nose will be burnt.

Bats like you often dream that this world 
will be left orphaned of the Sun.

The fierce waves of the seas of the Spirit 
are a hundred times as many as was  the Flood of Noah;

But hair grew in the eye of Canaan: 
he forsook Noah and the Ark and sought the mountain.

Then half a wave swept the mountain and Canaan 
down into the abyss of dishonour.

The moon scatters her light and the dog bays: 
how should the dog feed on the light of the moon?

Those who travel by night and move swiftly with the moon on her way, 
how should they relinquish their journey because of the dog’s yelping?

The part is speeding like an arrow towards the Whole: 
how should it stop on account of any old hag?

The gnostic is the soul of religion and the soul of piety: 
gnosis is the result of past asceticism.

Asceticism is the labour of sowing; 
gnosis is the growth of the seed.

كفر ايمان گشت و ديو اسلام يافت
آن طرف كآن نور بى اندازه تافت 

مظهر عز است و محبوب بحق
از همه كروبيان برده سبق 

سجده آدم را بيان سبق اوست
سجده آرد مغز را پيوست پوست 

شمع حق را پف كنى تو اى عجوز
هم تو سوزى هم سرت اى گنده پوز

كى شود دريا ز پوز سگ نجس
كى شود خورشيد از پف منطمس 

حكم بر ظاهر اگر هم مى كنى
چيست ظاهرتر بگو زين روشنى 
جمله ظاهرها به پيش اين ظهور
باشد اندر غايت نقص و قصور

هر كه بر شمع خدا آرد پفو
شمع كى ميرد بسوزد پوز او

چون تو خفاشان بسى بينند خواب
كاين جهان ماند يتيم از آفتاب 

موجهاى تيز درياهاى روح
هست صد چندان كه بد طوفان نوح 

ليك اندر چشم كنعان موى رست
نوح و كشتى را بهشت و كوه جست

كوه و كنعان را فرو برد آن زمان
نيم موجى تا به قعر امتهان

مه فشاند نور و سگ وع وع كند
سگ ز نور ماه كى مرتع كند

شب روان و همرهان مه به تگ
ترك رفتن كى كنند از بانگ سگ 

جزو سوى كل دوان مانند تير
كى كند وقف از پى هر گنده پير

جان شرع و جان تقوى عارف است
معرفت محصول زهد سالف است

زهد اندر كاشتن كوشيدن است
معرفت آن كشت را روييدن است 
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Therefore the  hard struggle and his firm religious conviction 
are like the body, the soul of this sowing is the growth and its harvesting.

پس چو تن باشد جهاد و اعتقاد
جان اين كشتن نبات است و حصاد

He is both the command to do right and the right; 
he is both the revealer of mysteries and that which is revealed.

He is our king to-day and to-morrow: 
the husk is forever a slave to his goodly kernel,

When the Shaykh said ‘I am God’ and carried it through, 
he throttled all the blind.

When a man’s ‘I’ is negated from existence, then what remains? 
Consider O denier.

If you have an eye, open it and look! 
After ‘not,’ why, what else remains?

Oh, the lips and throat and mouth 
cut off that spit at the moon or the sky!

Without any doubt his spittle will recoil upon his face: 
spittle can find no path to heaven.

Spittle from the Lord rains upon him till the Resurrection, 
just as rains (tabbat) upon the spirit of Bu Lahab.

Drum (tabl) and banner are the possession of the king: 
anyone who calls him a parasite (tabl-khwar) is a cur.

The heavens are a slave to his moon: 
the whole East and West is begging him for bread;

For lawláka is on his sign-manual: 
all are in his bounty and distribution.

If he did not exist, Heaven would not have gained 
circling motion and light and being the abode of the angels;

If he did not exist, the seas would not have gained 
the awe and fish and regal pearls;

If he did not exist, the earth would not have gained 
treasure within and jasmine without.

Our means of sustenance are eating the means of sustenance 
bestowed by him: the fruits are dry-lipped for his rain.

Take heed, for in the command this knot is upside down. 
Give alms to him who gives alms to you.

All gold and silk comes to you from the poor man: 
listen, give an alms to the rich man, O you who are poor.

امر معروف او و هم معروف اوست
كاشف اسرار و هم مكشوف اوست 

شاه امروزينه و فرداى ماست
پوست بنده ى مغز نغزش دايماست 

چون انا الحق گفت شيخ و پيش برد
پس گلوى جمله كوران را فشرد

چون اناى بنده لا شد از وجود
پس چه ماند تو بينديش اى جحود
گر ترا چشمى است بگشا درنگر

بعد لا آخر چه مى ماند دگر
اى بريده آن لب و حلق و دهان

كه كند تف سوى مه يا آسمان 
تف به رويش باز گردد بى شكى

تف سوى گردون نيابد مسلكى 
تا قيامت تف بر او بارد ز رب

همچو تبت بر روان بو لهب 
طبل و رايت هست ملك شهريار

سگ كسى كه خواند او را طبل خوار
آسمانها بنده ى ماه وى اند

شرق و مغرب جمله نان خواه وى اند
ز انكه لولاك است بر توقيع او
جمله در انعام و در توزيع او

گر نبودى او نيابيدى فلك
گردش و نور و مكانى ملك 
گر نبودى او نيابيدى بحار

هيبت و ماهى و در شاهوار
گر نبودى او نيابيدى زمين

در درونه گنج و بيرون ياسمين 
رزقها هم رزق خواران وى اند
ميوه ها لب خشك باران وى اند

هين كه معكوس است در امر اين گره
صدقه بخش خويش را صدقه بده 

از فقير استت همه زر و حرير
هين غنى را ده زكاتى اى فقير
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A disgrace like you, married to that man whose spirit is accepted, 
resembles the unbelieving wedded wife of Noah.

چون تو ننگى جفت آن مقبول روح
چون عيال كافر اندر عقد نوح 

Were it not for your relationship to this house, 
I would tear you to pieces at this moment.

I would deliver that Noah from you, 
in order that I might be ennobled in retaliation.

But such disrespect to the house of the emperor of the world 
cannot be shown by me.

Go and thank God that you are the dog of this dwelling-place, 
otherwise I would do now what ought to be done.”

How the disciple turned back from the Shaykh’s house and questioned the people, 
and how they directed him, saying, “The Shaykh has gone to such and such a forest.”

Afterwards he began to inquire of every one 
and sought the Shaykh for a long while in every quarter.

Then somebody said to him, “That Qutb of the world 
has gone to fetch fire wood from the hilly country.”

The disciple, whose thoughts were Dhu ’l-faqár, 
ran quickly to the forest in eager desire for the Shaykh.

The Devil was introducing to the man’s mind an evil suggestion, 
in order that the Moon might be concealed by dust,

Namely, “Why should this Shaykh of the religion keep in his house 
a woman like this as his mate and companion?

Whence familiarity between opposite and opposite? 
Whence a nasnas (anthropoid ape) is with the Imam of mankind?”

Then again he was exclaiming fervidly, “God help me! 
My impugning him is infidelity and enmity.

Who am I, in view of God’s exercising control, 
that my carnal soul should raise difficulties and objections?”

But soon his carnal soul was returning to the attack—
in consequence of this acquaintance smoke in his straw-like heart—

Saying, “What affinity has the Devil with Gabriel, 
that she should be his bedfellow in intercourse?

گر نبودى نسبت تو زين سرا
پاره پاره كردمى اين دم ترا

دادمى آن نوح را از تو خلاص
تا مشرف گشتمى من در قصاص 

ليك با خانه ى شهنشاه زمن
اين چنين گستاخيى نآيد ز من 

رو دعا كن كه سگ اين موطنى
ور نه اكنون كردمى من كردنى 

واگشتن مريد از وثاق شيخ و پرسيدن از مردم و نشان دادن ايشان كه شيخ به فلان بيشه رفته است 

بعد از آن پرسان شد او از هر كسى
شيخ را مى جست از هر سو بسى 
پس كسى گفتش كه آن قطب ديار

رفت تا هيزم كشد از كوهسار
آن مريد ذو الفقار انديش تفت

در هواى شيخ سوى بيشه رفت 
ديو مى آورد پيش هوش مرد

وسوسه ى تا خفيه گردد مه ز گرد
كاين چنين زن را چرا اين شيخ دين

دارد اندر خانه يار و همنشين 
ضد را با ضد ايناس از كجا
با امام الناس نسناس از كجا
باز او لاحول مى كرد آتشين

كاعتراض من بر او كفر است و كين 
من كه باشم با تصرفهاى حق

كه بر آرد نفس من اشكال و دق 
باز نفسش حمله مى آورد زود

زين تعرف در دلش چون كاه دود
كه چه نسبت ديو را با جبرئيل

كه بود با او به صحبت هم مقيل 
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How can Khalíl agree with Ázar? 
How can a guide agree with a brigand?”

چون تواند ساخت با آزر خليل
چون تواند ساخت با ره زن دليل 

How the disciple gained his wish and met the Shaykh near the forest.

He was in this when suddenly the renowned Shaykh 
appeared before him, riding on a lion.

The roaring lion carried his faggots, 
while that blessed one sat on the top of them.

Because of the honour his whip was a fierce serpent: 
he had grasped the serpent in his hand, like an ass-goad.

Know for certain that likewise every Shaykh that exists 
is riding on a furious lion.

Although that and this are not perceived by the senses, 
yet it is not concealed from the spiritual eye.

Under their thighs a hundred thousand lions carrying faggots 
are before the eye that knows the Unseen;

But God has made them visible singly, 
in order that even he who is not a man may behold them.

That prince saw him from afar and laughed and said, 
“O you who are tempted, do not listen to it from the Devil.”

The venerable knew his secret thought by the light of the heart: 
yea, it is an excellent guide.

The master of mystical sciences recited to him in detail 
all that had befallen him on his journey until now.

Afterwards that man of sweet discourse 
opened his mouth on the difficult matter of his wife’s disbelief,

Saying, “My long-suffering is not from sensual desire; 
that is a vain fancy of your carnal soul: do not take that standpoint.

Unless my patience had endured the burden of my wife, 
how should the fierce lion have endured the labour of me?

I am Bactrian camels, in advance, intoxicated 
and beside myself under the panniers of God.

I am not half-raw in the order and command, 
that I should take any thought of revilement by the public.

يافتن مريد مراد را و ملاقات او با شيخ نزديك آن بيشه 

اندر اين بود او كه شيخ نامدار
زود پيش افتاد بر شيرى سوار
شير غران هيزمش را مى كشيد

بر سر هيزم نشسته آن سعيد
تازيانه ش مار نر بود از شرف

مار را بگرفته چون خرزن به كف 
تو يقين مى دان كه هر شيخى كه هست

هم سوارى مى كند بر شير مست 
گر چه آن محسوس و اين محسوس نيست

ليك آن بر چشم جان ملبوس نيست 
صد هزاران شير زير را نشان

پيش ديده ى غيب دان هيزم كشان 
ليك يك يك را خدا محسوس كرد

تا كه بيند نيز او كه نيست مرد
ديدش از دور و بخنديد آن خديو

گفت آن را مشنو اى مفتون ز ديو
از ضمير او بدانست آن جليل

هم ز نور دل بلى نعم الدليل 
خواند بر وى يك به يك آن ذو فنون
آن چه در ره رفت بر وى تا كنون 

بعد از آن در مشكل انكار زن
بر گشاد آن خوش سراينده دهن 
كآن تحمل از هواى نفس نيست

آن خيال نفس تست آن جا مه ايست 
گرنه صبرم مى كشيدى بار زن

كى كشيدى شير نر بيگار من 
اشتران بختيم اندر سبق

مست و بى خود زير محملهاى حق 
من نيم در امر و فرمان نيم خام

تا بينديشم من از تشنيع عام 
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My public and my private is His command: 
my spirit is running on its face in search of Him.

عام ما و خاص ما فرمان اوست
جان ما بر رو دوان جويان اوست 

My being single or wedded is not on account of sensual desire: 
my spirit is like a die in the hand of God.

I endure the disdain of that foolish and a hundred like her, 
neither from love of colour nor passion for scent.

This much, indeed, is the lesson learned by my disciples; 
unto what place the forward and backward movement of my battle!

Unto what place? Unto the place where Place finds no admittance, 
and where nothing exists save the lightning-flash of the Moon of Allah.

Far beyond all conceptions and imaginations, 
the Light of light of light of light of light of light.”

If I have made my discourse low for your sake, 
in order that you may put up with an ill-natured companion,

And smilingly and cheerfully bear the burden of distress, 
because patience is the key to relief from pain.

When you put up with the vileness of these vile folk 
you will attain unto the light of the sunnas;

For the prophets have often suffered affliction from the vile: 
often have they writhed in anguish on account of such snakes.

Since in eternity it was the will and decree of God, the Forgiver, 
to reveal and manifest Himself,

Nothing can be shown without a contrary; 
and there was no contrary to that incomparable King.

The purpose in, “Lo, I will place a viceroy in the earth.”

Therefore He made a viceroy, one having a heart; 
to the end that he might be a mirror for His sovereignty;

So He endowed him with infinite purity, 
and then set up against him a contrary of darkness.

He made two banners, white and black: 
one Adam, the other the Iblís of the Way.

Between those two mighty camps combat and strife, 
and there came to pass what came to pass.

فردى ما جفتى ما نه از هواست
جان ما چون مهره در دست خداست 

ناز آن ابله كشيم و صد چو او
نه ز عشق رنگ و نه سوداى بو

اين قدر خود درس شاگردان ماست
كر و فر ملحمه ى ما تا كجاست 

تا كجا آن جا كه جا را راه نيست
جز سنا برق مه الله نيست 

از همه اوهام و تصويرات دور
نور نور نور نور نور نور

بهر تو گر پست كردم گفت و گو
تا بسازى با رفيق زشت خو

تا كشى خندان و خوش بار حرج
از پى الصبر مفتاح الفرج 

چون بسازى با خسى اين خسان
گردى اندر نور سنتها رسان 
كانبيا رنج خسان بس ديده اند

از چنين ماران بسى پيچيده اند
چون مراد و حكم يزدان غفور

بود در قدمت تجلى و ظهور
بى ز ضدى ضد را نتوان نمود
و آن شه بى مثل را ضدى نبود

حكمت در إِنِّي جاعِلٌ فِي الَْرْضِ خَلِيفَةً

پس خليفه ساخت صاحب سينه اى
تا بود شاهيش را آيينه اى 

پس صفاى بى حدودش داد او
وانگه از ظلمت ضدش بنهاد او
دو علم بر ساخت اسپيد و سياه

آن يكى آدم دگر ابليس راه 
در ميان آن دو لشكرگاه زفت

چالش و پيكار آن چه رفت رفت 
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Likewise in the second period Abel arose, 
and Cain became the antagonist of his pure light.

همچنان دور دوم هابيل شد
ضد نور پاك او قابيل شد

Even so these two banners of justice and iniquity 
till in the course of time the period of Nimrod arrived.

He became the antagonist and adversary of Abraham, 
and those two armies waged war  and sought battle.

When He was displeased with the prolongation of the strife, 
His fire became the decision between the twain.

So He caused a fire to be His arbiter and servant, 
in order that the difficulty of those two persons might be solved.

These two parties  from period to period and from generation to generation, 
down to Pharaoh and God fearing Moses,

Between whom there was war for years. 
When it passed bounds and was causing excessive weariness,

God made the water of the sea His arbiter, 
that it might be left which of these two should prevail.

So till the period and time of Mustafá, with Abu Jahl, 
the general of the army of iniquity.

Moreover He appointed a servant for Thamud, 
the Cry that took away their lives.

Moreover He appointed a servant for the people of ‘Ad, 
one that rises quickly and moves rapidly, that is, the Wind.

Moreover He appointed a discerning servant for Qarun: 
He endured the graciousness of the Earth with enmity,

So that the graciousness of the Earth turned entirely to wrath, 
and she bore Qarun and his treasure down to the abyss.

In the case of the food that is a pillar for this body, 
bread is like a breastplate to repel the sword of hunger;

When God puts a wrath into your bread, 
that bread will stick in your throat as if it were inflamed.

This garment that protects you from the cold—
God gives it the temperature of intense frost,

So that this greatcoat on your body 
becomes cold as ice and biting as snow.

In order that you may flee from the fox-fur and silk 
and take refuge from them with the intense cold.

همچنان اين دو علم از عدل و جور
تا به نمرود آمد اندر دور دور
ضد ابراهيم گشت و خصم او

و آن دو لشكر كين گزار و جنگ جو
چون درازى جنگ آمد ناخوشش

فيصل آن هر دو آمد آتشش 
پس حكم كرد آتشى را و نكر
تا شود حل مشكل آن دو نفر

دور دور و قرن و قرن اين دو فريق
تا به فرعون و به موساى شفيق 

سالها اندر ميانشان حرب بود
چون ز حد رفت و ملولى مى فزود

آب دريا را حكم سازيد حق
تا كه ماند كى برد زين دو سبق 

همچنان تا دور و طور مصطفى
با ابو جهل آن سپهدار جفا
هم نكر سازيد از بهر ثمود

صيحه اى كه جانشان را در ربود
هم نكر سازيد بهر قوم عاد

زود خيز تيز رو يعنى كه باد
هم نكر سازيد بر قارون ز كين
در حليمى اين زمين پوشيد كين 

تا حليمى زمين شد جمله قهر
برد قارون را و گنجش را به قعر
لقمه اى را كاو ستون اين تن است

دفع تيغ جوع نان چون جوشن است 
چون كه حق قهرى نهد در نان تو
چون خناق آن نان بگيرد در گلو
اين لباسى كه ز سرما شد مجير

حق دهد او را مزاج زمهرير
تا شود بر تنت اين جبه ى شگرف

سرد همچون يخ گزنده همچو برف 
تا گريزى از وشق هم از حرير
زو پناه آرى به سوى زمهرير
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You are not the two qullas (ewers), you are one ewer: 
you have forgotten the chastisement inflicted by an overshadowing cloud.

تو دو قله نيستى يك قله اى
غافل از قصه ى عذاب ظله اى 

In town and village, to house and wall 
came the command of God, “Give no shade!

Do not ward off the rain and the sun!” 
so that the people went in haste to that Apostle (Shu‘ayb),

Crying, “We are dead for the most part: mercy, O Prince!” 
Read the rest of it in the book of commentary.

Since that deft-handed One made the rod a serpent, 
that instance is enough if you have any intelligence.

You possess consideration, but it does not go deep: 
it is a frozen spring and has stopped.

Hence the Artist who depicts thoughts is saying, 
“Consider deeply, O servant.”

He does not mean, “Beat cold iron,” 
but “O steel, and devote yourself to David.”

If your body is dead, resort to Isráfíl; 
if your heart is frozen, repair to the sun of the Spirit.

Inasmuch as you have wrapped yourself in the garment of phantasy, 
lo, you will reach the evil-minded sophist.

Truly he was dispossessed of the kernel Reason: 
he was dispossessed of perception and deprived of experience.

Listen, O mouther, it is the hour for mumbling: 
if you speak to the people, it is a shameful exposure.

What is im’n ? Causing the spring to flow: 
when the spirit (jan) has escaped from the body, they call it rawán.

The philosopher whose spirit was delivered from the bondage of the body 
and began to wander (rawan)in the garden

Bestowed two titles on these two in order to distinguish. 
Oh, may his spirit be blest!

Showing that if he who walks according to the command 
wishes a rose to become a thorn, it will become that.

امر حق آمد به شهرستان و ده
خانه و ديوار را سايه مده 
مانع باران مباش و آفتاب

تا بدان مرسل شدند امت شتاب 
كه بمرديم اغلب اى مهتر امان

باقى اش از دفتر تفسير خوان 
چون عصا را مار كرد آن چست دست

گر ترا عقلى است آن نكته بس است 
تو نظر دارى و ليك امعانش نيست
چشمه ى افسرده است و كرده ايست 

زين همى گويد نگارنده ى فكر
كه بكن اى بنده امعان نظر

آن نمى خواهد كه آهن كوب سرد
ليك اى پولاد بر داود گرد

تن بمردت سوى اسرافيل ران
دل فسردت روبه خورشيد روان 

در خيال از بس كه گشتى مكتسى
نك به سوفسطايى بد ظن رسى 
او خود از لب خرد معزول بود

شد ز حس معزول و محروم از وجود
هين سخن خا نوبت لب خوايى است

گر بگويى خلق را رسوايى است 
چيست امعان چشمه را كردن روان

چون ز تن جان رست گويندش روان 
آن حكيمى را كه جان از بند تن
باز رست و شد روان اندر چمن 
دو لقب را او بر اين هر دو نهاد
بهر فرق اى آفرين بر جانش باد

در بيان آن كه بر فرمان رود
گر گلى را خار خواهد آن شود
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معجزه ى هود عليه السلام در تخلص مومنان امت به وقت نزول باد

The evidentiary miracle of Hud, on whom be peace, in the deliverance of the true believers 
of the community at the moment when the Wind descended.

All the true believers, from the violence of the pernicious Wind, 
seated themselves in the circle.

The Wind was the Flood, and His grace was the ship: 
He has many such arks and floods.

God makes a king to be an ark, 
to the end that he, by selfishness, may assault the ranks.

The king’s aim is not that the people should become safe; 
his aim is that his kingdom should become a fetter.

The ass that turns the mill is running along: 
its aim is release, so that it may gain refuge from blows at that moment.

Its aim is not to draw some water 
or thereby to make sesame into oil.

The ox hurries for fear of hard blows, 
not for the purpose of taking the cart and baggage;

But God put such fear of pain in him, 
to the end that good results might be achieved in consequence.

Similarly, every shopkeeper works for himself, 
not for the improvement of the world.

Every one seeks a plaster for his pain, 
and in consequence of this a whole world is set in order.

God made of fear the pillar of this world: 
because of fear everyone has devoted himself to work.

Praise be to God that on this wise 
He has made a fear to be the architect and improvement of the world.

All these are afraid of good and evil: 
none that is afraid is himself frightened by himself.

In reality, then, the ruler over all is that One who is near, 
though He is not perceived by the senses.

He is perceived in a certain hiding-place, 
but not perceived by the sense of this house.

The sense to which God is manifested is not the sense of this world; 
it is another.

مومنان از دست باد ضايره
جمله بنشستند اندر دايره 

باد طوفان بود و كشتى لطف هو
بس چنين كشتى و طوفان دارد او

پادشاهى را خدا كشتى كند
تا به حرص خويش بر صفها زند
قصد شه آن نه كه خلق ايمن شوند
قصدش آن كه ملك گردد پاى بند

آن خر آسى مى دود قصدش خلاص
تا بيابد او ز زخم آن دم مناص 
قصد او آن نه كه آبى بر كشد
يا كه كنجد را بدان روغن كند

گاو بشتابد ز بيم زخم سخت
نه براى بردن گردون و رخت 

ليك دادش حق چنين خوف وجع
تا مصالح حاصل آيد در تبع 

همچنان هر كاسبى اندر دكان
بهر خود كوشد نه اصلاح جهان 

هر يكى بر درد جويد مرهمى
در تبع قايم شده زين عالمى 

حق ستون اين جهان از ترس ساخت
هر يكى از ترس جان در كار باخت 

حمد ايزد را كه ترسى را چنين
كرد او معمار اصلاح زمين 

اين همه ترسنده اند از نيك و بد
هيچ ترسنده نترسد خود ز خود

پس حقيقت بر همه حاكم كسى است
كه قريب است او اگر محسوس نيست 

هست او محسوس اندر مكمنى
ليك محسوس حس اين خانه نى 

آن حسى كه حق بر آن حس مظهر است
نيست حس اين جهان آن ديگر است 
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If the animal sense perceived those forms 
an ox or an ass would be the Bayazid of the time.

حس حيوان گر بديدى آن صور
بايزيد وقت بودى گاو و خر

He who made the body to be the theatre in which every spirit is manifested, 
He who made the Ark to be the Buraq of Noah,

He, if He will, makes a very ark in character to be a flood for you, 
O seeker of light.

At every moment, O man of little means, 
He has conjoined with your grief and gladness an ark  and a flood.

If you do not perceive the ark and the sea before you, 
consider the tremors in all your limbs.

Since his eyes do not perceive the source of his fear, 
he is affrighted by diverse kinds of phantasy.

A drunk boor strikes a blind man with his fist: 
the blind man thinks it is a kicking camel,

Because at that moment he heard a camel’s cry: 
the ear, not the eye, is the mirror for the blind.

Then again the blind man says, “No, it was a stone, 
or perhaps it was from an echoing dome.”

It was neither this nor that nor that: 
He who created fear produced these.

Certainly fear and trembling are by another: 
nobody is frightened by himself, O sorrowful man.

The miserable philosopher calls fear “imagination” (wahm): 
he has wrongly understood this lesson.

How should there be any imagination without reality? 
How should any false coin pass without a genuine one?

How should a lie fetch a price without truth? 
Every lie in both worlds has arisen from truth.

He saw the currency and prestige enjoyed by truth: 
he set going the lie in hope of the same.

O lie, whose fortune is from veracity, 
give thanks for the bounty and do not deny the truth!

Shall I speak of the philosopher and his mad fancy, 
or of His ships and seas?

Nay, of His arks, which are the spiritual counsel; 
I will speak of the whole: the part is included in the whole.

آن كه تن را مظهر هر روح كرد
وان كه كشتى را براق نوح كرد
گر بخواهد عين كشتى را به خو

او كند طوفان تو اى نور جو
هر دمت طوفان و كشتى اى مقل

با غم و شاديت كرد او متصل 
گر نبينى كشتى و دريا به پيش

لرزه ها بين در همه اجزاى خويش 
چون نبيند اصل ترسش را عيون

ترس دارد از خيال گونه گون 
مشت بر اعمى زند يك جلف مست

كور پندارد لگد زن اشتر است 
ز انكه آن دم بانك اشتر مى شنيد
كور را گوش است آيينه، نه ديد
باز گويد كور نه اين سنگ بود
يا مگر از قبه اى پر طنگ بود

اين نبود و او نبود و آن نبود
آن كه او ترس آفريد اينها نمود

ترس و لرزه باشد از غيرى يقين
هيچ كس از خود نترسد اى حزين 

آن حكيمك وهم خواند ترس را
فهم كژ كردست او اين درس را

هيچ وهمى بى حقيقت كى بود
هيچ قلبى بى صحيحى كى رود

كى دروغى قيمت آرد بى ز راست
در دو عالم هر دروغ از راست خاست 

راست را ديد او رواجى و فروغ
بر اميد آن روان كرد او دروغ 

اى دروغى كه ز صدقت اين نواست
شكر نعمت گو مكن انكار راست 

از مفلسف گويم و سوداى او
يا ز كشتيها و درياهاى او

بل ز كشتيهاش كآن پند دل است
گويم از كل جزو در كل داخل است 
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Know every saint to be a Noah and captain of the Ark; 
know companionship with these people to be the Flood.

هر ولى را نوح و كشتيبان شناس
صحبت اين خلق را طوفان شناس 

Do not flee from lions and fierce dragons, 
beware of friends and kinsmen.

They waste your time face to face, 
and your recollections of them devour your absence.

Like a thirsty ass, the image of each one 
is licking up the sherbet of thought from the carafe of the body.

The image of those talebearers has sucked out of you 
the dew that you have from the Sea of Life.

The sign, then, of the absorption of the water in the boughs 
is that they are not moved to sway.

The limb of him who is free is a moist fresh bough: 
you pull it in any direction, it is pulled.

If you want a basket, you can make it; 
you can also make its neck a hoop;

When it has been sucked dry by the draining of its root, 
it does not come in the direction to which command is pulling it.

Recite, then, from the Qur’an they stand up languidly, 
when the bough gets no medicinal treatment from its root.

This symbol is fiery, I will cut it short and resume the fakir and the treasure 
and the circumstances connected with it.

You have seen the fire that burns every sapling; 
see the fire of the Spirit by which phantasy is burnt.

Neither for phantasy nor for reality is there any protection 
against a fire like this which flamed forth from the Spirit.

He is the adversary of every lion and every fox: 
everything is perishing except His Face.

Go into His aspects and Face, become spent: 
go in, become enveloped, like the alif in bism.

In bism the alif has stayed hidden: 
it is in bism and also it is not in bism.

Such is the case with all the letters that disappear 
when they are elided for the purpose of conjunctions.

The suppressed alif in bism is a sila and through it the b and the s 
have attained to union: the union of the b and the s could not bear the alif.

كم گريز از شير و اژدرهاى نر
ز آشنايان و ز خويشان كن حذر

در تلاقى روزگارت مى برند
يادهاشان غايبى ات مى چرند
چون خر تشنه خيال هر يكى

از قف تن فكر را شربت مكى 
نشف كرد از تو خيال آن وشات
شبنمى كه دارى از بحر الحيات 
پس نشان نشف آب اندر غصون

آن بود كآن مى نجنبد در ركون 
عضو حر شاخ تر تازه بود

مى كشى هر سو كشيده مى شود
گر سبد خواهى توانى كردنش

هم توانى كرد چنبر گردنش 
چون شد آن ناشف ز نشف بيخ خود

نآيد آن سويى كه امرش مى كشد
پس بخوان قامُوا كُسالى  از نبى
چون نيابد شاخ از بيخش طبى 
آتشين است اين نشان كوته كنم
بر فقير و گنج و احوالش زنم 
آتشى ديدى كه سوزد هر نهال

آتش جان بين كز او سوزد خيال 
نه خيال و نه حقيقت را امان

زين چنين آتش كه شعله زد ز جان 
خصم هر شير آمد و هر روبه او

كُلُّ شَيْ ءٍ هالِكٌ إِلاَّ وجهه 
در وجوه و وجه او رو خرج شو

چون الف در بسم در رو درج شو
آن الف در بسم پنهان كرد ايست

هست او در بسم و هم در بسم نيست 
همچنين جمله ى حروف گشته مات

وقت حذف حرف از بهر صلات 
او صله ست و بى و سين زو وصل يافت

وصل بى و سين الف را بر نتافت 

2225
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Since this union cannot bear a single letter, 
it behooves me to cut short the discourse.

چون كه حرفى بر نتابد اين وصال
واجب آيد كه كنم كوته مقال 

Since a single letter is the cause of separation between the s and the b, 
here silence is a most urgent duty.

When the alif has passed away from self-existence, taking shelter, 
the b and the s say “alif” without it.

You did not throw when you threw are without him; 
likewise God said sprang from his silence.

So long as a drug exists, it has no effect; 
it removes diseases when it has perished.

If the forest should become pens and the ocean ink, 
there is no hope of bringing the Masnavi to an end.

So long as the Brick-maker’s mould is earth, 
the scansion of its poetry, too, will be kept up.

When earth remains no more and He dries its existence, 
His sea when it foams will make earth.

When the forest remains no more and disappears, 
forests will raise their heads from the essence of the Sea.

Hence that Lord of relief said, “Relate Traditions from our Sea, 
since there is no harm.”

Turn back from the Sea and set your face towards dry land: 
talk only of the plaything, for it is better for the child,

So that in his boyhood, little by little beyond the plaything, 
his spirit may become acquainted with the ocean of Reason.

By means of that play the boy is acquiring reason, 
though superficially it is repugnant.

How can a demented child play? 
There must be a part in order that it may attain to the whole.

Returning to the Story of the dome and the treasure.

Lo, the idea of that fakir with “Come! Come!” 
has rendered me totally unable.

You do not hear his cry; 
I hear it, because I am his confidant in my inmost thoughts.

چون يكى حرفى فراق سين و بى است
خامشى اينجا مهم تر واجبى است 
چون الف از خود فنا شد مكتنف
بى و سين بى او همى گويند الف 
ما رَمَيْتَ إِذْ رَمَيْتَ بى وى است

همچنين قال اللهَّ از صمتش بجست 
تا بود دار و ندارد او عمل

چون كه شد فانى كند دفع علل 
گر شود بيشه قلم دريا مداد
مثنوى را نيست پايانى اميد

چار چوب خشت زن تا خاك هست
مى دهد تقطيع شعرش نيز دست 

چون نماند خاك و بودش جف كند
خاك سازد بحر او چون كف كند

چون نماند بيشه و سر در كشد
بيشه ها از عين دريا سر كشد
بهر اين گفت آن خداوند فرج
حدثوا عن بحرنا إذ لا حرج 

باز گرد از بحر و رو در خشك نه
هم ز لعبت گو كه كودك راست به 

تا ز لعبت اندك اندك در صبا
جانش گردد با يم عقل آشنا

عقل از آن بازى همى يابد صبى
گر چه با عقل است در ظاهر ابى 

كودك ديوانه بازى كى كند
جزو بايد تا كه كل را فى كند

نك خيال آن فقيرم بى ريا
عاجز آورد از بيا و از بيا

بانگ او تو نشنوى من بشنوم
ز انكه در اسرار هم راز وى ام 
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Do not regard him as a seeker of the treasure; he is the treasure himself, 
how should the lover in reality be other than the beloved?

طالب گنجش مبين خود گنج اوست
دوست كى باشد به معنى غير دوست 

At even moment he is bowing down to himself: 
the bowing is in front of the mirror for the sake of the face.

If he saw in the mirror a single mite without any phantasy, 
nothing would be left of him.

Both his phantasies and he would vanish: 
his know ledge would be obliterated in nescience.

From our nescience another knowledge would rise into clear view, 
saying, “Lo, I am.”

The call was coming—”Bow down to Adam, for you are Adam, 
and for a moment see yourselves to be him.”

He uncrossed their eyes, 
so that the earth became identical with the azure heavens.

He said, “There is no god,” and He said, “except God”: 
not became except God, and Unity blossomed forth.

The time has come for that righteous beloved and dear friend 
to pull my ear

Towards the fountain, saying, “Wash your mouth clean of these things: 
do not tell that which we have concealed from the people.

And if you tell, it will not become manifest, 
you will be guilty of attempting to reveal it.

But, mark, I am compassing them about: 
I am at once the speaker and the hearer of this.

Tell of the form of the dervish and the picture of the treasure. 
These folk are addicted to trouble: tell of trouble.

The fountain of Mercy has become unlawful to them: 
they are drinking cup after cup of deadly poison.

Having filled their skirts with clods, 
they are taking them along in order to make a dam for these fountains.

How should this fountain, which is replenished by the Sea, 
be stopped up by this good or bad folk’s handful of earth?

But it says, ‘With you, I am closed; 
without you, I continue unto everlasting.’ ”

The folk are perverted in their appetites: 
eating earth and have left the water.

سجده خود را مى كند هر لحظه او
سجده پيش آينه ست از بهر رو

گر بديدى ز آينه او يك پشيز
بى خيالى زو نماندى هيچ چيز
هم خيالاتش هم او فانى شدى

دانش او محو نادانى شدى 
دانشى ديگر ز نادانى ما

سر بر آوردى عيان كه انى انا
اسْجُدُوا لِآدَمَ ندا آمد همى

كآدميد و خويش بينيدش دمى 
احولى از چشم ايشان دور كرد
تا زمين شد عين چرخ لاجورد

لا اله گفت و الا اللهَّ گفت
گشت لا الا اللهَّ و وحدت شكفت 

آن حبيب و آن خليل با رشد
وقت آن آمد كه گوش ما كشد

سوى چشمه كه دهان زينها بشو
آن چه پوشيديم از خلقان مگو
ور بگويى خود نگردد آشكار

تو به قصد كشف گردى جرم دار
ليك من اينك بر ايشان مى تنم

قائل اين سامع اين هم منم 
صورت درويش و نقش گنج گو
رنج كيشند اين گروه از رنج گو

چشمه ى رحمت بر ايشان شد حرام
مى خورند از زهر قاتل جام جام 

خاكها پر كرده دامن مى كشند
تا كنند اين چشمه ها را خشك بند

كى شود اين چشمه ى دريا مدد
مكتبس زين مشت خاك نيك و بد

ليك گويد با شما من بسته ام
بى شما من تا ابد پيوسته ام 

قوم معكوس اند اندر مشتها
خاك خوار و آب را كرده رها
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The people have a nature opposite to that of the prophets: 
the people deem the dragon an object of reliance.

ضد طبع انبيا دارند خلق
اژدها را متكا دارند خلق 

Inasmuch as you have known the eye-bandage whereby God seals, 
do you know at all to what you have shut your eyes?

To what instead have you opened these eyes? 
Know that in every respect it is a bad exchange for you.

But the sun of favour has shone 
and has graciously succoured them that despair.

He in His mercy has played a very marvellous game of backgammon: 
He has made the essence of ingratitude to be a turning in repentance.

Even from this ill-fatedness of the people that Bounteous One 
has caused two hundred fountains of love to burst.

He gives to the rose-bud a source in the thorn; 
He gives to the snake-stone, from the snake, an ornamental quality.

He brings forth day from the blackness of night 
and makes ease to grow from the hand of him who suffers hardship.

He makes sand into flour for Khalil; 
the mountain becomes an accompanist to David.

The solitary mountain amidst that cloud of darkness 
opens the music of the harp and treble and bass,

” Arise, O David, you shunner of the people! 
You have abandoned that: receive compensation from me.”

How the seeker of the treasure, after having searched much and having been reduced 
to helplessness and despair, turned to God most High, saying, 

“O You to whom manifestation belongs, do You make this hidden thing evident!”

The dervish said, “O Knower of the secret, 
I have run about in vain for the sake of this treasure.

The devil of greed and cupidity and hurry 
sought neither deliberation nor calmness.

I have not gained a morsel from any pot: 
I have blackened my hand and burnt my mouth.

Truly, I did not say, ‘Since I have no certainty in this, 
I will untie this knot by Him who ties knots.’”

چشم بند ختم چون دانسته اى
هيچ دانى از چه ديده بسته اى 

بر چه بگشادى بدل اين ديده ها
يك به يك بئس البدل دان آن ترا
ليك خورشيد عنايت تافته ست
آيسان را از كرم دريافته ست 
نرد بس نادر ز رحمت باخته

عين كفران را انابت ساخته 
هم از اين بد بختى خلق آن جواد

منفجر كرده دو صد چشمه ى وداد
غنچه را از خار سرمايه دهد

مهره را از مار پيرايه دهد
از سواد شب برون آرد نهار
و ز كف معسر بروياند يسار
آرد سازد ريگ را بهر خليل

كوه با داود گردد هم رسيل 
كوه با وحشت در آن ابر ظلم

بر گشايد بانگ چنگ و زير و بم 
خيز اى داود از خلقان نفير

ترك آن كردى عوض از ما بگير

انابت آن طالب گنج به حق تعالى بعد از طلب بسيار و عجز و اضطرار كه اى ولى الاظهار تو كن اين 
نهان را آشكار

گفت آن درويش اى داناى راز
از پى اين گنج كردم ياوه تاز

زيو حرص و آز و مستعجل تگى
نى تانى جست و نى آهستگى 
من ز ديگى لقمه اى نندوختم

كف سيه كردم دهان را سوختم 
خود نگفتم چون در اين ناموقنم

ز آن گره زن اين گره را حل كنم 
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Seek the exposition of God’s Word from God: 
do not talk nonsense from opinion, O hard man.

قول حق را هم ز حق تفسير جو
هين مگو ژاژ از گمان اى سخت رو

The knot which He tied He also will loosen: 
the die which He cast He will take off.

Although words of that sort seemed to you to be easy, 
how should the esoteric symbols be easy?

He said, “O Lord, I repent of this haste: 
since You have shut the door, do You also open the door.

To go once more to the patched frock: 
even in making invocation to God: I was devoid of merit.

How have I any independent merit or personality or heart? 
All these are the reflection of You, and You Yourself are.

Every night in sleep my forethought and knowledge become: 
like a ship overwhelmed by the water.

Neither do I myself remain nor that merit: 
my body lies unconscious like a carcass.

The whole night until dawn 
that exalted King is Himself uttering an ‘Alast’ and ‘Yea.’

Where is anyone to say ‘Yea’? The flood has swept them all away, 
or a leviathan has swallowed them all piecemeal.

At morning tide, when He draws His sheeny sword 
from the scabbard of the darkness of night,

And the orient sun rolls up night, 
this leviathan spews out all that it swallowed,

And we, delivered like Jonah from the belly of that leviathan, 
are dispersed into scent and colour.

Like Jonah, the people give praise, 
because they were restful in that darkness.

At the hour of dawn each one says, 
when he comes forth from the belly of the Fish, Night,

‘O Gracious One who deposits in lonesome Night 
the treasure of Mercy and all these delicious experiences!

By means of Night, which resembles the scaly leviathan, 
the eye keen, the ear fresh, and the body nimble?

Henceforth, with One like You, 
we will never flee from positions of fearful aspect.

آن گره كاو زد همو بگشايدش
مهره كاو انداخت او بربايدش 

گر چه آسانت نمود آن سان سخن
كى بود آسان رموز من لدن 

گفت يا رب توبه كردم زين شتاب
چون تو در بستى تو كن هم فتح باب 

بر سر خرقه شدن بار دگر
در دعاكردن بدم هم بى هنر

كو هنر كو من كجا دل مستوى
اين همه عكس تو است و خود توى 
هر شبى تدبير و فرهنگم به خواب
همچو كشتى غرقه مى گردد ز آب 

خود نه من مى مانم و نه آن هنر
تن چو مردارى فتاده بى خبر

تا سحر جمله ى شب آن شاه على
خود همى گويد الستى و بلى 

كو بلى گو جمله را سيلاب برد
يا نهنگى خورد كل را كرد و مرد
صبحدم چون تيغ گوهر دار خود

از نيام ظلمت شب بر كشد
آفتاب شرق شب را طى كند

اين نهنگ آن خورده ها را قى كند
رسته چون يونس ز معده ى آن نهنگ

منتشر گرديم اندر بو و رنگ 
خلق چون يونس مسبح آمدند

كاندر آن ظلمات پر راحت شدند
هر يكى گويد به هنگام سحر

چون ز بطن حوت شب آيد به در
كاى كريمى كه در آن ليل وحش

گنج رحمت بنهى و چندين چشش 
چشم تيز و گوش تازه تن سبك

از شب همچون نهنگ ذو الحبك 
از مقامات وحش رو زين سپس
هيچ نگريزيم ما با چون تو كس 
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Moses deemed that to be fire, but it was light: 
we regarded Night as a Negro, but it was a houri.

موسى آن را نار ديد و نور بود
زنگيى ديديم شب را حور بود

After this, we beg of You the eye, 
in order that sticks and straws may not conceal the Sea.

When the eyes of magicians were delivered from blindness, 
they were clapping their hands, deprived of these hands and feet.

What bandages the people’s eyes is nothing but means: 
whoever trembles for means is not one of the Comrades.

But, O my comrades, God has opened the door to the Comrades 
and led them to the high-seat in the palace.

Through His hand the unworthy and the worthy 
are freed by Mercy from the bonds of servitude.

During non-existence how were we worthy 
to attain to this spirituality and knowledge?

O You who have made every stranger friend, 
and O You who have given the rose as a robe of honour to the thorn,

Sift our dust a second time; 
make nothing to be something once more!

You commanded this invocation from the beginning; 
else how should a creature of dust have dared this?

Since—oh, wonder!—you commanded us to invoke You, 
cause this invocation of You to be answered favourably.

Night has wrecked the ship of understanding and senses: 
no hope is left, nor fear nor despair.

God has borne me into the sea of Mercy: 
with what specialty He will fill me and send me.

He fills one with the light of Majesty, 
while He fills another with imagination and fancy.

If I had any judgement and skill by myself, 
my judgement and forethought would be under my control;

At night my consciousness would not go without my bidding, 
and my birds would be under my trap.

I should be aware of the stages of the soul at the time of sleep 
and unconsciousness and tribulation.

Inasmuch as my hand is empty by this power of His to loosen and bind, 
oh, I wonder, from whom comes this self-conceit of mine?

بعد از اين ما ديده خواهيم از تو بس
تا نپوشد بحر را خاشاك و خس 

ساحران را چشم چون رست از عما
كف زنان بودند بى اين دست و پا

چشم بند خلق جز اسباب نيست
هر كه لرزد بر سبب ز اصحاب نيست 

ليك حق اصحاب و نااصحاب را
در گشاد و برد تا صدر سرا
با كفش نامستحق و مستحق
معتقان رحمت اند از بند رق 
در عدم ما مستحقان كى بديم

كه بر اين جان و بر اين دانش زديم 
اى بكرده يار هر اغيار را

وى بداده خلعت گل خار را
خاك ما را ثانيا پاليز كن

هيچ نى را بار ديگر چيز كن 
اين دعا تو امر كردى ز ابتدا

ور نه خاكى را چه زهره ى اين بدى 
چون دعامان امر كردى اى عجاب

اين دعاى خويش را كن مستجاب 
شب شكسته كشتى فهم و حواس

نه اميدى مانده نه خوف و نه ياس 
برده در درياى رحمت ايزدم

تا ز چه فن پر كند بفرستدم 
آن يكى را كرده پر نور جلال

و آن دگر را كرده پر وهم و خيال 
گر به خويشم هيچ راى و فن بدى

راى و تدبيرم به حكم من بدى 
شب نرفتى هوش بى فرمان من

زير دام من بدى مرغان من 
بودمى آگه ز منزلهاى جان

وقت خواب و بى هشى و امتحان 
چون كفم زين حل و عقد او تهى است

اى عجب اين معجبى من ز كيست 

2310
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I have even deemed that what I saw was not seen’ 
and I have again held up the basket of invocation.           

ديده را ناديده خود انگاشتم
باز زنبيل دعا برداشتم 

Like alif, I possess nothing, O Gracious One, 
except a heart more constricted with anguish than the eye of mim.

This alif and this mim are the mother (umm) of our existence: 
the mim of umm is narrow, and the alif is from it a sturdy beggar.

‘alif possesses nothing’ is forgetfulness; 
the distressful mim is the time of rationality.

During the time of unconsciousness I am nothing at all; 
during the time of consciousness I am in torment.

Do not lay another nothing upon a nothing like this; 
do not put the name of ‘fortune’ upon a torment like this.

Truly ‘I possess nothing’ suits me better, 
since these hundred troubles arise from imagining that I possess.

Just in the state where I possess nothing You act in sovereign fashion 
towards me. I have suffered pain: Increase my pleasure.

I will just stand naked in tears at Your gate, 
since I have no sight.

Bestow on the tears of Your sightless slave 
verdure and vegetation from this pasture;

And if I leave no tears, Give me tears from an eye 
like the two streaming eyes of the Prophet.

Since he, with all that high fortune and majesty and pre-eminence, 
sought tears from the bounty of God,

How should not I, an empty-handed destitute lick-platter, 
spin fine webs of blood-stained tears?

Inasmuch as an eye like that is enamoured of tears, 
it behooves my tears to be a hundred great rivers.”

A single drop of those is better than these two hundred great rivers, 
for by that single drop mankind and the Jinn were saved.

Since that Garden of Paradise sought rain, 
how should not the foul briny soil seek water?

O comrade, do not refrain from invoking: 
what business have you with His acceptance of rejection?

Since bread was the barrier and obstacle to this water, 
you must quickly wash your hands of that bread.

چون الف چيزى ندارم اى كريم
جز دلى دل تنگ تر از چشم ميم 
اين الف وين ميم ام بود ماست

ميم ام تنگ است الف زو نر گداست 
آن الف چيزى ندارد غافلى است

ميم دل تنگ آن زمان عاقلى است 
در زمان بى هشى خود هيچ من

در زمان هوش اندر پيچ من 
هيچ ديگر بر چنين هيچى منه

نام دولت بر چنين پيچى منه 
خود ندارم هيچ به سازد مرا

كه ز وهم دارم است اين صد عنا
در ندارم هم تو داراييم كن
رنج ديدم راحت افزاييم كن 
هم در آب ديده عريان بيستم
بر در تو چون كه ديده نيستم 

آب ديده ى بنده ى بى ديده را
سبزه اى بخش و نباتى زين چرا

ور نمانم آب آبم ده ز عين
همچو عينين نبى هطالتين 

او چو آب ديده جست از جود حق
با چنان اقبال و اجلال و سبق 

چون نباشم ز اشك خون باريك ريس
من تهى دست قصور كاسه ليس 

چون چنان چشم اشك را مفتون بود
اشك من بايد كه صد جيحون بود

قطره اى ز آن زين دو صد جيحون به است
كه بدان يك قطره انس و جن برست 

چون كه باران جست آن روضه ى بهشت
چون نجويد آب شوره خاك زشت 
اى اخى دست از دعاكردن مدار

با اجابت يا رد اويت چه كار
نان كه سد و مانع اين آب بود

دست از آن نان مى ببايد شست زود

2330
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Make yourself harmonious and congruous and balanced: 
let your bread be baked well with tears.

خويش را موزون و چست و سخته كن
ز آب ديده نان خود را پخته كن 

How the Voice from heaven called to the seeker of the treasure 
and acquainted him with the truth of the mysteries thereof.

He was in this when inspiration came to him 
and these difficulties were solved for him by God,

Saying, “It told you to put an arrow to the bow, 
when were you told to pull the bowstring?

It did not tell you to draw the bow hard: it bade you put to the bow, 
not ‘shoot with your full strength.’

You, from vanity, raised the bow aloft 
and brought to a high pitch the art of archery.

Go; renounce this skill in drawing the strong-bow: 
put the arrow to the bow and do not seek to draw to the full extent.

When it falls, dig up the spot and search: 
abandon strength and seek the gold by means of piteous supplication.”

That which is real is nearer than the neck-artery; 
you have shot the arrow of thought far afield.

O you who have provided yourself with bow and arrows, 
the prey is near and you have shot far.

The farther one shoots, the farther away 
and more separated is he from a treasure like this.

The philosopher killed himself with thinking: 
let him run on, for his back is turned towards the treasure.

Let him run on: the more he runs, the more remote does he become 
from the object of his heart’s desire.

That King said, “those who have striven in Us”: 
He did not say, “those who have striven away from Us,” O restless one,

As Canaan, who in disdain of Noah 
went up to the top of that great mountain.

The more he sought deliverance towards the mountain, 
the more was he separated from the place of refuge,

آواز دادن هاتف مر طالب گنج را و اعلام كردن از حقيقت اسرار آن 

اندر اين بود او كه الهام آمدش
كشف شد اين مشكلات از ايزدش 

كاو بگفتت در كمان تيرى بنه
كى بگفتندت كه اندر كش تو زه 

او نگفتت كه كمان را سخت كش
در كمان نه گفت او نه پر كنش 

از فضولى تو كمان افراشتى
صنعت قواسيى برداشتى 

ترك اين سخته كمانى رو بگو
در كمان نه تير و پريدن مجو

چون بيفتد بر كن آن جا مى طلب
زور بگذار و به زارى جو ذهب 

آن چه حق است اقرب از حبل الوريد
تو فگنده تير فكرت را بعيد
اى كمان و تيرها بر ساخته

صيد نزديك و تو دور انداخته 
هر كه دور اندازتر او دورتر

وز چنين گنج است او مهجورتر
فلسفى خود را از انديشه بكشت

گو بدو كاو راست سوى گنج پشت 
گو بدو چندان كه افزون مى دود

از مراد دل جداتر مى شود
جاهَدُوا فِينا بگفت آن شهريار
جاهدوا عنا نگفت اى بى قرار

همچو كنعان كاو ز ننگ نوح رفت
بر فراز قله ى آن كوه زفت 

هر چه افزونتر همى جست او خلاص
سوى كه مى شد جداتر از مناص 
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Like this dervish for the sake of the treasure and the mine 
sought the bow more strongly every morning,

همچو اين درويش بهر گنج و كان
هر صباحى سخت تر جستى كمان 

And the more strongly he gripped the bow each time, 
the worse luck he had in respect of the treasure and the mark.

This parable is of vital import in the world: 
the soul of the ignorant is worthy of pain.

Inasmuch as the ignoramus disdains his teacher, 
consequently he goes and opens a new shop.

O picture, that shop, over the teacher, 
is stinking and full of scorpions and snakes.

Quickly lay waste that shop and turn back to the greenery 
and the rose-tress and the watering-place;

Not like Canaan, who from pride and ignorance 
made of the “protecting” mountain a ship of safety.

His knowledge of archery became a veil to him, 
while he had that object of desire present in his bosom.

Oh, how often have knowledge and keen wits and understandings 
become as the ghoul or brigand to the wayfarer!

Most of those destined for Paradise are simpletons, 
so that they escape from the mischief of philosophy.

Strip yourself of learning and vanity, 
in order that mercy may descend on you at every moment.

Cleverness is the opposite of abasement and supplication: 
give up cleverness and sort with stupidity.

Know that cleverness is a trap for gaining victory and ambition 
and a scarecrow: why should the pure devotee wish to be clever?

The clever ones are content with an ingenious device; 
the simple ones have gone from the artifice to rest in the Artificer,

Because at breakfast time 
a mother will have laid the little child’s hands and feet on her bosom.

هر كمانى كاو گرفتى سخت تر
بود از گنج و نشان بد بخت تر

اين مثل اندر زمانه جانى است
جان نادانان به رنج ارزانى است 
ز انكه جاهل ننگ دارد ز اوستاد

لاجرم رفت و دكانى نو گشاد
آن دكان بالاى استاد اى نگار

گنده و پر كژدم است و پر ز مار
زود ويران كن دكان و باز گرد

سوى سبزه و گلبنان و آب خورد
ته چو كنعان كاو ز كبر و ناشناخت

از كه عاصم سفينه ى فوز ساخت 
علم تير اندازى اش آمد حجاب

و آن مراد او را بده حاضر به جيب 
اى بسا علم و ذكاوات و فطن

گشته ره رو را چو غول و راه زن 
بيشتر اصحاب جنت ابلهند
تا ز شر فيلسوفى مى رهند

خويش را عريان كن از فضل و فضول
تا كند رحمت به تو هر دم نزول 
زيركى ضد شكست است و نياز

زيركى بگذار و با گولى بساز
زيركى دان دام برد و طمع و گاز

تا چه خواهد زيركى را پاك باز
يركان با صنعتى قانع شده

ابلهان از صنع در صانع شده 
ز انكه طفل خرد را مادر نهاد
دست و پا باشد نهاده بر كنار
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حكايت آن سه مسافر مسلمان و ترسا و جهود كه به منزل قوتى يافتند و ترسا و جهود سير بودند 
گفتند اين قوت را فردا خوريم مسلمان صايم بود گرسنه ماند از آن كه مغلوب بود

Story of the three travellers—a Moslem, a Christian, and a Jew— who obtained some food at a 
hostelry. The Christian and the Jew had already eaten their fill, so they said, “Let us eat this food 

to-morrow.” The Moslem was fasting, and he remained hungry because he was overpowered.

Here listen to a story, O son, 
in order that you may not suffer affliction in talent.

As it happened, a Jew and a true believer 
and a Christian travelled together on a journey.

A true believer travelled along with two miscreants, 
like reason with a carnal soul and Devil.

In travel the man of Merv and the man of Rayy 
meet one another as companions on the road and at table.

Crow and owl and falcon come into the cage: 
the holy and the irreligious become mates in prison.

At night Easterners and Westerners and Transoxanians 
make their abode in the same caravanseray.

Small and great remain together for days in the caravanseray 
because of frost and snow.

As soon as the road is opened and the obstacle removed, 
they separate and everyone goes in a direction.

When sovereign Reason breaks the cage, 
all the birds fly away, each one to a quarter.

Before this each one, full of longing and lament, 
spreads its wings towards its destination, in desire for its mate.

At every moment it spreads its wings with tears and sighs, 
but it has no room or way to fly.

Way is made, each one flies like the wind 
towards that in remembrance of which it spread its wings.

Its way, when it gains the opportunity, 
is towards the region whither its tears and sighs were.

Consider your own body: 
from what places were these corporeal parts collected in the body—

ك حكايت بشنو اينجا اى پسر
تا نگردى ممتحن اندر هنر

آن جهود و مومن و ترسا مگر
همرهى كردند با هم در سفر
با دو گمره همره آمد مومنى

چون خرد با نفس و با آهرمنى 
مرغزى و رازى افتند از سفر
همره و هم سفره پيش همدگر

در قفس افتند زاغ و جغد و باز
جفت شد در حبس پاك و بى نماز

كرده منزل شب به يك كاروانسرا
اهل شرق و اهل غرب و ما ورا

مانده در كاروانسرا خرد و شگرف
روزها با هم ز سرما و ز برف 
چون گشاده شد ره و بگشاد بند
بگسلند و هر يكى جايى روند
چون قفس را بشكند شاه خرد

جمع مرغان هر يكى سويى پرد
پر گشايد پيش از اين پر شوق و باد

در هواى جنس خود سوى معاد
پر گشايد هر دمى با اشك و آه
ليك پريدن ندارد روى و راه 
راه شد هر يك پرد مانند باد

سوى آن كز ياد آن پر مى گشاد
آن طرف كه بود اشك و آه او

چون كه فرصت يافت باشد راه او
در تن خود بنگر اين اجزاى تن

از كجاها گرد آمد در بدن 
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Watery and earthen and airy and fiery, 
celestial and terrestrial, of Rum and of Kash.

آبى و خاكى و بادى و آتشى
عرشى و فرشى و رومى و كشى 

In this caravanseray one and all, from fear of the snow, 
have closed their eyes to the hope of returning.

The various snows are the congealing of every inanimate thing 
in the winter of farness from that Sun of justice.

When the heat of the angry Sun flames, 
the mountain becomes now sand and now wool.

The gross inanimate things dissolve, 
like the dissolution of the body at the hour of the spirit’s departure.

When these three fellow-travellers arrived at a certain hostelry, 
a man of fortune brought them halwá as a gift.

A benefactor brought to the three strangers 
halwá from the kitchen of Lo, I am near.

One who had expectation of the reward 
brought warm bread and a dish of halwá made with honey.

Intelligence and culture are characteristic of townsmen; 
hospitality and entertainment are characteristic of tent-dwellers.

The Merciful has implanted hospitality to strangers 
and entertainment in the villagers.

Every day in the villages there is a new guest 
who has none to help him except God.

Every night in the villages are new-comers 
who have no refuge there save God.

The two aliens were surfeited with food and suffering from indigestion; 
the true believer, as it happened, was fasting day.

At the evening prayer, when the halwá arrived, 
the true believer was reduced to extreme hunger.

The two said, “We have eaten our fill: 
let us put it away to-night and eat it tomorrow.

To-night let us practise self-denial and refrain from food; 
let us hide the dainty for to-morrow.”

The true believer said, “Let this be eaten to-night; 
let us put away self-denial till to-morrow.”

Then they said to him, “Your purpose in this wisdom-mongering 
is that you may eat it by yourself.”

از اميد عود هر يك بسته طرف
اندر اين كاروانسرا از بيم برف 
برف گوناگون جمود هر جماد
در شتاى بعد آن خورشيد داد

چون بتابد تف آن خورشيد خشم
كوه گردد گاه ريگ و گاه پشم 

در گداز آيد جمادات گران
چون گداز تن به وقت نقل جان 

چون رسيدند اين سه همره منزلى
هديه شان آورد حلوا مقبلى 

برد حلوا پيش آن هر سه غريب
محسنى از مطبخ انى قريب 

نان گرم و صحن حلواى عسل
برد آن كه در ثوابش بود امل 
الكياسه و الادب لاهل المدر
الضيافة و القرى لاهل الوبر

الضيافة للغريب و القرى
ودع الرحمن فى اهل القرى

كل يوم فى القرى ضيف حديث
ما له غير الاله من مغيث 

كل ليل فى القرى وفد جديد
ما لهم ثم سوى اللهَّ محيد

تخمه بودند آن دو بيگانه ز خور
بود صايم روز آن مومن مگر
چون نماز شام آن حلوا رسيد

بود مومن مانده در جوع شديد
آن دو كس گفتند ما از خور پريم

امشبش بنهيم و فردايش خوريم 
صبر گيريم امشب از خور تن زنيم

بهر فردا لوت را پنهان كنيم 
گفت مومن امشب اين خورده شود

صبر را بنهيم تا فردا بود
پس بدو گفتند زين حكمت گرى
قصد تو آن است تا تنها خورى 
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“O my friends,” said he, “are not we three persons? 
Since disagreement has occurred, let us share.

گفت اى ياران نه كه ما سه تنيم
چون خلاف افتاد تا قسمت كنيم 

Let him who wishes take his own share to his heart; 
let him who wishes put his share in hiding.”

The two said to him, “Abandon sharing: 
give ear to ‘The sharer is in Hell-fire’ from the Traditions.”

He replied, “The sharer is he that has shared himself 
between sensuality and God.”

You are God’s property and His share entirely: 
you give the share to another, you are a dualist.

This lion would have prevailed over the curs, 
if it had not been the turn of those evil-natured ones.

It was their intention that the Moslem should suffer pain 
and pass the night in want of food.

He was overpowered: he said, with resignation and acquiescence, 
“My friends, I hear and obey.”

So they slept that night, 
and in the morning they rose and dressed themselves,

And washed their faces and mouths; 
and each one had a method and practice in his devotions.

For a while each one applied himself to his devotions, 
seeking favour from God.

True believer and Christian, Jew and Guebre and Magi— 
the faces of them all are towards that mighty Sultan.

Nay, stone and earth and mountain and water 
have their invisible recourse to God.

This topic is infinite. 
At that time the three companions looked on one another friendlily,

And one said, 
“Let each relate what he dreamed last night.

Let him who had the best dream eat this: 
let the most excellent carry off the share of every one that is excelled.”

He who mounts highest in reason—
his eating is the eating of all.

His luminous spirit is supreme: 
it is enough for the rest of them to tend him.

هر كه خواهد قسم خود بر جان زند
هر كه خواهد قسم خود پنهان كند
آن دو گفتندش ز قسمت در گذر
گوش كن قسام فى النار از خبر
گفت قسام آن بود كاو خويش را

كرد قسمت بر هوا و بر خدا
ملك حق و جمله قسم اوستى

قسم ديگر را دهى دو گوستى 
اين اسد غالب شدى هم بر سگان

گر نبودى نوبت آن بد رگان 
قصدشان آن كآن مسلمان غم خورد

شب بر او در بى نوايى بگذرد
بود مغلوب او به تسليم و رضا

گفت سمعا طاعه اصحابنا
پس بخفتند آن شب و برخاستند

بامدادان خويش را آراستند
روى شستند و دهان و هر يكى
داشت اندر ورد راه و مسلكى 
يك زمانى هر كسى آورد رو

سوى ورد خويش از حق فضل جو
مومن و ترسا جهود و گبر و مغ
جمله را رو سوى آن سلطان الغ 

بلكه سنگ و خاك و كوه و آب را
هست واگشت نهانى با خدا

اين سخن پايان ندارد هر سه يار
رو به هم كردند آن دم ياروار

آن يكى گفتا كه هر يك خواب خويش
آن چه ديد او دوش گو آور به پيش 

هر كه خوابش بهتر اين را او خورد
قسم هر مفضول را افضل برد

آن كه اندر عقل بالاتر رود
خوردن او خوردن جمله بود

فوق آمد جان پر انوار او
باقيان را بس بود تيمار او
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Since those endowed with reason endure forever, 
in reality this world is enduring forever.

عاقلان را چون بقا آمد ابد
پس به معنى اين جهان باقى بود

Then the Jew related his dream 
whither his spirit had wandered during the night.

He said, “Moses met me on the way, 
‘the cat sees a fat sheep’s tail in her dreams.’

I followed Moses to Mt Sinai: 
in the Light all three of us vanished.

All three shadows disappeared in the Sun; 
after that, there came from the Light an opening of the door.

From the heart of that Light another Light sprang up, 
and then the second quickly sought to transcend it.

Both I and Moses and also Mt Sinai, we were lost, all three, 
in that effulgence of the Light.

After that, I saw the mountain break into three pieces 
when the Light of God surged upon it.

When the Attribute of Majesty was revealed to it, 
it burst asunder in every direction.

One piece of the mountain fell towards the sea, 
and the water bitter as poison was made sweet.

One piece thereof sank into the earth, 
and a medicinal spring of running water gushed forth,

So that its water became a cure for all the sick 
by the blessedness of the goodly revelation.

The other piece flew at once to the neighbourhood of the Ka‘ba 
where ‘Arafat was.

When I came back to myself out of that swoon, 
Sinai was in its place, neither greater nor less;

But under the foot of Moses it was melting like ice: 
no spur or peak of it remained.

The mountain was levelled to the earth by terror: 
it was turned upside down by that awful Majesty.

After that scattering I came to myself again 
and saw that Sinai and Moses were unchanged,

And that the desert skirting the mountain was filled from end to end 
with people resembling Moses in their faces.

پس جهود آورد آن چه ديده بود
تا كجا شب روح او گرديده بود
گفت در ره موسى ام آمد به پيش

گربه بيند دنبه اندر خواب خويش 
در پى موسى شدم تا كوه طور
هر سه مان گشتيم ناپيدا ز نور

هر سه سايه محو شد ز آن آفتاب
بعد از آن ز آن نور شد يك فتح باب 

نور ديگر از دل آن نور رست
پس ترقى جست آن ثانيش چست 

هم من و هم موسى و هم كوه طور
هر سه گم گشتيم ز آن اشراق نور
بعد از آن ديدم كه كه سه شاخ شد
چون كه نور حق در او نفاخ شد

وصف هيبت چون تجلى زد بر او
مى گسست از هم همى شد سو به سو

آن يكى شاخ كه آمد سوى يم
گشت شيرين آب تلخ همچو سم 

آن يكى شاخش فرو شد در زمين
چشمه ى دارو برون آمد معين 

كه شفاى جمله رنجوران شد آب
از همايونى وحى مستطاب 
آن يكى شاخ دگر پريد زود

تا جوار كعبه كه عرفات بود
باز از آن صعقه چو با خود آمدم
طور بر جا بد نه افزون و نه كم 

ليك زير پاى موسى همچو يخ
مى گدازيد او نماندش شاخ و شخ 
با زمين هموار شد كه از نهيب

گشت بالايش از آن هيبت نشيب 
باز با خود آمدم ز آن انتشار

باز ديدم طور و موسى برقرار
و آن بيابان سر به سر در ذيل كوه

پر خلايق شكل موسى در وجوه 
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Their mantles were like his staff and mantle: 
all were speeding joyously towards Sinai.

چون عصا و خرقه ى او خرقه شان
جمله سوى طور خوش دامن كشان 

All had lifted their hands in prayer 
and struck up together the tune of let me see You.

Again, as soon as the trance departed from me, 
the form of each one seemed to me to be diverse.

They were the prophets endowed with love: 
the unity of the prophets was apprehended by me.

Again, I beheld some mighty angels: 
their outward form was of bodies of snow;

And another circle of angels asking help: 
their outward form was wholly of fire.”

On this wise did the Jew tell: 
there is many a Jew whose end was praiseworthy.

Do not regard any infidel with contempt, 
for there may be hope of his dying a Moslem.

What knowledge have you of the close of his life 
that you should once avert your face from him?

Afterwards the Christian began to speak, saying, 
“The Messiah appeared to me in my dream.

I went with him to the Fourth Heaven, 
the centre and abode of the sun of this world.

Truly, the marvels of the citadels of Heaven 
have no relation to the wonders of the world.

Everyone knows, O pride of the sons, 
that the artifice of the celestial sphere exceeds the earth.”

Story of the camel and the ox and the ram who found a bunch of grass on the road, 
and each said, “I will eat it.”

Whilst a camel, ox, and ram were going along, 
they found a bunch of grass in front of the road.

The ram said, “If we divide this, 
certainly none of us will get his fill of it;

But whichever of us has lived longest has the best right to this fodder: 
let him eat;

جمله كفها در دعا افراخته
نغمه ى أَرِنِي به هم در ساخته 

باز آن غشيان چو از من رفت زود
صورت هر يك دگرگونم نمود

انبيا بودند ايشان اهل ود
اتحاد انبيايم فهم شد

باز املاكى همى ديدم شگرف
صورت ايشان بد از اجرام برف 

حلقه ى ديگر ملايك مستعين
صورت ايشان به جمله آتشين 

زين نسق مى گفت آن شخص جهود
بس جهودى كآخرش محمود بود
هيچ كافر را به خوارى منگريد

كه مسلمان مردنش باشد اميد
چه خبر دارى ز ختم عمر او

كه بگردانى از او يك باره رو
بعد از آن ترسا در آمد در كلام

كه مسيحم رو نمود اندر منام 
من شدم با او به چارم آسمان

مركز و مثواى خورشيد جهان 
خود عجبهاى قلاع آسمان
نسبتش نبود به آيات جهان 

هر كسى دانند اى فخر البنين
كه فزون باشد فن چرخ از زمين 

حكايت اشتر و گاو و قچ كه در راه بند گياه يافتند هر يكى مى گفت من خورم 

اشتر و گاو و قچى در پيش راه
يافتند اندر روش بندى گياه 

گفت قچ بخش ار كنيم اين را يقين
هيچ كس از ما نگردد سير از اين 

ليك عمر هر كه باشد بيشتر
اين علف او راست اولى گو بخور
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For to give the foremost place to the seniors 
has come from Mustafá among the practices observed by him,

كه اكابر را مقدم داشتن
آمده ست از مصطفى اندر سنن 

Although, at this time when vile men hold sway, 
the vulgar put forward the elders on two occasions,

Either in food that is burning hot, 
or on a bridge that is by cracks in a state of ruin.

The vulgar do not pay homage to a venerable Shaykh and leader 
without some mischievous idea associated.

This is their good: what must their evil be? 
Distinguish their foulness from their fairness.”

Parable

A king was going to the congregational mosque, 
and the marshals and mace-bearers were beating the people off.

The wielder of the stick would break the head of one 
and tear to bits the shirt of another.

A poor wretch amidst the throng received ten blows with the stick 
without any offence. “Begone,” they cried, “get out of the way!”

Dripping blood, he turned his face to the king and said, 
“Behold the manifest iniquity: why ask of that which is hidden?

This is your good: you are going to the mosque; 
what must your evil and burden be, O misguided one?”

The Pír never hears a salaam from a base fellow 
without being exceedingly tormented by him in the end.

If a wolf catch a saint, it is better than 
that the saint should be caught by the wicked carnal soul,

Because, though the wolf does great violence, 
yet it has not the same knowledge and craft and cunning;

Else how should it fall into the trap? 
Cunning is complete in man.

The ram said to the ox and the camel, 
“O comrades, since such a chance has come to us,

Let each declare the date of his life: the oldest has the best right, 
let the others suffer in silence.

گر چه پيران را در اين دور لئام
در دو موضع پيش مى دارند عام 
يا در آن لوتى كه آن سوزان بود
يا بر آن پل كز خلل ويران بود

خدمت شيخى بزرگى قايدى
عام نآرد بى قرينه ى فاسدى 

خيرشان اين است چه بود شرشان
قبحشان را باز دان از فرشان 

سوى جامع مى شد آن يك شهريار
خلق را مى زد نقيب و چوب دار
آن يكى را سر شكستى چوب زن

و آن دگر را بر دريدى پيرهن 
در ميانه بى دلى ده چوب خورد

بى گناهى كه برو از راه برد
خون چكان رو كرد با شاه و بگفت
ظلم ظاهر بين چه پرسى از نهفت 

خير تو اين است جامع مى روى
تا چه باشد شر و وزرت اى غوى 

يك سلامى نشنود پير از خسى
تا نپيچد عاقبت از وى بسى 
گرگ دريابد ولى را به بود

ز انكه دريابد ولى را نفس بد
ز انكه گرگ ار چه كه بس استمگرى است

ليكش آن فرهنگ و كيد و مكر نيست 
ور نه كى اندر فتادى او به دام

مكر اندر آدمى باشد تمام 
گفت قچ با گاو و اشتر اى رفاق

چون چنين افتاد ما را اتفاق 
هر يكى تاريخ عمر ابدا كنيد

پيرتر اولى است باقى تن زنيد
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In those times,” said the ram, 
“my pasturage was with the ram that was sacrificed for Ishmael.”

گفت قچ مرج من اندر آن عهود
با قچ قربان اسماعيل بود

The ox said, “I am the advanced in years, 
coupled with the ox that Adam yoked.

I am the yoke-fellow of the ox with which Adam, 
the forefather of mankind, used to plough the earth in sowing.”

When the camel heard the ox and the ram he was amazed: 
he lowered his head and picked up that.

Promptly, without any palaver, 
the Bactrian camel raised the bunch of fresh barley in the air,

Saying, “I, in sooth, need no chronology, 
since I have such a body and high neck.

Indeed everyone knows, O father’s darling, 
that I am not smaller than you.

Whoever is one of those possessed of intelligence knows this, 
that my nature is superior to yours.”

“All know that this lofty heaven 
is a hundred times as great as this low earth.

How can the wide expanse of the celestial domains 
be compared with the character of the terrestrial regions?”

How the Moslem in reply told his companions, the Jew and the Christian, 
what he had seen, and how they were disappointed.

Then the Moslem said, “O my friends, 
Mustafá came to me, my sovereign,

And said to me, ‘that one has sped to Sinai with him to whom God spoke, 
and has played the game of love;

And the other has been carried by Jesus, the Lord of happy star, 
to the zenith of the Fourth Heaven.

Arise, O you who have been left behind and have suffered injury, 
at least eat up the sweetmeat and comfit!

Those (two) talented and accomplished men have pushed forward 
and have read the book of fortune and honour.

گاو گفتا بوده ام من سال خورد
جفت آن گاوى كش آدم جفت كرد

جفت آن گاوم كش آدم جد خلق
در زراعت بر زمين مى كرد فلق 

چون شنيد از گاو و قچ اشتر شگفت
سر فرو آورد و آن را بر گرفت 

در هوا برداشت آن بند قصيل
اشتر بختى سبك بى قال و قيل 

كه مرا خود حاجت تاريخ نيست
كاين چنين جسمى و عالى گردنى است

خود همه كس داند اى جان پدر
كه نباشم از شما من خردتر

داند اين را هر كه ز اصحاب نهاست
كه نهاد من فزون تر از شماست 

جملگان دانند كاين چرخ بلند
هست صد چندان كه اين خاك نژند

كو گشاد رقعه هاى آسمان
كو نهاد بقعه هاى خاكدان 

جواب گفتن مسلمان آن چه ديد به يارانش جهود و ترسا و حسرت خوردن ايشان 

پس مسلمان گفت اى ياران من
پيشم آمد مصطفى سلطان من 

پس مرا گفت آن يكى بر طور تاخت
با كليم حق و نرد عشق باخت 

و آن دگر را عيسى صاحب قران
برد بر اوج چهارم آسمان 

خيز اى پس مانده ى ديده ضرر
بارى آن حلوا و يخنى را بخور

آن هنرمندان پر فن راندند
نامه ى اقبال و منصب خواندند

Those two eminent men have attained to their eminence and because 
of their talents have mingled with the angels.

آن دو فاضل فضل خود دريافتند
با ملايك از هنر دربافتند
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Listen, O foolish simpleton who have been left behind, 
jump up and seat yourself beside the bowl of halwá!’”

Thereupon they said to him, “Then, you greedy fellow, have you made 
a meal of the halwá and khabís? Oh, an astonishing thing!”

He replied, “When that sovereign who is obeyed gave the order, 
who was I that I should resist it?

Will you, Jew, rebel against the command of Moses 
if he summons you in a fair cause or a foul?

Can you, Christian, ever spurn the command of Christ 
for good or evil?

How, should I rebel against the Glory of the prophets? 
I have eaten the halwá and now I am happy.”

Then they said to him, “By God, you have dreamed a true dream, 
and it is better than a hundred dreams of ours.

Your dreaming is waking, O gleeful one, 
for its effect is made evident by waking.”

Abandon eminence and energy and skill: 
what matters is service and a goodly disposition.

For this God brought us forth: 
“I did not create mankind except to serve Me.”

How did that knowledge profit Sámirí, 
whom the skill banished from God’s door?

What did Qárún gain by his alchemy? 
See how the earth bore him down to its abyss.

What, after all, did Bu ’l-Hakam get from knowledge? 
On account of his unbelief he went headlong into Hell.

Know that knowledge consists in seeing fire plainly, 
not in prating that smoke is evidence of fire.

O you whose evidence in the eyes of the Sage 
is really more stinking than the evidence of the physician,

Since you have no evidence but this, O son, 
eat dung and inspect urine!

O you whose evidence is like the staff in your hand 
indicate that you suffer from blindness,

اى سليم گول واپس مانده هين
بر جه و بر كاسه ى حلوا نشين 

پس بگفتندش كه آن گه تو حريص
اى عجب خوردى ز حلواى خبيص 

گفت چون فرمود آن شاه مطاع
من كه بودم تا كنم ز آن امتناع 

تو جهود از امر موسى سركشى
گر بخواند در خوشى يا ناخوشى 

تو مسيحى هيچ از امر مسيح
سر توانى تافت در خير و قبيح 

من ز فخر انبيا سرچون كشم
خورده ام حلوا و اين دم سر خوشم 

پس بگفتندش كه و الله خواب راست
تو بديدى وين به از صد خواب ماست 

خواب تو بيدارى است اى بو بطر
كه به بيدارى عيانستش اثر

در گذر از فضل و از جلدى و فن
كار خدمت دارد و خلق حسن 
بهر اين آوردمان يزدان برون

ما خلقت الإنس إلا يعبدون 
سامرى را آن هنر چه سود كرد

كآن فن از باب اللهش مردود كرد
چه كشيد از كيميا قارون ببين

كه فرو بردش به قعر خود زمين 
بو الحكم آخر چه بر بست از هنر

سر نگون رفت او ز كفران در سقر
خود هنر آن دان كه ديد آتش عيان

نه گپ دل على النار الدخان
اى دليلت گنده تر پيش لبيب

در حقيقت از دليل آن طبيب 
چون دليلت نيست جز اين اى پسر

گوه مى خور در گميزى مى نگر
اى دليل تو مثال آن عصا

در كفت دل على عيب العمى 
Noise and pompous talk and assumption of authority, 
“I cannot see: excuse me.”

غلغل و طاق و طرنب و گير و دار
كه نمى بينم مرا معذور دار
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منادى كردن سيد ملك ترمد كه هر كه در سه يا چهار روز به سمرقند روند به فلان مهم خلعت و اسب و 
غلام و كنيزك و چندين زر دهم، و شنيدن دلقك خبر اين منادى در ده و آمدن به اولاقى نزد شاه كه من 

بارى نتوانم رفتن 
How the Sayyid, the King of Tirmid, proclaimed that he would give robes of honour 

and horses and slave-boys and slave-girls and a large sum in gold 
to anyone who would go on urgent business to Samarkand in three or four days; 

and how Dalqak, having heard the news of this proclamation in the country, 
came post-haste to the king, saying, “I, at all events, cannot go.”

The sagacious Dalqak was the buffoon of the Sayyid of Tirmid, 
who reigned in that place.

He proclaimed that he would bestow treasures 
on any one who should bring him news from there in five days.

Dalqak was in the country and heard of that: 
he mounted and galloped to Tirmid.

Two horses dropped on the way 
because of his galloping in that manner.

Then, from the dust of the road, he ran into the council-chamber 
and demanded admission to the king at an untimely hour.

A whispered rumour arose in the council 
and the Sultan became agitated.

The hearts of the nobles and populace of the city were stricken with panic, 
what disturbance and calamity had occurred,

“Either a conquering enemy is about to attack us 
or a deadly calamity has emerged from the Unseen,

For Dalqak, riding hard from the country 
has killed several Arab horses on the way.”

The people gathered at the king’s palace, 
wondering why Dalqak had come in such a hurry.

Because of his haste and the enormity of his exertions, 
tumult and commotion arose in Tirmid;

One man beating both hands against his knee, 
while another, from presentiment of evil, was uttering woeful cries.

On account of the hubbub and distraction and the dread of punishment 
every heart went to a hundred streets of phantasy.

سيد ترمد كه آن جا شاه بود
مسخره ى او دلقك آگاه بود

زد منادى هر كه اندر پنج روز
آردم ز آن جا خبر بدهم كنوز
دلقك اندر ده بد و آن را شنيد

بر نشست و تا به ترمذ مى دويد
مركبى دو اندر آن ره شد سقط
از دوانيدن فرس را ز آن نمط

پس به ديوان در دويد از گرد راه
وقت ناهنگام ره جست او به شاه 

فجفجى در جمله ى ديوان فتاد
شورشى در وهم آن سلطان فتاد

خاص و عام شهر را دل شد ز دست
تا چه تشويش و بلا حادث شده ست 

يا عدوى قاهرى در قصد ماست
يا بلايى مهلكى از غيب خاست 
كه زده دلقك به سيران درشت
چند اسب تازى اندر راه كشت 
جمع گشته بر سراى شاه خلق

تا چرا آمد چنين اشتاب دلق 
از شتاب او و فحش اجتهاد

غلغل و تشويش در ترمد فتاد
آن يكى دو دست بر زانو زنان
و آن دگر از وهم وا ويلا كنان 

از نفير و فتنه و خوف نكال
هر دلى رفته به صد كوى خيال 

He had an urgent affair in Samarkand, 
and wanted a courier in order that he might conclude it.

داشت كارى در سمرقند او مهم
جست الاقى تا شود او مستتم 
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Everyone was taking an omen 
by conjecture what had set the rug on fire.

هر كسى فالى همى زد از قياس
تا چه آتش اوفتاد اندر پلاس 

He sought admission and the king at once granted it to him. 
When he kissed the earth, the king said to him, “Hey, what’s the matter?”

Whenever anyone asked that sour-faced man for some particulars, 
he laid his hand on his lips as though to say “Hush!”

Apprehension was increased by his gravity: 
all were perplexed and dumbfounded by him.

Dalqak made a gesture, as though to say, 
“O gracious king, let me have a moment to take breath,

That my wits may once come back to me, 
for I am fallen into a marvellous state.”

After a little while, during which both the throat and the mouth of the king 
were made bitter by foreboding and surmise—

Because he had never seen Dalqak like this; 
for there was no companion more agreeable to him than he;

He was always bringing up stories and jests 
and keeping the king in merriment and laughter.

When sitting he used to make him laugh 
so that the king would grip his belly with both hands;

And his body sweated from the violence of his laughter 
and he would fall on his face with laughing.

To-day, on the contrary, he, pale and grim like this, 
is laying his hand on his lips as though to say, “Hush, O King!”

Foreboding on foreboding and fancy on fancy 
to the king what chastisement would come,

For the king’s heart was anxious and alarmed 
because the Khwárizmsháh was very bloodthirsty,

And that perverse had killed many kings in that region 
either by craft or violence.

This King of Tirmid was apprehensive of him, 
and his apprehension was increased by the artifice of Dalqak.

He said, “Be quick! Tell what is the matter. 
Who is the cause of your being so perturbed and agitated?”

He replied, “I heard in the country 
that the king had proclaimed on every highway

راه جست و راه دادش شاه زود
چون زمين بوسيد گفتش هى چه بود

هر كه مى پرسيد حالى ز آن ترش
دست بر لب مى نهاد او كه خمش 

وهم مى افزود زين فرهنگ او
جمله در تشويش گشته دنگ او
كرد اشارت دلق كاى شاه كرم

يك دمى بگذار تا من دم زنم 
تا كه باز آيد به من عقلم دمى

كه فتادم در عجايب عالمى 
بعد يك ساعت كه شه از وهم و ظن

تلخ گشتش هم گلو و هم دهن 
كه نديده بود دلقك را چنين

كه از او خوشتر نبودش همنشين 
دايما دستان و لاغ افراشتى

شاه را او شاد و خندان داشتى 
آن چنان خندانش كردى در نشست
كه گرفتى شه شكم را با دو دست 
كه ز زور خنده خوى كردى تنش

رو در افتادى ز خنده كردنش 
باز امروز اين چنين زرد و ترش

دست بر لب مى زند كاى شه خمش 
وهم در وهم و خيال اندر خيال
شاه را تا خود چه آيد از نكال 
كه دل شه با غم و پرهيز بود

ز انكه خوارزمشاه بس خون ريز بود
بس شهان آن طرف را كشته بود
يا به حيله يا به سطوت آن عنود
اين شه ترمد از او در وهم بود

و ز فن دلقك خود آن وهمش فزود
گفت زوتر باز گو تا حال چيست

اين چنين آشوب و شور تو ز كيست
گفت من در ده شنيدم آن كه شاه

زد منادى بر سر هر شاه راه 

2525
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That he required someone to run to Samarkand in three days 
and would bestow treasures.

كه كسى خواهم كه تازد در سه روز
تا سمرقند و دهم او را كنوز

I hurried to you in order to say 
that I am not able to do it.

For one like me such agility is impossible: 
at all events do not expect this of me.”

“Curse your hurry!” cried the king; 
“for a hundred confusions have arisen in the city.

For this trifle, O half-baked fool, 
you have set fire to this meadow and hay?”

Like these raw persons with drum and banner, saying, 
“We are couriers in poverty and non-existence,”

Boast far and wide of being Shaykhs 
and make out that they have the rank of Bayazid,

And, having travelled away from themselves and become united, 
open a secret religious gathering in the abode of pretension.

The bridegroom’s house is full of turmoil and trouble; 
the girl’s family knows nothing about it.

An outcry, saying, “Half the affair is concluded: 
the conditions that are on our side have been fulfilled.

We have swept and garnished the rooms 
and have risen up intoxicated and glad with this ardent desire.”

Has any message come from over there? “No.” 
Has any bird come here from that roof ? “No.”

After these missives  one on the top of another, 
has any answer reached you from that neighbourhood?

“No; but our Friend is acquainted with this, 
because inevitably there is a way from heart to heart.”

Why, then, is the way devoid of answer 
to letter from the Friend who is your hope?

There are a hundred signs, secret and manifest; 
but desist, do not lift the curtain from this door.

Return to the story of that foolish Dalqak 
who brought tribulation on himself by his silly meddling.

Afterwards the vizier said to him, 
“O Pillar of the Truth, hear a word from your humble slave.

من شتابيدم بر تو بهر آن
تا بگويم كه ندارم آن توان 

اين چنين جستى نيايد از چو من
بارى اين اوميد را بر من متن 

گفت شه لعنت بر اين زوديت باد
كه دو صد تشويش در شهر اوفتاد

از براى اين قدر اى خام ريش
آتش افكندى در اين مرج و حشيش 

همچو اين خامان با طبل و علم
كه الاقانيم در فقر و عدم 

لاف شيخى در جهان انداخته
خويشتن را بايزيدى ساخته 

هم ز خود سالك شده واصل شده
محفلى واكرده در دعوى كده 
خانه ى داماد پر آشوب و شر
قوم دختر را نبوده زين خبر

ولوله كه كار نيمى راست شد
شرطهايى كه ز سوى ماست شد

خانه ها را روفتيم آراستيم
زين هوس سر مست و خوش برخاستيم 

ز آن طرف آمد يكى پيغام نى
مرغى آمد اين طرف ز آن بام نى 

زين رسالات مزيد اندر مزيد
يك جوابى ز آن حواليتان رسيد
نى و ليكن يار ما زين آگه است

ز انكه از دل سوى دل لا بد ره است 
پس از آن يارى كه اوميد شماست

از جواب نامه ره خالى چراست 
صد نشان است از سرار و از جهار

ليك بس كن پرده زين در بر مدار
باز رو تا قصه ى آن دلق گول

كه بلا بر خويش آورد از فضول 
پس وزيرش گفت اى حق را ستن

بشنو از بنده ى كمينه يك سخن 
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Dalqak came from the country on some enterprise; 
his mind is changed and he has repented.

دلقك از ده بهر كارى آمده ست
راى او گشت و پشيمانش شده ست 

He is making the old new with water and oil, 
he is evading by means of buffoonery.

He has displayed the scabbard and concealed the sword: 
he must be tortured without mercy.

Unless you break the pistachio or walnut, 
it will neither reveal its heart nor give any oil.

Do not listen to this skilful defence of his; 
look at his trembling and his colour.

God has said, ‘Their mark is on their faces,’ 
for the mark is an informer and tell-tale.

This ocular evidence is opposed to that story, 
for this mankind is moulded of evil.”

“O Sahib,” cried Dalqak, wailing and sobbing, 
“do not endeavour to shed the blood of this miserable wretch.

Many a thought and fancy that is not real and true 
comes into the mind, O Prince.

Truly, some suspicion is a sin, O Vizier: 
injustice is not right, especially to a poor man.

The king does not chastise one who vexes him: 
wherefore should he chastise one who makes him laugh?”

The words of the Sahib impressed the king, 
and he resolved to clear up this deceit and imposture.

“Take Dalqak to prison,” he said, 
“and pay no attention to his wheedling and hypocrisy.

Beat him, empty-bellied like a drum, 
that like a drum he may give us information.

The drum is wet or dry or full or empty, 
its sound informs us of everything.

In order that he may be compelled to declare the secret, 
so that these hearts will be reassured.

Since the shining truth is tranquil, 
the heart will not be calmed by lying words.

Falsehood is like a straw, and the heart like a mouth: 
a straw never becomes hidden in the mouth.

ز آب و روغن كهنه را نو مى كند
او به مسخرگى برون شو مى كند

غمد را بنمود و پنهان كرد تيغ
بايد افشردن مر او را بى دريغ 

پسته را يا جوز را تا نشكنى
نه نمايد دل نه بدهد روغنى 

مشنو اين دفع وى و فرهنگ او
در نگر در ارتعاش و رنگ او

گفت حق سيماهم فى وجههم
ز انكه غماز است سيما و منم 
اين معاين هست ضد آن خبر

كه به شر بسرشته آمد اين بشر
گفت دلقك با فغان و با خروش

صاحبا در خون اين مسكين مكوش 
بس گمان و وهم آيد در ضمير

كآن نباشد حق و صادق اى امير
نِّ إِثْمٌ است اى وزير إِنَّ بَعْضَ الظَّ
نيست استم راست خاصه بر فقير

شه نگيرد آن كه مى رنجاندش
از چه گيرد آن كه مى خنداندش 

گفت صاحب پيش شه جا گير شد
كاشف اين مكر و اين تزوير شد
گفت دلقك را سوى زندان بريد
چاپلوس و زرق او را كم خريد
مى زنيدش چون دهل اشكم تهى

تا دهل وار او دهدمان آگهى 
تر و خشك و پر و تى باشد دهل

بانگ او آگه كند ما را ز كل 
تا بگويد سر خود از اضطرار

آن چنان كه گيرد اين دلها قرار
چون طمانينه ست صدق با فروغ

دل نيارامد به گفتار دروغ 
كذب چون خس باشد و دل چون دهان

خس نگردد در دهان هرگز نهان 

2565
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So long as it is there, he keeps moving his tongue, 
in order that thereby he may eject it from his mouth.

تا در او باشد زبانى مى زند
تا بد آن اش از دهان بيرون كند

Especially, when a straw by the wind falls into the eye, 
the eye begins to water and shut and open.

We, therefore, now kick this straw, i
n order that our mouth and eye may be delivered from  this straw.”

Dalqak said, “O King, be calm: 
do not scratch the face of clemency and forgiveness.

Why such an excessive haste to take revenge? 
I cannot fly away; I am in your hand.

It is not right to be haste in correction 
that is for God’s sake;

That which is humour and casual anger, 
he is in a hurry lest he should become content.

He is afraid that, if contentment comes and his anger goes: 
his revenge and the pleasure of it will be lost.

False appetite makes haste to the food for fear of missing the pleasure: 
that is sickness indeed.

The appetite be true, it is better to delay, 
in order that it may be digested without difficulty.

Will you beat me for the purpose of averting a calamity, 
to the end that you may see the crevice and block it up,

So that the calamity will not issue from that crevice? 
Destiny has many a crevice besides that one.

Violence is not the means of averting calamity: 
the means is beneficence and pardon and kindness.

He said, ‘Alms is a means of averting calamity: 
cure your diseased ones by alms, O youth.’

It is not alms-giving to burn a poor man 
and to blind the eye that meditates on forbearance.”

The king replied, “Charity and the occasion for it are excellent, 
but when you perform an act of charity in its place.

You put the king in the rook’s place, it is ruin; 
likewise, the horse in the king’s place, it is the act of an ignoramus.

Both bounty and severity are in the religious Law: 
for the king the throne, for the horse  the gate.

خاصه كه در چشم افتد خس ز باد
چشم افتد در نم و بند و گشاد

ما پس اين خس را زنيم اكنون لگد
تا دهان و چشم از اين خس وارهد

گفت دلقك اى ملك آهسته باش
روى حلم و مغفرت را كم خراش 

تا بدين حد چيست تعجيل نقم
من نمى پرم به دست تو درم 
آن ادب كه باشد از بهر خدا
اندر آن مستعجلى نبود روا

و انچه باشد طبع و خشم عارضى
مى شتابد تا نگردد مرتضى 

ترسد ار آيد رضا خشمش رود
انتقام و ذوق آن فايت شود

شهوت كاذب شتابد در طعام
خوف فوت ذوق هست آن خود سقام 

اشتها صادق بود تاخير به
تا گواريده شود آن بى گره 

تو پى دفع بلايم مى زنى
تا ببينى رخنه را بندش كنى 
تا از آن رخنه برون نايد بلا

غير آن رخنه بسى دارد قضا
چاره ى دفع بلا نبود ستم

چاره احسان باشد و عفو و كرم 
گفت الصدقة مرد للبلا

داو مرضاك بصدقه يا فتى 
صدقه نبود سوختن درويش را
كور كردن چشم حلم انديش را

گفت شه نيكوست خير و موقعش
ليك چون خيرى كنى در موضعش
موضع رخ شه نهى ويرانى است
موضع شه اسب هم نادانى است 

در شريعت هم عطا هم زجر هست
شاه را صدر و فرس را درگه است 

2585
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What is justice? To put in its place. 
What is injustice? To put it in its wrong place.

عدل چه بود وضع اندر موضعش
ظلم چه بود وضع در ناموقعش 

Nothing is vain that God created, 
anger or forbearance or sincere counsel or guile.

None of these things is absolutely good, 
nor is any of them absolutely evil.

The usefulness and harm of each depend on the place: 
for this reason knowledge is necessary and useful.

Oh, many a punishment inflicted on a poor fellow 
is more meritorious than bread and sweetmeat,

For sweetmeat unseasonably causes yellow bile, 
slaps purge him of wickedness.

Give the poor fellow a slap in season: 
it will save him from beheading.

The blow is really inflicted because of evil disposition: 
the stick falls on the dust, not on the felt.

Every Bahram has a banquet-hall and a prison: 
the banquet is for the sincere and the prison for the half-baked.

A sore wants lancing and you apply a poultice to it, 
you will establish the pus in the sore,

So that it will eat away the flesh underneath: 
will be a half of profit and fifty losses.”

Dalqak said, “I am not saying, ‘Let pass’; 
I am saying, ‘Take some care to investigate.’

Listen, do not bar the road of patience and deliberation: 
be patient, reflect for a few days.

In deliberation you will hit upon a certainty, 
you will chastise me with a sure conviction.”

Why, indeed, walks falling in wayfaring, 
when it behooves him to walk in an upright posture?

Take counsel with the company of the righteous: 
note the command to the Prophet, “Consult them.”

Their affair is consultation are to this purpose, 
for owing to consultation mistakes and errors occur less.

These intellects are luminous like lamps: 
twenty lamps are brighter than one.

نيست باطل هر چه يزدان آفريد
از غضب و ز حلم و ز نصح و مكيد

خير مطلق نيست زينها هيچ چيز
شر مطلق نيست زينها هيچ نيز

نفع و ضر هر يكى از موضع است
علم از اين رو واجبست و نافع است 

اى بسا زجرى كه بر مسكين رود
در ثواب از نان و حلوا به بود
ز انكه حلوا بى اوان صفرا كند

سيلى اش از خبث مستنقا كند
سيليى در وقت بر مسكين بزن

كه رهاند آنش از گردن زدن 
زخم در معنى فتد از خوى بد
چوب بر گرد اوفتد نه بر نمد

بزم و زندان هست هر بهرام را
بزم مخلص را و زندان خام را

شق بايد ريش را مرهم كنى
چرك را در ريش مستحكم كنى 

تا خورد مر گوشت را در زير آن
نيم سودى باشد و پنجه زيان 
گفت دلقك من نمى گويم گذار

من همى گويم تحريى بيار
هين ره صبر و تانى در مبند

صبر كن انديشه مى كن روز چند
در تانى بر يقينى بر زنى

گوشمال من به ايقانى كنى 
در روش يَمْشِي مُكِبًّا خود چرا
چون همى شايد شدن در استوا
مشورت كن با گروه صالحان

بر پيمبر امر شاوِرْهُمْ بدان 
أَمْرُهُمْ شُورى  براى اين بود

كز تشاور سهو و كژ كمتر رود
اين خردها چون مصابيح انور است

بيست مصباح از يكى روشن تر است 
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There may happen to be amongst them 
a lamp that has become aflame with the light of Heaven,

بو كه مصباحى فتد اندر ميان
مشتعل گشته ز نور آسمان 

The jealousy of God has produced a veil 
and has mingled the low and the lofty together.

He has said, “Travel”: 
always seek in the world and try your fortune and lot.

In assembly-places always be seeking amidst the intellects 
such an intellect as is in the Prophet,

For the only heritage from the Prophet 
is that which perceives the unseen things before and behind.

Amidst the eyes, too, always be seeking that eye 
which this epitome has not the power to describe.

Hence the majestic has forbidden monkery 
and going to live as a hermit in the mountains,

In order that this kind of meeting should not be lost; 
for to be looked on by them is fortune and an elixir of immortality.

Amongst the righteous there is one the most righteous: 
his diploma verified by the Sultan’s hand a sahh,

That the prayer is linked with acceptance, 
the greatest of men and Jinn are not his peers.

Those who are sweet or sour in contention with him, 
in God’s sight their argument is null,

For, “As We have exalted him by Ourselves, 
We have done away with plea and argument .”

Since the Hand of God has made the Qibla manifest, 
henceforth deem searching to be disallowed.

Listen; avert your face and head from searching, 
now that the Destination and Dwelling-place has come into view.

If you forget this Qibla for one moment, 
you will become in thrall to every worthless qibla.

When you show ingratitude to him that gives you discernment, 
the thought that recognises the Qibla will dart away from you.

If you desire benefit and wheat from this Barn, 
do not part, even for half an hour, from those who sympathise,

For at the moment when you part from this helper 
you will be afflicted with an evil comrade

غيرت حق پرده اى انگيخته ست
سفلى و علوى به هم آميخته ست 
گفت سِيرُوا مى طلب اندر جهان

بخت و روزى را همى كن امتحان 
در مجالس مى طلب اندر عقول

آن چنان عقلى كه بود اندر رسول 
ز انكه ميراث از رسول آن است و بس

كه ببيند غيبها از پيش و پس 
در بصرها مى طلب هم آن بصر

كه نتابد شرح آن اين مختصر
بهر اين كردست منع آن باشكوه

از ترهب وز شدن خلوت به كوه 
تا نگردد فوت اين نوع التقا

كآن نظر بخت است و اكسير بقا
در ميان صالحان يك اصلحى است

بر سر توقيعش از سلطان صحى است 
كآن دعا شد با اجابت مقترن
كفو او نبود كبار انس و جن 

در مرى اش آن كه حلو و حامض است
حجت ايشان بر حق داحض است 
كه چو ما او را به خود افراشتيم
عذر و حجت از ميان برداشتيم 

قبله را چون كرد دست حق عيان
پس تحرى بعد از اين مردود دان
هين بگردان از تحرى رو و سر

كه پديد آمد معاد و مستقر
يك زمان زين قبله گر ذاهل شوى

سخره ى هر قبله ى باطل شوى 
چون شوى تمييز ده را ناسپاس
بجهد از تو خطرت قبله شناس 

گر از اين انبار خواهى بر و بر
نيم ساعت هم ز هم دردان مبر

كه در آن دم كه ببرى زين معين
مبتلا گردى تو با بئس القرين 
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حكايت تعلق موش با چغز و بستن پاى هر دو به رشته ى دراز و بر كشيدن زاغ موش را و معلق شدن 
چغز و ناليدن او و پشيمانى او از تعلق با غير جنس و با جنس خود ناساختن 

Story of the attachment between the mouse and the frog: 
how they tied their legs together with a long string, and how a raven carried off the mouse, 

and how the frog was suspended and lamented and repented of having attached himself 
to an animal of a different species instead of sorting with one of his own kind.

As it happened, a mouse and a faithful frog 
had become friends on the bank of a river.

Both of them were bound to a tryst: 
every morning they would come into a nook,

They played heart-and-soul with one another 
and emptied their breasts of evil thoughts.

The hearts of both swelled from meeting: 
they recited stories and listened to each other,

Telling secrets with and without tongue, 
knowing how to interpret, “A united party is a mercy.”

Whenever the exultant consorted with the merry, 
a five years’ tale would come into his mind.

Flow of speech from the heart is a sign of friendship; 
obstruction of speech arises from lack of intimacy.

The heart that has seen the sweetheart, how should it remain bitter? 
A nightingale has seen the rose, how should he remain silent?

At the touch of Khadir the roasted fish came to life 
and took its abode in the sea.

To the friend, when he is seated beside his Friend, 
a hundred thousand tablets of mystery are made known.

The brow of the Friend is a Guarded Tablet: 
to him it reveals plainly the secret of the two worlds.

The Friend is the guide on the way during advance: 
hence Mustafá said, “My Companions are the stars.”

The star shows the way in sands and on the sea: 
fix your eye on the Star, for he is the one to be followed.

Keep your eye always paired with his face: 
do not stir up dust by way of discussion and argument,

از قضا موشى و چغزى با وفا
بر لب جو گشته بودند آشنا

هر دو تن مربوط ميقاتى شدند
هر صباحى گوشه اى مى آمدند

نرد دل با همدگر مى باختند
از وساوس سينه مى پرداختند
هر دو را دل از تلاقى متسع

همدگر را قصه خوان و مستمع
ازگويان با زبان و بى زبان

الجماعة رحمه را تاويل دان 
آن اشر چون جفت آن شاد آمدى

پنج ساله قصه اش ياد آمدى 
جوش نطق از دل نشان دوستى است

بستگى نطق از بى الفتى است 
دل كه دل بر ديد كى ماند ترش

بلبلى گل ديد كى ماند خمش 
ماهى بريان ز آسيب خضر

زنده شد در بحر گشت او مستقر
يار را با يار چون بنشسته شد

صد هزاران لوح سر دانسته شد
لوح محفوظى است پيشانى يار

راز كونينش نمايد آشكار
هادى راهست يار اندر قدوم

مصطفى زين گفت اصحابى نجوم 
نجم اندر ريگ و دريا رهنماست

چشم اندر نجم نه كو مقتداست 
چشم را با روى او مى دار جفت

گرد منگيزان ز راه بحث و گفت 
Because the Star will be hidden by that dust: 
the eye is better than the stumbling tongue.

ز انكه گردد نجم پنهان ز آن غبار
چشم بهتر از زبان با عثار
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In order that he may speak whose innermost garment is inspiration 
which lays the dust and does not stir up trouble.

When Adam became the theatre of inspiration and love, 
his rational soul revealed the knowledge of the Names.

His tongue, from the page of his heart, 
recited the name of everything as it is.

Through his vision his tongue was divulging 
the properties and essences of all things.

Such a name as fits the things, 
not so as to call a catamite a lion.

Nine hundred years Noah in the straightway, 
and every day he had a new sermon to preach.

His ruby drew its eloquence from the corundum in the hearts: 
he had not read the Risála or the Qútu ’l-qulúb.

He had never learned to preach from commentaries; nay, 
from the fountain of revelations and from the exposition by the spirit—

From the wine that when it is quaffed 
the water of speech gushes from the dumb,

And the new-born child becomes an eloquent divine and, 
like the Messiah, recites mature wisdom.

The prophet David learned a hundred odes 
from the mountain that gained from that wine sweet song.

All the birds left off chirping 
and joined their voices with King David as accompanists.

What wonder that a bird should be enraptured by him, 
since iron obeyed the call of his hand?

A roaring wind became murderous to Ad, 
to Solomon it became as a carrier.

A roaring wind carried on its head 
the throne of the king a month’s journey every morn and eve.

It became both a carrier and a spy for him, 
making the talk of the absent to be apprehended by him.

The waft of air that caught the words of the absent 
would hasten to the ear of the king,

تا بگويد او كه وحى استش شعار
كآن نشاند گرد و ننگيزد غبار

چون شد آدم مظهر وحى و وداد
ناطقه ى او علم الاسماء گشاد

نام هر چيزى چنان كه هست آن
از صحيفه ى دل روى گشتش زبان 

فاش مى گفتى زبان از رويتش
جمله را خاصيت و ماهيتش 

آن چنان نامى كه اشيا را سزد
نه چنان كه هيز را خواند اسد
نوح نه صد سال در راه سوى

بود هر روزيش تذكير نوى 
لعل او گويا ز ياقوت القلوب

نه رساله خوانده نه قوت القلوب 
وعظ را نآموخته هيچ از شروح
بلكه ينبوع كشوف و شرح روح 

ز آن ميى كآن مى چو نوشيده شود
آب نطق از گنگ جوشيده شود
طفل نو زاده شود حبر فصيح

حكمت بالغ بخواند چون مسيح 
از كهى كه يافت ز آن مى خوش لبى

صد غزل آموخت داود نبى 
مله مرغان ترك كرده جيك جيك

هم زبان و يار داود مليك 
چه عجب كه مرغ گردد مست او

چون شنود آهن نداى دست او
صرصرى بر عاد قتالى شده
مر سليمان را چو حمالى شده 

صرصرى مى برد بر سر تخت شاه
هر صباح و هر مسا يك ماهه راه 

هم شده حمال و هم جاسوس او
گفت غايب را كنان محسوس او

باد دم كه گفت غايب يافتى
سوى گوش آن ملك بشتافتى 

Saying, “Such-and-such a one said so-and-so just now, 
O mighty Solomon of auspicious fortune!”

كه فلانى اين چنين گفت اين زمان
اى سليمان مه صاحب قران 
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تدبير كردن موش به چغز كه من نمى توانم بر تو آمدن به وقت حاجت در آب، ميان ما وصلتى بايد كه 
چون من بر لب جو آيم ترا توانم خبر كردن و تو چون بر سر سوراخ موش خانه آيى مرا توانى خبر 

كردن الى آخره 

How the mouse made an arrangement with the frog, saying, “I cannot come to you in the water 
when I want. There must be some means of communication between us, 

so that when I come to the river-bank I may be able to let you know, 
and when you come to the mouse-hole you may be able to let me know, etc.”

This topic is endless. One day the mouse said to the frog, 
“O lamp of intelligence,

At times I wish to talk with you in secret, 
and you are leaping playfully in the water.

I am on the river-bank, crying aloud for you, 
you in the water do not hear the wailing of lovers.

At this appointed time, O brave, 
I never become weary of conversing with you.”

The prayer is five times, but the guide for lovers is, 
they who are in prayer continually.

The hangover that is in those heads 
is not relieved by five nor by five hundred thousand.

“Visit once a week” is not the ration for lovers; 
the soul of the sincere has an intense craving to drink.

“Visit once a week” is not the ration for fishes, 
since they feel no spiritual joy without the Sea.

Notwithstanding the crop-sickness of the fishes, the water of this Sea, 
which is a tremendous place, is but a single draught.

To the lover one moment of separation is as a year; 
to him a year’s uninterrupted union is a fancy.

Love craves to drink and seeks him who craves to drink: 
this and that are at each other’s heels, like Day and Night.

Day is in love with Night and has lost control of itself; 
when you look, Night is more in love with it.

Never for one instant do they cease from seeking; 
never for one moment do they cease from pursuing each other.

This one has caught the foot of that one, and that one the ear of this one: 
this one is distraught with that one, and that one is beside itself for this one.

اين سخن پايان ندارد گفت موش
چغز را روزى كه اى مصباح هوش 

وقتها خواهم كه گويم با تو راز
تو درون آب دارى ترك تاز

بر لب جو من ترا نعره زنان
نشنوى در آب ناله ى عاشقان 
من بدين وقت معين اى دلير

مى نگردم از محاكات تو سير
پنج وقت آمد نماز و رهنمون
عاشقان را فى صلاه دائمون 
نه به پنج آرام گيرد آن خمار

كه در آن سرهاست نى پانصد هزار
نيست زر غبا وظيفه ى عاشقان

سخت مستسقى است جان صادقان 
نيست زر غبا وظيفه ى ماهيان
ز انكه بى دريا ندارند انس جان 

آب اين دريا كه هايل بقعه اى است
با خمار ماهيان خود جرعه اى است 

يك دم هجران بر عاشق چو سال
وصل سالى متصل پيشش خيال 

عشق مستسقى است مستسقى طلب
در پى هم اين و آن چون روز و شب

روز بر شب عاشق است و مضطر است
چون ببينى شب بر او عاشق تر است 
نيستشان از جستجو يك لحظه ايست
از پى همشان يكى دم ايست نيست 

اين گرفته پاى آن آن گوش اين
اين بر آن مدهوش و آن بى هوش اين 
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In the heart of the beloved the lover is all: 
Wámiq is always in the heart of Adhrá.

در دل معشوق جمله عاشق است
در دل عذرا هميشه وامق است 

In the lover’s heart is naught but the beloved: 
there is nothing to separate and divide them.

These two bells are on one camel: how, then, 
in regard to these two should, “Visit once a week,” be admissible?

Did anyone pay recurring visits to himself ? 
Was any one a companion to himself at regular intervals?

That is not the oneness that reason apprehends: 
the apprehension of this depends on a man’s dying;

And if it were possible to perceive this by means of reason, 
wherefore should self-violence have become a duty?

How, with such mercy as He has, 
would the King of intellect say unnecessarily “Kill yourself ”?

How the mouse exerted himself to the utmost in supplication and humble entreaty 
and besought the water-frog to grant him access.

He said, “O dear and affectionate friend, 
without your face I have not a moment’s rest.

By day you are my light and acquisition and strength; 
by night you are my rest and comfort and sleep.

It would be a generous act if you would make me happy 
and kindly remember me early and late.

During a day and night you have allowed me breakfast-time for access, 
O well-wisher.

I feel in my liver five hundred cravings for drink, 
and bulimia is joined with every craving.

You, O prince, art unconcerned with my passion: 
pay the poor-tax on your high estate, look on poor wretch.

This poor unmannerly wretch is not worthy; 
but your universal grace is superior to that.

Your universal grace requires no support: 
a sun strikes on excrement.

در دل عاشق بجز معشوق نيست
در ميانشان فارق و فاروق نيست 

بر يكى اشتر بود اين دو درا
پس چه زر غبا بگنجد اين دو را
هيچ كس با خويش زر غبا نمود

هيچ كس با خود به نوبت يار بود
آن يكيى نه كه عقلش فهم كرد

فهم اين موقوف شد بر مرگ مرد
ور به عقل ادراك اين ممكن بدى
قهر نفس از بهر چه واجب شدى 
با چنان رحمت كه دارد شاه هش

بى ضرورت چون بگويد نفس كش 

مبالغه كردن موش در لابه و زارى و وصلت جستن از چغز آبى 

گفت كاى يار عزيز مهر كار
من ندارم بى رخت يك دم قرار
روز نور و مكسب و تابم تويى

شب قرار و سلوت و خوابم تويى 
از مروت باشد ار شادم كنى

وقت و بى وقت از كرم يادم كنى 
در شبانه روزى وظيفه ى چاشتگاه

راتبه كردى وصال اى نيك خواه 
پانصد استسقاستم اندر جگر

با هر استسقا قرين جوع البقر
بى نيازى از غم من اى امير

ده زكات جاه و بنگر در فقير
اين فقير بى ادب نادر خور است

ليك لطف عام تو ز آن برتر است 
مى نجويد لطف عام تو سند

آفتابى بر حدثها مى زند
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Its light suffers no loss thereby, 
and the ordure is made dry and fuel,

نور او را ز آن زيانى نابده
و آن حدث از خشكى هيزم شده 

So that the ordure goes into a bath-furnace, is converted into light, 
and illumines the door and wall of a bath-house.

It was defilement, now it has become an adornment, 
since the sun chanted that spell upon it.

The sun also warms the belly of the earth, 
so that the earth consumes the remaining excrement.

They become a part of the earth, and herbage springs up from them: 
even so doth God wipe out evil actions.

To ordure, which is the worst, He does this, 
that He makes it herbage and narcissus and eglantine.

What God bestows in recompense and bounty 
on the eglantines of devotion faithfully.

Since He confers such a robe of honour on the wicked, 
what He bestows on the righteous in the place where He waits.

God gives them what no eye has beheld; 
that which is not comprehensible in any tongue or language.

Who are we to this? Come, my friend, 
make my day bright with goodly disposition.

Do not regard my ugliness and hatefulness, 
though I am as venomous as a mountain-snake.

Oh, I am ugly and all my qualities are ugly: 
since He planted me as a thorn, how should I become a rose?

Bestow on the thorn the springtide of the rose’s beauty: 
bestow on this snake the loveliness of the peacock!

I have reached the limit in perfection of ugliness: 
your grace has reached the limit in excellence and accomplishment.

Do you grant the boon sought by this consummate one 
from that consummate one, O you who are the envy of the tall cypress.

When I die, your bounty, though it is exempt from need, 
will weep for kindness’ sake.

It will sit beside my grave a long while: 
tears will gush from its gracious eye.

It will mourn for my deprivation; 
it will shut its eyes to my abjectness.

تا حدث در گلخنى شد نور يافت
در در و ديوار حمامى بتافت 

بود آلايش شد آرايش كنون
چون بر او بر خواند خورشيد آن فسون 

شمس هم معده ى زمين را گرم كرد
تا زمين باقى حدثها را بخورد

جزو خاكى گشت و رست از وى نبات
هكذا يمحو الاله السيئات 

با حدث كه بدترين است اين كند
كش نبات و نرگس و نسرين كند

تا به نسرين مناسك در وفا
حق چه بخشد در جزا و در عطا

ون خبيثان را چنين خلعت دهد
طيبين را تا چه بخشد در رصد
آن دهد حقشان كه لا عين رأت
كه نگنجد در زبان و در لغت 
ما كه ايم اين را بيا اى يار من

روز من روشن كن از خلق حسن 
منگر اندر زشتى و مكروهى ام

كه ز پر زهرى چو مار كوهى ام 
اى كه من زشت و خصالم جمله زشت
چون شوم گل چون مرا او خار كشت 

نو بهار حسن گل ده خار را
زينت طاوس ده اين مار را
در كمال زشتى ام من منتهى

لطف تو در فصل و در فن منتهى 
حاجت اين منتهى ز آن منتهى

تو بر آر اى حسرت سرو سهى 
چون بميرم فضل تو خواهد گريست

از كرم گر چه ز حاجت او برى است 
بر سر گورم بسى خواهد نشست

خواهد از چشم لطيفش اشك جست 
نوحه خواهد كرد بر محرومى ام
چشم خواهد بست از مظلومى ام 
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Bestow a little of those favours now, 
put a few of those words as a ring into my ear!

اندكى ز آن لطفها اكنون بكن
حلقه اى در گوش من كن ز آن سخن 

That which you will say to my dust—
strew it upon my sorrowful perception!”

How the mouse humbly entreated the frog, saying, “Do not think of pretexts and do not defer 
the fulfillment of this request of mine, for ‘there are dangers in delay,’ and ‘the Sufi is the son 

of the moment.’” A son does not withdraw his hand from the skirt of his father, 
and the Sufi’s kind father, who is the “moment,” does not let him be reduced to the necessity of 

looking to the morrow keeps him all the while absorbed, unlike the common folk, 
in the garden of his (the father’s) swift reckoning. He does not wait for the future. 

He is of the River, not of Time, for “with God is neither morn nor eve”: there the past and the 
future and time without beginning and time without end do not exist: Adam is not prior nor is 
Dajjal posterior. these terms belong to the domain of the particular reason and the animal soul: 

they are not in the non-spatial and non-temporal world. Therefore he is the son of that “moment” 
by which is to be understood only a denial of the division of times, just as  

“God is One” is to be understood as a denial of duality, not as the real nature of unity.

A certain Khwaja, accustomed to scatter silver, said to a Sufi, 
“O you for whose feet my soul is a carpet,

Would you like one dirhem to-day, my king, 
or three dirhems at breakfast-time tomorrow?”

He replied, “I am more pleased with half a dirhem yesterday 
than with this to-day and a hundred dirhems to-morrow.”

“A slap in cash is better than a donation on credit: 
lo, I put the nape of my neck before you: give the cash!

Especially as the slap is from your hand, 
for both the nape and the slap inflicted on it are intoxicated with you.

Listen, come, O soul of my soul and of a hundred worlds, 
gladly take the opportunity of the cash of this moment.

آن كه خواهى گفت تو با خاك من
بر فشان بر مدرك غمناك من 

لابه كردن موش مر چغز را كه بهانه مينديش و در نسيه مينداز انجاح اين حاجت مرا كه فى التاخير 
آفات و الصوفى ابن الوقت و ابن دست از دامن پدر باز ندارد و آب مشفق صوفى كه وقت است او 

را به نگرش به فردا محتاج نگرداند چندانش مستغرق دارد در گلزار سريع الحسابى خويش نه چون 
عوام، منتظر مستقبل نباشد، نهرى باشد نه دهرى كه لا صباح عند الل و لا مساء، ماضى و مستقبل 
و ازل و ابد آن جا نباشد، آدم سابق و دجال مسبوق نباشد كه اين رسوم در خطه ى عقل جزوى است 
و روح حيوانى، در عالم لامكان و لا زمان اين رسوم نباشد پس او ابن وقتى است كه لا يفهم منه الا 

نفى تفرقه الازمنه چنان كه از اللَّه واحد فهم شود نفى دويى نى حقيقت واحدى 

صوفيى را گفت خواجه ى سيم پاش
اى قدمهاى ترا جانم فراش

يك درم خواهى تو امروز اى شهم
يا كه فردا چاشتگاهى سه درم 

گفت دى نيم درم راضى ترم
ز انكه امروز اين و فردا صد درم 

سيلى نقد از عطاى نسيه به
نك قفا پيشت كشيدم نقد ده 

خاصه آن سيلى كه از دست تو است
كه قفا و سيلى اش مست تو است 

هين بيا اى جان جان و صد جهان
خوش غنيمت دار نقد اين زمان 



170

2725

2730

2735

Do not stealthily remove your moon-like face from the night-travellers; 
do not withdraw yourself from this river-bed, O flowing water,

در مدزد آن روى مه از شب روان
سر مكش زين جوى اى آب روان 

But flow in order that the river-bank may laugh by the running water, 
and that jasmines may rear their heads on each brim of the river.”

When you see that greenery is fresh on the river-brim, 
then know from afar that water is there.

The Maker has said, “Their mark is on their faces,” 
for the verdant orchard tells a tale of rain.

If it rains during the night, no one sees, 
for every soul and breath is asleep;

The freshness of every beauteous rose-garden 
is evidence of the rain hidden.

“O comrade, I am of the earth, you art of the water; 
but you are the king of mercy and munificence.

By way of bounty and dispensing so act 
that I may attain to serving you early and late.

I am always calling you on the river-bank with my soul,
I never experience the mercy of response.

Entrance into the water is barred against me because my frame has 
grown from a piece of earth.

Use the aid either of a messenger or a token 
to make you aware of my cry.”

The two friends debated on this: 
at the close of the debate it was settled

That they should procure a long string, 
in order that by pulling the string the secret should be revealed.

“One end must be tied to the foot of this slave double, 
and the other to your foot,

That by this device we two persons may come together 
and mingle as the soul with the body.”

The body is like a string on the foot of the soul, 
drawing it from Heaven to earth.

When the frog-like soul escapes from the mouse-like body into the water, 
the sleep of unconsciousness, it enters into a happy state;

The mouse-like body pulls it back with that string: 
how much bitterness does the soul taste from this pulling!

تا لب جو خندد از آب معين
لب لب جو سر بر آرد ياسمين 

چون ببينى بر لب جو سبزه مست
پس بدان از دور كآنجا آب هست 

گفت سيماهم وجوه كردگار
كه بود غماز باران سبزه زار
گر ببارد شب نبيند هيچ كس

كه بود در خواب هر نفس و نفس 
تازگى هر گلستان جميل

هست بر باران پنهانى دليل 
اى اخى من خاكيم تو آبيى
ليك شاه رحمت و وهابيى 

آن چنان كن از عطا و از قسم
كه گه و بى گه به خدمت مى رسم 

بر لب جو من به جان مى خوانمت
مى نبينم از اجابت مرحمت 

آمدن در آب بر من بسته شد
ز انك تركيبم ز خاكى رسته شد

يا رسولى يا نشانى كن مدد
تا ترا از بانگ من آگه كند

بحث كردند اندر اين كار آن دو يار
آخر آن بحث آن آمد قرار

كه به دست آرند يك رشته ى دراز
تا ز جذب رشته گردد كشف راز
يك سرى بر پاى اين بنده ى دو تو

بست بايد ديگرش بر پاى تو
تا بهم آييم زين فن ما دو تن

اندر آميزيم چون جان با بدن 
هست تن چون ريسمان بر پاى جان

مى كشاند بر زمينش ز آسمان
چغز جان در آب خواب بى هشى
رسته از موش تن آيد در خوشى 

موش تن ز آن ريسمان بازش كشد
چند تلخى زين كشش جان مى چشد

2720
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Were it not for the pulling of the scatter-brained mouse, 
the frog would have enjoyed himself in the water.

گر نبودى جذب موش گنده مغز
عيشها كردى درون آب چغز

You will hear the rest of it from the light-giving of the Sun 
when you rise from slumber on the Day.

“Tie one end of the string on my foot 
and the other end on your,

That I may be able to pull you to this dry land: 
lo, the end of the string is clear.

This news was disagreeable to the heart of the frog, 
“This wicked fellow will bring me into a tangle.”

Whenever a feeling of repugnance comes into the heart of a good man, 
it is not devoid of some significance.

Deem that sagacity to be a Divine attribute, not a suspicion: 
the light of the heart has apprehended from the Universal Tablet.

The refusal of the Elephant to march against the House 
notwithstanding the driver’s efforts and cries of “Come on!”

In spite of all blows the Elephant’s feet would not move, 
either much or little, towards the Ka‘ba.

You would have said that its legs were paralysed 
or that its impetuous spirit was dead.

Whenever they turned its head towards Yemen, 
the fierce Elephant would begin to stride with the speed of a hundred horses.

The Elephant’s perception was aware of the blow from the Unseen, 
how must the perception of the saint with inspiration be!

Is it not that the prophet Jacob, that man of holy nature, 
for Joseph’s sake to all his brethren—

When the brothers begged their father to give him to them, 
that they might take him to the country for a while,

They all said to him, “Do not be afraid of harm: 
give him one or two days’ time, O father;

For why will not you entrust your Joseph to us 
in going about and traveling,

That we may play together in the meadows? 
In this request we are trustworthy and beneficent”—

Did not he say, “I know this, that his being removed from me 
is kindling grief and sickness in my heart;

باقى اش چون روز برخيزى ز خواب
بشنوى از نور بخش آفتاب 

يك سر رشته گره بر پاى من
ز آن سر ديگر تو پا بر عقده زن 
تا توانم من در اين خشكى كشيد

مر ترا نك شد سر رشته پديد
تلخ آمد بر دل چغز اين حديث
كه مرا در عقده آرد اين خبيث 

هر كراهت در دل مرد بهى
چون در آيد از فنى نبود تهى 

وصف حق دان آن فراست را نه وهم
نور دل از لوح كل كردست فهم 

امتناع پيل از سيران به بيت
با جد آن پيلبان و بانگ هيت 

جانب كعبه نرفتى پاى پيل
با همه لت نه كثير و نه قليل 

گفتيى خود خشك شد پاهاى او
يا بمرد آن جان صول افزاى او

چون كه كردندى سرش سوى يمن
پيل نر صد اسبه گشتى گام زن 
حس پيل از زخم غيب آگاه بود

چون بود حس ولى با ورود
نه كه يعقوب نبى آن پاك خو
بهر يوسف با همه اخوان او

از پدر چون خواستندش دادران
تا برندش سوى صحرا يك زمان 
جمله گفتندش مينديش از ضرر
يك دو روزش مهلتى ده اى پدر

كه چرا ما را نمى دارى امين
يوسف خود را به سيران و ظعين 

تا بهم در مرجها بازى كنيم
ما در اين دعوت امين و محسنيم 

گفت اين دانم كه نقلش از برم
مى فروزد در دلم درد و سقم

2740
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This heart of mine never lies, 
for my heart is illumined by the light of the highest heaven”?

اين دلم هرگز نمى گويد دروغ
كه ز نور عرش دارد دل فروغ 

That was a decisive proof of wickedness, 
but by destiny he took no account.

Intimation like that passed away from him, 
because Destiny was at that moment engaged in philosophy.

It is no wonder that a blind man should fall into a pit, 
the falling of one who can see the way is beyond all wonder.

This Destiny employs diverse shifts: 
its eye-binding spell is God does what He pleases.

The heart knows and yet knows not its artfulness: 
its iron becomes as wax for the seal.

It is as though the heart should say, “Since its inclination is turned to this, 
whatever may happen, let it come!”

Accordingly it makes itself heedless of this 
and binds its soul fast in the shackle thereof.

If that exalted one is checkmated in this, 
it is not checkmate, it is tribulation.

A single tribulation redeems him from a hundred tribulations; a 
single fall takes him up on the ladders.

The half-baked saucy fellow, whom the wine has relieved from the surfeit of 
intoxication with a hundred thousand wicked half-baked persons like himself,

Finally becomes mature and adept: 
he escapes from enslavement to this world and is made free.

He is made drunken with the everlasting wine, 
he becomes discerning, and is delivered from created beings,

From their weak conventional faith 
and from the illusions of their unseeing eyes.

Oh, what device can their mental perception employ, I wonder, 
against the ebb and flow of the trackless Sea?

From that Desert came these signs of cultivation and prosperity; 
came empires, kingships and governments.

Yearning with desire they come in troops 
from the Desert of Non-existence into the visible world.

Caravan on caravan, they arrive from this Desert 
every evening and morning.

آن دليل قاطعى بد بر فساد
و ز قضا آن را نكرد او اعتداد

در گذشت از وى نشانى آن چنان
كه قضا در فلسفه بود آن زمان 

اين عجب نبود كه كور افتد به چاه
بو العجب افتادن بيناى راه 

اين قضا را گونه گون تصريفهاست
چشم بندش يفعل اللهَّ ما يشاست 

هم بداند هم نداند دل فنش
موم گردد بهر آن مهر آهنش 

گوييا دل گويدى كه ميل او
چون در اين شد هر چه افتد باش گو

خويش را زين هم مغفل مى كند
در عقالش جان معقل مى كند

گر شود مات اندر اين آن بو العلا
آن نباشد مات باشد ابتلا

يك بلا از صد بلايش واخرد
يك هبوطش بر معارجها برد
خام شوخى كه رهانيدش مدام

از خمار صد هزاران زشت خام 
عاقبت او پخته و استاد شد

جست از رق جهان و آزاد شد
از شراب لايزالى گشت مست
شد مميز از خلايق باز رست 

ز اعتقاد سست پر تقليدشان
وز خيال ديده ى بى ديدشان 

اى عجب چه فن زند ادراكشان
پيش جزر و مد بحر بى نشان 

ز آن بيابان اين عمارتها رسيد
ملك و شاهى و وزارتها رسيد
ز آن بيابان عدم مشتاق شوق

مى رسند اندر شهادت جوق جوق 
كاروان بر كاروان زين باديه
مى رسد در هر مسا و غاديه 
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They come and seize our houses in distress, saying,
“I have arrived, it is my turn, leave!”

آيد و گيرد وثاق ما گرو
كه رسيدم نوبت ما شد تو رو

When the son has opened the eye of reason, 
the father at once puts his baggage in the cart.

It is the King’s highway—departing and arriving, 
one going in this direction, another in that direction.

Consider well! We, sitting still, are marching: 
don’t you see that we are bound for a new place?

You do not get your capital for any present need; 
nay, but for your ultimate purposes.

The traveller, then, O devotee of the Way, 
is he whose march and face are towards the future,

Even as the troops of Phantasy are at every moment arriving 
unwearied through the curtains of the heart.

If ideas are not from one Plantation, 
how are they coming to the heart on each other’s heels?

Company after company, the army of our ideas, by thirst, 
is speeding towards the fountain of the heart.

They fill their jars and go: 
they are continually appearing and vanishing.

Regard thoughts as stars of the sky 
revolving in the sphere of another heaven.

You have experienced good fortune, give thanks and do works of charity; 
you have experienced bad fortune, give alms and ask pardon.

Who am I in relation to this? Come, O my King, 
make my ruling star auspicious and wheel once.

Illumine my spirit with moonbeams, 
for my soul is blackened by contact with the Tail.

Deliver it from fancy and vain imagination and opinion; 
deliver it from the well and the tyranny of the rope,

In order that through Your goodly lovingkindness 
a heart may lift its wings and soar up from a water and earth.

O Prince of Egypt and faithful keeper of your promise, 
the wronged Joseph is in your prison.

Quickly dream a dream of his release, 
for God loves the beneficent.

چون پسر چشم خرد را بر گشاد
زود بابا رخت برگردون نهاد

جاده ى شاه است آن زين سو روان
و آن از آن سو صادران و واردان 

نيك بنگر ما نشسته مى رويم
مى نبينى قاصد جاى نويم 

بهر حالى مى نگيرى راس مال
بلكه از بهر غرضها در مال 

پس مسافر اين بود اى ره پرست
كه مسير و روش در مستقبل است 

همچنانك از پرده ى دل بى كلال
دم به دم در مى رسد خيل خيال 
گرنه تصويرات از يك مغرسند

در پى هم سوى دل چون مى رسند
جوق جوق اسپاه تصويرات ما

سوى چشمه ى دل شتابان از ظما
جره ها پر مى كنند و مى روند

دايما پيدا و پنهان مى شوند
فكرها را اختران چرخ دان
داير اندر چرخ ديگر آسمان 
سعد ديدى شكر كن ايثار كن

نحس ديدى صدقه و استغفار كن 
ما كه ايم اين را بيا اى شاه من
طالعم مقبل كن و چرخى بزن 
روح را تابان كن از انوار ماه
كه ز آسيب ذنب جان شد سياه 

از خيال و وهم و ظن بازش رهان
از چه و جور رسن بازش رهان

تا ز دل دارى خوب تو دلى
پر بر آرد بر پرد ز آب و گلى 

اى عزيز مصر و در پيمان درست
يوسف مظلوم در زندان تست 

در خلاص او يكى خوابى ببين
زود كالله يُحِبُّ المحسنين 
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The seven noxious lean cows 
are devouring its seven fat cows.

هفت گاو لاغرى پر گزند
هفت گاو فربهش را مى خورند

The seven dry, ugly, and unapproved ears of corn 
are feeding on its fresh ears.

Famine has arisen in its Egypt, O mighty Potentate: 
listen, O King, do not continue to sanction this.

Let my Joseph sit in Your prison, O King: 
come, deliver me from the wiles of the women.

My mother’s lust caused me to fall from the highest heaven 
which was my tethering-place, for, Fall down!

So by the artfulness of a crone 
I fell from complete perfection into the prison of the womb.

She brings the spirit from the highest heaven to the Hatím: 
great must be the craft of women.

My first and my last fall were caused by woman, since I was spirit—
and how have I become body?

Hearken to this lament of Joseph in his lapse, 
or take pity on that distraught Jacob.

Shall I complain of my brethren 
or of the women who have cast me, like Adam, from the gardens?

I am withered like leaves in December 
because I have eaten the wheat from the Paradise of union.

When I saw Your graciousness and kindness 
and Your greeting of peace and Your message,

I produced rue against the evil eye; 
the evil eye reached even my rue.

Only Your languishing eyes 
are able to avert every evil eye in front or behind.

Your good eye, O King, defeats and extirpates the evil eye: 
how excellent it is as a remedy!

Nay, from Your eye come alchemies: 
they turn the evil eye into the good eye.

The King’s eye has smitten the eye of the falcon-heart, 
and its falcon-eye has become mightily aspiring,

So that, because of the great aspiration which it has gained from the look, 
the royal falcon will catch nothing but the fierce lion.

هفت خوشه ى خشك زشت ناپسند
سنبلات تازه اش را مى چرند

قحط از مصرش بر آمد اى عزيز
هين مباش اى شاه اين را مستجيز

يوسفم در حبس تو اى شه نشان
هين ز دستان زنانم وارهان 

از سوى عرشى كه بودم مربط او
شهوت مادر فگندم كه اهبطوا

پس فتادم ز آن كمال مستتم
از فن زالى به زندان رحم 

روح را از عرش آرد در حطيم
لاجرم كيد زنان باشد عظيم 
اول و آخر هبوط من ز زن

چون كه بودم روح و چون گشتم بدن 
بشنو اين زارى يوسف در عثار

يا بر آن يعقوب بى دل رحم آر
ناله از اخوان كنم يا از زنان
كه فگندندم چو آدم از جنان 

ز آن مثال برگ دى پژمرده ام
كز بهشت وصل گندم خورده ام 

چون بديدم لطف و اكرام ترا
و آن سلام سلم و پيغام ترا

من سپند از چشم بد كردم پديد
در سپندم نيز چشم بد رسيد

دافع هر چشم بد از پيش و پس
چشمهاى پر خمار تست و بس

چشم بد را چشم نيكويت شها
مات و مستاصل كند نعم الدوا
بل ز چشمت كيمياها مى رسد
چشم بد را چشم نيكو مى كند

چشم شه بر چشم باز دل زده ست
چشم بازش سخت با همت شده ست 

تا ز بس همت كه يابيد از نظر
مى نگيرد باز شه جز شير نر
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What of the lion? The spiritual royal falcon is Your quarry 
and at the same time You art its prey.

شير چه كآن شاه باز معنوى
هم شكار تست و هم صيدش توى 

The call uttered by the falcon-soul in the meadow of devotion 
is cries of “I love not them that set.”

From Your infinite bounty there came an eye to the falcon-soul 
that was flying for Your sake.

From You its nose gained smell, and its ear the hearing: 
to each sense was allotted a portion distributed.

Since You give to each sense the means of access to the Unseen, 
that sense is not subject to the frailty of death and hoary old age.

You are the Lord of the kingdom: You give to the sense something, 
so that that sense exercises sovereignty over the senses.

Story of the night-thieves with whom Sultan Mahmud fell in during the night, saying, 
“I am one of you”; and how he became acquainted with their affairs, etc.

While King Mahmud was roaming about alone at night 
he encountered a band of thieves.

Thereupon they said to him, “Who are you, O honest man?” 
“I am one of you,” replied the King.

One said, “O company practised in cunning, 
let each of us declare his talent;

Let him tell his comrades in the night-talk 
what skill he possesses in his nature.”

One said, “O you fellows who are exhibiting cleverness, 
my specialty lies in my two ears.

That I know what a dog is saying when it barks.” 
The party replied, “Two dángs of a dinar.”

Another said, “O company of gold-worshippers, 
my specialty lies wholly in my eyes.

If I see any one in the world by night, 
I know him by day without doubt.”

Another said, “My specialty lies in my arm: 
I make tunnels by strength of hand.”

شد صفير باز جان در مرج دين
نعره هاى لا أُحِبُّ الآفلين 

باز دل را كه پى تو مى پريد
از عطاى بى حدت چشمى رسيد

يافت بينى بوى و گوش از تو سماع
هر حسى را قسمتى آمد مشاع 

هر حسى را چون دهى ره سوى غيب
نبود آن حس را فتور مرگ و شيب 

مالك الملكى به حس چيزى دهى
تا كه بر حسها كند آن حس شهى

حكايت شب دزدان كه سلطان محمود شب در ميان ايشان افتاد كه من يكى ام از شما و بر احوال 
ايشان مطلع شدن الى آخره 

شب چو شه محمود بر مى گشت فرد
با گروهى قوم دزدان باز خورد

پس بگفتندش كيى اى بو الوفا
گفت شه من هم يكى ام از شما

آن يكى گفت اى گروه مكر كيش
تا بگويد هر يكى فرهنگ خويش 

تا بگويد با حريفان در سمر
كاو چه دارد در جبلت از هنر

آن يكى گفت اى گروه فن فروش
هست خاصيت مرا اندر دو گوش 

كه بدانم سگ چه مى گويد به بانگ
قوم گفتندش ز دينارى دو دانگ 

آن دگر گفت اى گروه زر پرست
جمله خاصيت مرا چشم اندر است 

هر كه را شب بينم اندر قيروان
روز بشناسم من او را بى گمان 
گفت يك خاصيتم در بازو است
كه زنم من نقبها با زور دست 
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Another said, “My specialty lies in my nose: 
my business is to detect the smell in different earths.

گفت يك خاصيتم در بينى است
كار من در خاكها بو بينى است

The secret of ‘men are mines’ has yielded itself, 
so that why the Prophet has said it.

From the earth of the body 
I know how much good ore is therein and what mine it holds.

In one mine is contained gold immeasurable, 
while another revenue from it is less than the expenditure.

Like Majnun, I smell the soil 
and detect the soil of Layla without mistake.

I smell and know from every shirt 
whether it is a Joseph or an Ahriman.

Like Ahmad, who catches scent from Yemen, 
this nose of mine has gained some portion of that ,

So that I can smell which soil is a neighbour of gold, 
or which soil is empty and poor.”

Another said, “Look here, my specialty lies in my fist: 
I can throw a lasso to the height of a mountain,

Like Ahmad, whose spirit threw a lasso 
so that his lasso bore him to Heaven,

And God said to him, ‘O thrower of the lasso at the House, 
deem that to be from Me: you did not throw when you threw.’”

Then they asked the King, saying, 
“O man of authority, in what may your special talent consist?”

He replied, “My specialty lies in my beard: 
I can save criminals from punishment.

When criminals are handed over to the executioners, 
as soon as my beard moves they are saved.

When I move my beard in mercy, 
they put an end to the killing and the trouble.”

The company said to him, “You are our qutb, 
for you will be the deliverance on the day of tribulation.”

[Afterwards they all set out together 
and went towards the palace of the fortunate King.]

When a dog barked on the right, said, 
“It says ‘The Sultan is with you.’”

سر الناس معادن داد دست
كه رسول آن را پى چه گفته است 

من ز خاك تن بدانم كاندر آن
چند نقد است و چه دارد او ز كان 

در يكى كان زر بى اندازه درج
و آن دگر دخلش بود كمتر ز خرج 

همچو مجنون بو كنم من خاك را
خاك ليلى را بيابم بى خطا
بو كنم دانم ز هر پيراهنى

گر بود يوسف و گر آهرمنى 
همچو احمد كه برد بوى از يمن
ز آن نصيبى يافت اين بينى من 

كه كدامين خاك همسايه ى زر است
يا كدامين خاك صفر و ابتر است 
گفت يك نك خاصيت در پنجه ام

كه كمندى افكنم طول علم 
همچو احمد كه كمند انداخت جانش

تا كمندش برد سوى آسمانش 
گفت حقش اى كمند انداز بيت

آن ز من دان ما رَمَيْتَ إِذْ رميت 
پس بپرسيدند ز آن شه كاى سند

مر ترا خاصيت اندر چه بود
گفت در ريشم بود خاصيتم

كه رهانم مجرمان را از نقم 
مجرمان را چون به جلادان دهند
چون بجنبد ريش من ايشان رهند
چون بجنبانم به رحمت ريش را
طى كنند آن قتل و آن تشويش را

قوم گفتندش كه قطب ما توى
كه خلاص روز محنتمان شوى 
بعد از آن جمله بهم بيرون شدند
سوى قصر آن شه ميمون شدند

چون سگى بانگى بزد از سوى راست
گفت مى گويد كه سلطان با شماست 

2825



177

2860

2845

2855

Another smelt the ground from a hill and said, 
“This belongs to the house of a widow.”

خاك بو كرد آن دگر از ريوه اى
گفت اين هست از وثاق بيوه اى

Then the skilful master of the lasso threw his lasso, 
so that they got over the lofty wall.

When he smelt the earth in this other place, he said, 
“it is the earth of the treasury of a peerless king.”

The tunneller made a tunnel and reached the treasury: 
every one carried off some goods from the treasury.

The band took away much gold and gold-embroidered cloth 
and big pearls and quickly concealed them.

The King saw distinctly their lodging-place 
and their personal appearance and names and  refuge and way.

He stole away from them and returned, 
and day related his adventure in council.

Thereupon furious officers rushed away 
to arrest and pinion the thieves.

They came handcuffed into the council-chamber, 
and they were trembling in fear for their lives.

When they stood before the King’s throne, 
that moon-like King was their night’s companion.

He who could without hesitation recognise by day 
any one on whom he had cast his eye by night

Saw the King on the throne and said, 
“This man was going about with us last night and was our comrade.

He who has such a great talent in his beard—
our arrest is the result of his enquiry.”

His eye was a knower of the King: 
consequently he opened his lips of knowledge to his followers.

He said, “This King was and He is with you: 
he was seeing our actions and hearing our secret.

My eye made its way, recognised the King by night, 
and all night long played the game of love with his moon-like face.

I will beg forgiveness for my people from him, 
for he never averts his face from the knower.

Deem the eye of the knower to be the salvation of the two worlds, 
whereby every Bahram obtained help.

پس كمند انداخت استاد كمند
تا شدند آن سوى ديوار بلند

جاى ديگر خاك را چون بوى كرد
گفت خاك مخزن شاهى است فرد

نقب زن زد نقب و در مخزن رسيد
هر يكى از مخزن اسبابى كشيد

بس زر و زربفت و گوهرهاى زفت
قوم بردند و نهان كردند تفت 

شه معين ديد منزلگاهشان
حليه و نام و پناه و راهشان 

خويش را دزديد از ايشان باز گشت
روز در ديوان بگفت آن سر گذشت 

پس روان گشتند سرهنگان مست
تا كه دزدان را گرفتند و ببست 

دست بسته سوى ديوان آمدند
وز نهيب جان خود لرزان شدند
چون كه استادند پيش تخت شاه
يار شبشان بود آن شاه چو ماه 

آن كه چشمش شب به هرك انداختى
روز ديدى بى شكش بشناختى 

شاه را بر تخت ديد و گفت اين
بود با ما دوش شب گرد و قرين 

آن كه چندين خاصيت در ريش اوست
اين گرفت ما هم از تفتيش اوست 

رف شه بود چشمش لاجرم
بر گشاد از معرفت لب با حشم 

گفت وَ هُوَ مَعَكُمْ اين شاه بود
فعل ما مى ديد و سرمان مى شنود

چشم من ره برد شب شه را شناخت
جمله شب با روى ماهش عشق باخت 

امت خود را بخواهم من از او
كاو نگرداند ز عارف هيچ رو

چشم عارف دان امان هر دو كون
كه بدو يابيد هر بهرام عون 
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Mohammed was the intercessor for every brand 
because his eye did not swerve for anything except God.

ز آن محمد شافع هر داغ بود
كه ز جز حق چشم او ما زاغ بود

In the night of this world, where the sun is veiled, 
he was beholding God, and his hope was in Him.

His eyes received eye salve from “Did not We expand your breast?”  
He saw that which Gabriel could not endure.

The orphan to whom God applies eye salve 
becomes the orphan pearl endowed with guidance.

Its light overpowers pearls; 
it desires such an object of desire.

The stations of God’s servants were visible to him: 
consequently God named him ‘The Witness.’

The weapons of the Witness are a trenchant tongue and a keen eye, 
whose nightly vigil no secret can elude.

Though a thousand pretenders may raise their heads, 
the Judge turns his ear towards the Witness.

This is the practice of judges in dealing justice: 
to them the witness is two clear eyes.

The words of the Witness are equivalent to the eye 
because he has seen the secret with a disinterested eye.

The pretender has seen it, but with self-interest: 
self-interest is a veil upon the eye of the heart.

God desires that you should become an ascetic (zahid) in order that 
you may abandon self-interest and become a Witness (shahid);

For these motives of self-interest are veils upon the eye: 
they enfold the sight, like a veil.

Therefore he does not see the whole in various aspects: 
your love of things makes you blind and deaf.

Since the Sun caused a light to dwell in his heart, 
the stars no longer had any values for him.

Therefore he beheld the mysteries without veil: 
the journey of the spirit of the true believers and the infidels.

God has not in the earth or in the lofty heaven 
anything more occult than the spirit of Man.

God has unfolded moist or dry, He has sealed the spirit: 
of the amr of my Lord.’

در شب دنيا كه محجوب است شيد
ناظر حق بود و زو بودش اميد

از أَ لَمْ نَشْرَحْ دو چشمش سرمه يافت
ديد آن چه جبرئيل آن بر نتافت 

مر يتيمى را كه سرمه ى حق كشد
گردد او در يتيم با رشد

نور او بر درها غالب شود
آن چنان مطلوب را طالب شود

در نظر بودش مقامات العباد
لاجرم نامش خدا شاهد نهاد
آلت شاهد زبان و چشم تيز

كه ز شب خيزش ندارد سر گريز
گر هزاران مدعى سر بر زند
گوش قاضى جانب شاهد كند

قاضيان را در حكومت اين فن است
شاهد ايشان را دو چشم روشن است 

گفت شاهد ز آن به جاى ديده است
كاو به ديده ى بى غرض سر ديده است 

مدعى ديده ست اما با غرض
پرده باشد ديده ى دل را غرض 

حق همى خواهد كه تو زاهد شوى
تا غرض بگذارى و شاهد شوى 

كاين غرضها پرده ى ديده بود
بر نظر چون پرده پيچيده بود
پس نبيند جمله را با طم و رم

حبك الاشياء يعمى و يصم 
در دلش خورشيد چون نورى نشاند

پيشش اختر را مقاديرى نماند
پس بديد او بى حجاب اسرار را

سير روح مومن و كفار را
در زمين حق را و در چرخ سمى

نيست پنهان تر ز روح آدمى 
باز كرد از رطب و يابس حق نورد

روح را مِنْ أَمْرِ رَبِّي مهر كرد
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Therefore, since the august eye beheld that spirit, 
nothing remains hidden from him.

پس چو ديد آن روح را چشم عزيز
پس بر او پنهان نماند هيچ چيز

He is the absolute witness in every dispute: 
his word crushes the crop sickness of every headache.

God is named ‘the Just,’ and the Witness belongs to Him: 
for this reason the just Witness is the eye of the Beloved.

The object of God’s regard in both worlds is the heart, 
for the king’s gaze is fixed upon the favourite.

God’s love and the mystery of His dallying with His favourite 
were the origin of all His veil-making.

On that account, then, in meeting on the night of the Ascension 
our fond of dalliance said, ‘But for.’

This Destiny rules good and evil: 
does not the Witness become the ruler of Destiny?

The bondsman of Destiny became the Commander of Destiny: 
hail to you, O keen-sighted one who art pleasing!

The knower made many a petition to the Known, saying, 
‘O You who watches over us in heat and cold,

O You who gives us intimations in weal and woe, 
our hearts are unaware of Your intimations,

O who daily and nightly sees us and whom we see not, 
regarding the secondary cause has muffled our eyes.

My eye has been chosen above eyes, 
so that the Sun was beheld by me in the night.

That was Your well-known grace, O Beauteous One; 
and, ‘The perfection of kindness consists in making it complete.’

O Lord, make our light complete in the plain of Resurrection 
and deliver us from shameful and overwhelming indignities!

Do not let Your night-companion be banished in the daytime, 
do not inflict farness on the soul that has experienced nearness.

Absence from You is a grievous and tormenting death, 
especially the absence that comes after enjoyment of Your favour.

Do not put him that has seen You in the position of one that has not seen: 
sprinkle water on his verdure that has sprung up.

I have not acted recklessly while faring: 
do not You either act recklessly in pricking.

شاهد مطلق بود در هر نزاع
بشكند گفتش خمار هر صداع 

نام حق عدل است و شاهد آن اوست
شاهد عدل است زين رو چشم دوست 

منظر حق دل بود در دو سرا
كه نظر در شاهد آيد شاه را

عشق حق و سر شاهد بازى اش
بود مايه ى جمله پرده سازى اش 

پس از آن لولاك گفت اندر لقا
در شب معراج شاهدباز ما

اين قضا بر نيك و بد حاكم بود
بر قضا شاهد نه حاكم مى شود

شد اسير آن قضا مير قضا
شاد باش اى چشم تيز مرتضى 

عارف از معروف بس درخواست كرد
كاى رقيب ما تو اندر گرم و سرد

اى مشير ما تو اندر خير و شر
از اشارتهات دل مان بى خبر
اى يرانا لا نراه روز و شب

چشم بند ما شده ديد سبب 
چشم من از چشمها بگزيده شد

تا كه در شب آفتابم ديده شد
لطف معروف تو بود آن اى بهى

پس كمال البر فى اتمامه 
يا رب اتمم نورنا فى الساهرة
و انجنا من مفضحات قاهره 

يار شب را روز مهجورى مده
جان قربت ديده را دورى مده 

بعد تو مرگ است با درد و نكال
خاصه بعدى كه بود بعد الوصال 

آن كه ديده ستت مكن ناديده اش
آب زن بر سبزه ى باليده اش 
من نكردم لاابالى در روش
تو مكن هم لاابالى در خلش 
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Oh, do not drive far from Your face 
him who once beheld Your face!

هين مران از روى خود او را بعيد
آن كه او يك بار آن روى تو ديد

To behold the face of anyone but You is an iron collar for the throat: 
everything except God is vain.

They are vain, but they show me the right way 
because vanity attracts the vain.

Each one of the atoms on atoms which exist in this earth and heaven 
is like amber for its congener.

The belly attracts bread to its resting-place; 
the heat of the liver attracts water.

The eye is an attractor of beautiful persons from these quarters of the town; 
the brain is seeking scents from the rose-garden,

Because the sense peculiar to the eye is an attractor of colour, 
while the brain and nose attract sweet perfumes.

O Lord who knows the secret, do You preserve us from these attractions 
by the attraction of Your grace!

You, O Purchaser, are dominant over attractors: 
it would be fitting if You redeem the helpless.”

He turned his face to the King as a thirsty man to a cloud— 
he who on the Night of Power was the Full-moon’s own.

Since his tongue and his spirit were His, 
he who is His may converse with Him boldly.

He said, “We have been bound like the spirit in its prison of clay: 
You are the Sun of the spirit on the Day of Judgement.

O King whose course is concealed, the time is come for You graciously 
to make a movement with Your beard in clemency.

Each one has displayed his specialty: 
all those talents have increased ill-fortune.

Those talents have bound our necks; 
by those high attainments we are headlong and low.

Talent is a cord of palm-fibre on our neck: 
there is no help from those accomplishments on the day of death.”

Save only the specialty of that man endowed with goodly perceptions 
whose eye was recognising the Sultan in the night.

All those talents were ghouls on the road, 
except the eye which was aware of the King.

ديد روى جز تو شد غل گلو
كل شى ء ما سوى اللهَّ باطل 

باطلند و مى نمايندم رشد
ز انكه باطل باطلان را مى كشد

ذره ذره كاندر اين ارض و سماست
جنس خود را هر يكى چون كهرباست 

معده نان را مى كشد تا مستقر
مى كشد مر آب را تف جگر
چشم جذاب بتان زين كويها
مغز جويان از گلستان بويها

ز انكه حس چشم آمد رنگ كش
مغز و بينى مى كشد بوهاى خوش 

ين كششها اى خداى راز دان
تو به جذب لطف خودمان ده امان 

غالبى بر جاذبان اى مشترى
شايد ار درماندگان را واخرى 

رو به شه آورد چون تشنه به ابر
آن كه بود اندر شب قدر آن بدر
چون لسان و جان او بود آن او

آن او با او بود گستاخ گو
گفت ما گشتيم چون جان بند طين

آفتاب جان تويى در يوم دين 
وقت آن شد اى شه مكتوم سير
كز كرم ريشى بجنبانى به خير
هر يكى خاصيت خود را نمود
آن هنرها جمله بد بختى فزود
آن هنرها گردن ما را ببست

ز آن مناصب سر نگون ساريم و پست 
آن هنر فى جيدنا حبل مسد

روز مردن نيست ز آن فن ها مدد
جز همان خاصيت آن خوش حواس
كه به شب بد چشم او سلطان شناس 

آن هنرها جمله غول راه بود
غير چشمى كو ز شه آگاه بود



181

2925

2915

2920

On the day of audience the King was ashamed of him 
whose gaze was on the King’s face at night.

شاه را شرم از وى آمد روز بار
كه به شب بر روى شه بودش نظار

And the dog that is acquainted with the loving King—
even him you must entitle “the Dog of the Cave.”

Excellent, too, is the specialty in the ear; 
for he by the bark of a dog is made aware of the Lion.

When the dog is awake during the night, like a watchman, 
he is not ignorant of the nightly vigil of the kings.

Listen, you must not disdain them that have a bad name: 
you must set your mind on their inward parts.

Whoever has once got a bad name 
must not seek a name and become half-baked.

Oh, many a gold is made black polished iron 
in order that it may be saved from pillage and calamity.

Story of the sea-cow: how it brings up the royal pearl from the depths of the ocean 
and at night lays it on the seashore and feeds in the resplendence and lustre thereof; 

and how the trader comes forth from his hiding-place and, when the cow has gone some distance 
away from the pearl, covers the pearl with loam and black clay and runs off and climbs a tree; 

and so on to the end of the story and exposition.

The water-cow fetches a pearl out of the sea, 
lays it on the meadow, and grazes around it.

In the radiance of the light of the pearl 
the water-cow feeds hurriedly on hyacinths and lilies.

The excrement of the water-cow is ambergris 
because its food is narcissus and water lily.

Anyone whose food is the Light of Majesty, 
how should not lawful magic spring from his lips?

Anyone who, like the bee, has been given inspiration as a prize, 
how should not his house be full of honey?

The cow grazes in the light of the pearl; 
suddenly it moves some distance away from the pearl.

و آن سگ آگاه از شاه وداد
خود سگ كهفش لقب بايد نهاد
خاصيت در گوش هم نيكو بود

كاو به بانگ سگ ز شير آگه شود
سگ چو بيدار است شب چون پاسبان

بى خبر نبود ز شب خيز شهان 
هين ز بد نامان نبايد ننگ داشت
هوش بر اسرارشان بايد گماشت 
هر كه او يك بار خود بد نام شد

خود نبايد نام جست و خام شد
اى بسا زر كه سيه تابش كنند
تا شود ايمن ز تاراج و گزند

قصه آن كه گاو بحرى گوهر كاويان از قعر دريا بر آورد شب بر ساحل دريا نهد در درخش و تاب آن 
مى چرد، بازرگان از كمين برون آيد چون گاو از گوهر دورتر رفته باشد بازرگان به لجم و گل تيره 

گوهر را بپوشاند و بر درخت گريزد الى آخر القصه و التقريب 

گاو آبى گوهر از بحر آورد
بنهد اندر مرج و گردش مى چرد

در شعاع نور گوهر گاو آب
مى چرد از سنبل و سوسن شتاب 
ز آن فگنده ى گاو آبى عنبر است
كه غذايش نرگس و نيلوفر است 
هر كه باشد قوت او نور جلال
چون نزايد از لبش سحر حلال 

هر كه چون زنبور وحى استش تفل
چون نباشد خانه ى او پر عسل 
مى چرد در نور گوهر آن بقر
ناگهان گردد ز گوهر دورتر

A trader puts black loam on the pearl, 
so that the meadow and verdant ground becomes dark.

تاجرى بر در نهد لجم سياه
تا شود تاريك مرج و سبزه گاه 
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Then the trader takes refuge on a tree, 
while the cow seeks the man with its hard horn.

پس گريزد مرد تاجر بر درخت
گاو جويان مرد را با شاخ سخت 

Twenty times the cow runs about the meadow, 
in order to impale its enemy on its horn.

When the fierce cow despairs of him, 
it comes to the place where the pearl was laid

And sees the loam over the royal pearl; 
then it runs away from the clay, like Iblís.

Iblís is blind and deaf to the gist of the clay, 
how should the cow know that the pearl is in the clay?

(The Divine command) fall cast the spirit into abasement: 
this menstruation excluded it from prayer.

O comrades, beware of this resting-place and of that talk: 
truly, sensuality is the menstruation of men.

(The Divine command) fall cast the spirit into the body, 
that the pearl of Aden might be hidden in clay.

The trader knows it, but the cow does not: 
the spiritual know, but not any clay digger.

Every piece of clay in the heart of which there is a pearl—
its pearl can tell the secrets of clay;

While the clay that has not been illumined by God’s sprinkling cannot 
bear the companionship of the pieces of clay that are filled with pearls.

This topic is endless; 
our mouse on the bank of the river is on our ear.

Return to the Story of the mouse seeking the frog on the river-bank and pulling the string 
in order that the frog in the water might become aware of his seeking him.

That moulded of love is pulling the string 
in hope of being united with the righteous frog.

He is perpetually harping on the heart-string, saying, 
“I have got the end of the string in my paw.

My heart and soul have become as a thread in contemplation, 
ever since the end of the string showed itself to me.”

بيست بار آن گاو تازد گرد مرج
تا كند آن خصم را در شاخ درج 

چون از او نوميد گردد گاو نر
آيد آن جا كه نهاده بد گهر
لجم بيند فوق در شاهوار

پس ز طين بگريزد او ابليس وار
كآن بليس از متن طين كور و كر است

گاو كى داند كه در گل گوهر است 
اهْبِطُوا افكند جان را در حضيض

از نمازش كرد محروم اين محيض 
اى رفيقان زين مقيل و ز آن مقال

اتقوا ان الهوى حيض الرجال 
اهْبِطُوا افكند جان را در بدن
تا به گل پنهان بود در عدن 
تاجرش داند و ليكن گاو نى

اهل دل دانند و هر گل كاو نى 
هر گلى كاندر دل او گوهرى است
گوهرش غماز طين ديگرى است 

و آن گلى كز رش حق نورى نيافت
صحبت گلهاى پر در بر نتافت 
اين سخن پايان ندارد موش ما

هست بر لبهاى جو بر گوش ما

رجوع كردن به قصه ى طلب كردن آن موش آن چغز را در لب جو و كشيدن سر رشته تا چغز را در 
آب خبر شود از طلب او

آن سرشته ى عشق رشته مى كشد
بر اميد وصل چغز با رشد

مى تند بر رشته ى دل دم به دم
كه سر رشته به دست آورده ام 

همچو تارى شد دل و جان در شهود
تا سر رشته به من رويى نمود
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But suddenly the raven of separation 
came to chase the mouse and carried it off from that spot.

خود غراب البين آمد ناگهان
در شكار موش و بردش ز آن مكان 

When the mouse was taken up into the air by the raven, 
the frog too was dragged from the bottom of the water.

The mouse in the raven’s beak, 
and the frog likewise suspended in the air, its foot in the string.

The people were saying, 
“How could the raven make the water-frog its prey by craft and cun-
ning?
How could it go into the water, and how could it carry him off ? 
When was the water-frog the raven’s prey?”

“This,” said the frog “is the fit punishment for that one who, 
like persons devoid of honour, consorts with a rascal.”

Oh, alas, alas for the sorrow caused by a base friend! 
O sirs, seek ye a good companion.

Reason complains bitterly of the vicious carnal soul: 
as an ugly nose on a beautiful face.

Reason was saying to him, “it is certain that congeniality 
is spiritual in origin and is not from water and clay.”

Take heed, do not become a worshipper of form and do not say this. 
Do not seek the secret of congeniality in the form.

Form resembles the mineral and the stone: 
an inorganic thing has no knowledge of congeniality.

The spirit is like an ant, and the body like a grain of wheat 
which it carries to and fro continually.

The ant knows that the grains of which it has taken charge 
will be changed and become homogeneous with it.

One ant picks up barley on the road; 
another ant picks up a grain of wheat and runs away.

The barley does not hurry to the wheat, 
but the ant comes to the ant; yes.

The going of the barley to the wheat is consequential: 
the ant, mark you, returns to its congener.

Do not say, “Why did the wheat go to the barley?” 
Fix your eye on the holder, not on that which he holds in pawn.

A black ant on a black felt cloth: 
the ant is hidden; the grain is visible on its way,

چون بر آمد بر هوا موش از غراب
منسحب شد چغز نيز از قعر آب 
موش در منقار زاغ و چغز هم

در هوا آويخته پا در رتم 
خلق مى گفتند زاغ از مكر و كيد

چغز آبى را چگونه كرد صيد
چون شد اندر آب و چونش در ربود

چغز آبى كى شكار زاغ بود
چغز گفتا اين سزاى آن كسى

كاو چو بى آبان شود جفت خسى 
اى فغان از يار ناجنس اى فغان

همنشين نيك جوييد اى مهان 
عقل را افغان ز نفس پر عيوب
همچو بينى بدى بر روى خوب 
عقل مى گفتش كه جنسيت يقين

از ره معنى است نى از آب و طين 
هين مشو صورت پرست و اين مگو

سر جنسيت به صورت در مجو
صورت آمد چون جماد و چون حجر

نيست جامد را ز جنسيت خبر
جان چو مور و تن چو دانه ى گندمى

مى كشاند سو به سويش هر دمى 
مور داند كآن حبوب مرتهن

مستحيل و جنس من خواهد شدن 
آن يكى مورى گرفت از راه جو
مور ديگر گندمى بگرفت و دو

جو سوى گندم نمى تازد ولى
مور سوى مور مى آيد بلى 

رفتن جو سوى گندم تابع است
مور را بين كه به جنسش راجع است 

تو مگو گندم چرا شد سوى جو
چشم را بر خصم نه نى بر گرو

مور اسود بر سر لبد سياه
مور پنهان دانه پيدا پيش راه 
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Reason says, “Look well to your eye: 
when does a grain ever go along without a grain-bearer?”

عقل گويد چشم را نيكو نگر
دانه هرگز كى رود بى دانه بر

On this account the dog came to the Companions: 
the forms are the grains, while the heart is the ant.

Hence Jesus goes to the holy ones of Heaven: 
the cages were diverse, the young birds were of the same kind.

This cage is visible, but the young bird in it is hidden: 
how should the cage is moving without a cage-carrier?

Oh, blessed is the eye that is ruled by reason 
that discerns the end and is wise and cool.

Get the distinction between evil and good from reason, 
not from the eye that tells of black and white.

The eye is beguiled by the verdure on dunghills, 
reason says, “Put it to my touchstone.”

The eye that sees its desire is the bird’s bane; 
reason, which sees the trap, is the bird’s means of deliverance.

There was another trap which reason did not perceive; 
hence the inspiration which beholds the unseen sped in this direction.

By reason you can recognise congener and non-congener: 
you ought not to run at once to forms.

My being your congener is not in respect of form: 
Jesus, in the form of man, was homogeneous with the angels

The celestial Bird carried him up above this dark-blue fortress 
as the raven the frog.

Story of ‘Abdu ’l-Ghawth and his being carried off by the peris and staying among them for years, 
and how after years he returned to his town and his children, but could not endure to be parted 

from the peris, because he was really their congener and spiritually one with them.

‘Abdu ’l-Ghawth was a congener of the peri: 
for nine years he was flying about invisibly, like a peri.

His wife had offspring by another husband, 
and his orphans used to talk of his death,

زين سبب آمد سوى اصحاب كلب
هست صورتها حبوب و مور قلب 

ز آن شود عيسى سوى پاكان چرخ
بد قفسها مختلف يك جنس فرخ 
اين قفس پيدا و آن فرخش نهان

بى قفس كش كى قفس باشد روان 
اى خنك چشمى كه عقل استش امير

عاقبت بين باشد و حبر و قرير
فرق زشت و نغز از عقل آوريد

نى ز چشمى كز سيه گفت و سپيد
چشم غره شد به خضراى دمن

عقل گويد بر محك ماش زن 
آفت مرغ است چشم كام بين

مخلص مرغ است عقل دام بين 
دام ديگر بد كه عقلش درنيافت

وحى غايب بين بدين سو ز آن شتافت 
جنس و ناجنس از خرد دانى شناخت

سوى صورتها نشايد زود تاخت 
نيست جنسيت به صورت لى و لك

عيسى آمد در بشر جنس ملك 
بر كشيدش فوق اين نيلى حصار

مرغ گردونى چو چغزش زاغ وار

قصه ى عبد الغوث و ربودن پريان او را و سالها ميان پريان ساكن شدن او و بعد از سالها آمدن او 
به شهر و فرزندان خويش و باز ناشكيفتن او از آن پريان به حكم جنسيت معنى و هم دلى او با ايشان 

بود عبد الغوث هم جنس پرى
چون پرى نه سال در پنهان پرى 

شد زنش را نسل از شوى دگر
و آن يتيمانش ز مرگش در سمر
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Saying, “A wolf or a brigand attacked him, 
or he fell into a pit or ambush.”

كه مر او را گرگ زد يا ره زنى
يا فتاد اندر چهى يا مكمنى 

All his children were passionately absorbed in occupations: 
they never said that they had a father.

After nine years he came temporarily: 
he appeared and disappeared again.

He was the guest of his children for one month, 
and after that nobody saw any more of him.

Homogeneity with the peris carried him off; 
just as a spear thrust ravishes the spirit.

Since one who is destined for Paradise is homogeneous with Paradise, 
on account of homogeneity he also becomes a worshipper of God.

Has not the Prophet said, “Know that liberality and virtue 
are branches of Paradise come into this world”?

Declare all loves to be homogeneous with Love; 
deem all wraths to be homogeneous with Wrath.

The reckless man gets a reckless man, 
because they are congenial in respect of their understanding.

The congeniality in Idrís was from the stars: 
for eight years he was coming along with Saturn.

He was his companion in the East and in the West; 
his partner in conversation and familiar with his characteristics.

When after his absence he arrived, 
on the earth he was always giving lessons in astronomy.

The stars gladly ranged themselves in ranks before him: 
the stars attended his lectures,

So that the people, nobles and commons alike, 
would hear the voices of the stars.

The attraction exerted by spiritual affinity drew the stars down to the earth 
and caused them to speak plainly before him.

Each one declared its name and its circumstances 
and expounded to him astronomical observation.

What is homogeneity? 
A species of insight whereby people gain admission into one another.

When God endows you with the same insight which He has hidden in him 
(another person), you become his congener.

جمله فرزندانش در اشغال مست
خود نگفتندى كه بابايى بده ست 

بعد نه سال آمد او هم عاريه
گشت پيدا باز شد متواريه 

يك مهى مهمان فرزندان خويش
بود و ز آن پس كس نديدش رنگ بيش 

برد هم جنسى پريانش چنان
كه ربايد روح را زخم سنان 

چون بهشتى جنس جنت آمده ست
هم ز جنسيت شود يزدان پرست 

نه نبى فرمود جود و محمده
شاخ جنت دان به دنيا آمده 

مهرها را جمله جنس مهر خوان
قهرها را جمله جنس قهر دان 

لاابالى لاابالى آورد
ز انكه جنس هم بوند اندر خرد
بود جنسيت در ادريس از نجوم

هشت سال او با زحل بد در قدوم 
در مشارق در مغارب يار او

هم حديث و محرم آثار او
بعد غيبت چون كه آورد او قدوم
در زمين مى گفت او درس نجوم 

پيش او استارگان خوش صف زده
اختران در درس او حاضر شده 

آن چنان كه خلق آواز نجوم
مى شنيدند از خصوص و از عموم

جذب جنسيت كشيده تا زمين
اختران را پيش او كرده مبين 

هر يكى نام خود و احوال خود
باز گفته پيش او شرح رصد

چيست جنسيت يكى نوع نظر
كه بدان يابند ره در همدگر

آن نظر كه كرد حق در وى نهان
چون نهد در تو تو گردى جنس آن 
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What draws a body in any direction? Insight. 
How should the conscious attract the unconscious?

هر طرف چه مى كشد تن را نظر
بى خبر را كى كشاند با خبر

When He implants in a man the nature of a woman, 
he becomes a catamite and has sex with men.

When God implants in a woman the masculine nature, 
she becomes a lesbian.

When He implants in you the qualities of Gabriel, 
you will seek the way up to the air, like a young bird,

Gazing expectantly, your eye fixed upon the air, 
estranged from the earth and enamoured of heaven.

When He implants in you the asinine qualities, 
if you have a hundred wings you will fly to the stable.

The mouse is not despised for its form: 
it becomes a helpless victim of the kite because of its villainous character.

It is a food-seeker and a traitor and a lover of darkness, 
besotted with cheese and pistachio nuts and syrup.

When the white falcon has the nature of a mouse, 
it is an object of contempt to the mice and a disgrace to the wild animals.

O son, when the nature of Harut and Marut was changed 
and He bestowed on them the nature of man,

They fell from truly; we are they that stand in rows 
into the pit at Babylon shackled head-foremost.

The Guarded Tablet was removed from their sight: 
sorcerer and ensorcelled became their tablet.

The same arms, the same head, the same figure—
a Moses is celestial, while a Pharaoh is contemptible.

Be always in quest of the nature and consort with him whose nature is good: 
observe how rose-oil has received the nature of the rose.

The earth of the grave is ennobled by the man, 
so that the heart lays his face and hands on his grave.

Since the earth is ennobled 
and made fortunate by the neighbourhood of the pure body,

Then, say, “first the neighbour, then the house”: 
if you have a heart, go, seek a sweetheart.

His dust is endued with the character of his soul: 
it becomes an eye salve for the eyes of those who are dear.

چون كه اندر مرد خوى زن نهد
او مخنث گردد و گان مى دهد

چون نهد در زن خدا خوى نرى
طالب زن گردد آن زن سعترى 
چون نهد در تو صفات جبرئيل

همچو فرخى بر هوا جويى سبيل 
منتظر بنهاده ديده در هوا

از زمين بيگانه عاشق بر سما
چون نهد در تو صفتهاى خرى

صد پرت گر هست بر آخور پرى 
از پى صورت نيامد موش خوار
از خبيثى شد زبون موش خوار

طعمه جوى و خائن و ظلمت پرست
از پنير و فستق و دوشاب مست 

باز اشهب را چو باشد خوى موش
ننگ موشان باشد و عار وحوش 

خوى آن هاروت و ماروت اى پسر
چون بگشت و دادشان خوى بشر

در فتادند از لَنَحْنُ الصافون
در چه بابل ببسته سر نگون 

لوح محفوظ از نظرشان دور شد
لوح ايشان ساحر و مسحور شد

پر همان و سر همان هيكل همان
موسيى بر عرش و فرعونى مهان 

در پى خو باش و با خوش خو نشين
خو پذيرى روغن گل را ببين 

خاك گور از مرد هم يابد شرف
تا نهد بر گور او دل روى و كف 

خاك از همسايگى جسم پاك
چون مشرف آمد و اقبال ناك 
پس تو هم الجار ثم الدار گو

گر دلى دارى برو دل دار جو
خاك او هم سيرت جان مى شود
سرمه ى چشم عزيزان مى شود
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Oh, many a one sleeping like dust in the grave 
is superior in usefulness and open-handedness to a hundred living.

اى بسا در گور خفته خاك وار
به ز صد احيا به نفع و انتشار

He has taken away his shadow, but his dust is overshadowing: 
hundreds of thousands of the living are in his shadow.

Story of the man who had an allowance from the Police Inspector of Tabriz and had incurred debts 
in expectation of that allowance, since he was unaware of his death. The gist is 

that his debts were paid, not by any living person, but by the deceased Inspector, as has been said, 
“He that died and found peace is not dead: the dead one is the man dead among the living.”

A certain dervish, who was in debt, 
came from the outlying provinces to Tabriz.

His debts amounted to nine thousand pieces of gold. 
It happened that in Tabriz was Badru’din ‘Umar.

He was the Police Inspector, at heart he was an ocean: 
every hair’s tip of him was a dwelling-place of Hatím.

Hatím, had he been, would have become a beggar to him 
and laid his head and made himself the dust of his feet.

If he had given an ocean of limpid water to a thirsty man, 
such was his generosity that he would be ashamed of that gift;

And if he had made a mote a place of sunrise, 
that would to his lofty aspiration to be an unworthy action.

That poor stranger came in hope of him, 
for to poor strangers he was always a kinsman and relative.

That poor stranger was familiar with his door 
and had paid innumerable debts from his bounty.

In reliance upon that generous he ran into debt, 
for the man was confident of his donations.

He had been made reckless by him 
and eager to incur debts in hope of that munificent sea.

His creditors looked sour, while he was laughing happily, like the rose, 
on account of that garden of generous souls.

When his back is warmed by the Sun of the Arabs, 
what does he care for the moustache of Bu Lahab?

سايه برده او و خاكش سايه مند
صد هزاران زنده در سايه ى وى اند

داستان آن مرد كه وظيفه اى داشت از محتسب تبريز و وامها كرده بود بر اميد آن وظيفه و او را خبر نه 
از وفات او، حاصل از هيچ زنده اى وام او گزارده نشد الا از محتسب متوفى گزارده شد چنان كه گفته اند

ليس من مات فاستراح بميت
انما الميت ميت الاحياء

آن يكى درويش ز اطراف ديار
جانب تبريز آمد وامدار

نه هزارش وام بد از زر مگر
بود در تبريز بدر الدين عمر

محتسب بد او به دل بحر آمده
هر سر مويش يكى حاتم كده 
حاتم ار بودى گداى او شدى
سر نهادى خاك پاى او شدى 

گر بدادى تشنه را بحرى زلال
در كرم شرمنده بودى ز آن نوال 

ور بكردى ذره اى را مشرقى
بودى آن در همتش نالايقى 
بر اميد او بيامد آن غريب

كاو غريبان را بدى خويش و نسيب 
با درش بود آن غريب آموخته

وام بى حد از عطايش توخته 
هم به پشت آن كريم او وام كرد
كه به بخششهاش واثق بود مرد

لاابالى گشته زو و وام جو
بر اميد قلزم اكرام خو

وام داران رو ترش او شاد كام
همچو گل خندان از آن روض الكرام 
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When he has a covenant and alliance with the rain-cloud, 
how should he grudge water to the water-carriers?

گرم شد پشتش ز خورشيد عرب
چه غم استش از سبال بو لهب 

How should the magicians who were acquainted with God’s Hand 
bestow hands and feet upon these hands and feet?

The fox that is backed by those lions 
will break the skulls of the leopards with his fist.

How Jafar, may God be well-pleased with him, advanced alone to capture a fortress, 
and how the king of the fortress consulted as to the means of repelling him, and how the vizier 
said to the king, “Beware! Surrender and do not be so foolhardy as to hurl yourself upon him; 

for this man is aided and possesses in his soul a great collectedness from God,” etc.

When Jafar advanced against a certain fortress, 
the fortress to his dry palate a single gulp.

Riding alone, he charged up to the fortress, 
so that they locked the fortress-gate in dread.

No one dared to meet him in battle: 
what stomach has the ship’s crew with a leviathan?

The king turned to his vizier, saying, 
“What is to be done in this crisis,  Counsellor?”

He replied, “that you should bid farewell to pride and cunning, 
and come to him with sword and shroud.”

“Why,” said the king, “is not he a single man alone?” 
He replied, “Do not look with contempt on the man’s loneliness.

Open your eye: look well at the fortress: 
it is trembling before him like quicksilver.

He sits on the saddle; his nerve is just as unshaken 
as if an East and West were accompanying him.

Several men rushed forward, like Fida’is, 
and flung themselves into combat with him.

He felled each of them with a blow of his mace 
headlong at the feet of his steed.

چون كه دارد عهد و پيوند سحاب
كى دريغ آيد ز سقايانش آب 
ساحران واقف از دست خدا

كى نهند اين دست و پا را دست و پا

بشكند كله ى پلنگان را به مشت           روبهى كه هست ز آن شيرانش پشت 

آمدن جعفر به گرفتن قلعه اى به تنهايى و مشورت كردن ملك آن قلعه در دفع او و گفتن آن وزير ملك 
را كه زنهار تسليم كن و از جهل تهور مكن كه اين مرد مويد است و از حق جمعيت عظيم دارد در 

جان خويش الى آخره 

چون كه جعفر رفت سوى قلعه اى
قلعه پيش كام خشكش جرعه اى 
يك سواره تاخت تا قلعه به كر

تا در قلعه ببستند از حذر
زهره نه كس را كه پيش آيد به جنگ

اهل كشتى را چه زهره با نهنگ 
روى آورد آن ملك سوى وزير

كه چه چاره ست اندرين وقت اى مشير
گفت آن كه ترك گويى كبر و فن

پيش او آيى به شمشير و كفن 
گفت آخر نه يكى مردى است فرد

گفت منگر خوار در فردى مرد
چشم بگشا قلعه را بنگر نكو

همچو سيماب است لرزان پيش او
شسته در زين آن چنان محكم پى است

گوييا شرقى و غربى با وى است 
چند كس همچون فدايى تاختند

خويشتن را پيش او انداختند
هر يكى را او به گرزى مى فگند

سر نگون سار اندر اقدام سمند
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God’s action had bestowed on him such collectedness 
that he was attacking a people single-handed.

داده بودش صنع حق جمعيتى
كه همى زد يك تنه بر امتى 

When mine eye beheld the face of that emperor, 
plurality vanished from my sight.”

The stars are many; though the sun is one, 
on his appearance their foundation is demolished.

If a thousand mice put forth their heads, 
the cat feels no fear or apprehension of danger.

How should mice advance, O such-and-such? 
They have no collectedness in their souls.

The collectedness in outward forms is a vain thing: 
listen, beg from the Creator collectedness of spirit.

Collectedness is not the result of bodily multitude: 
know that body, like name, is built on air.

If there were any collectedness in the heart of the mouse, 
a number of mice would be collected by a feeling of indignation,

And, rushing up like assassins, 
they would throw themselves on a cat without any respite.

One would tear out her eyes in conflict, 
while another would rip her ears with its teeth,

And another make a hole in her side: 
there would be no way of escape for her from the united party.

But the soul of the mouse has no collectedness: 
at the cry of a cat its wits fly out of its soul.

The mouse is paralysed by the wily cat, 
if the numbers of the mice amount to a hundred thousand.

What cares the butcher for the numerous flocks? 
How can abundance of consciousness prevent  slumber?

He is the Lord of the kingdom: He gives collectedness to the lion, 
so that he springs on the herd of wild asses.

A hundred thousand savage and courageous wild asses 
are as naught before the onset of the lion.

He is the Lord of the kingdom: He gives to a Joseph the kingdom of Beauty, 
so that he is as the water of white clouds.

He bestows upon one face the radiance of a star, 
so that a king becomes the slave of a girl.

چشم من چون ديد روى آن قباد
كثرت اعداد از چشمم فتاد

اختران بسيار و خورشيد ار يكى است
پيش او بنياد ايشان مندكى است 
گر هزاران موش پيش آرند سر

گربه را نه ترس باشد نه حذر
كى به پيش آيند موشان اى فلان

نيست جمعيت درون جانشان 
هست جمعيت به صورتها فشار
جمع معنى خواه هين از كردگار

نيست جمعيت ز بسيارى جسم
جسم را بر باد قايم دان چو اسم 

در دل موش ار بدى جمعيتى
جمع گشتى چند موش از حميتى 

بر زدندى چون فدايى حمله اى
خويش را بر گربه ى بى مهله اى 

آن يكى چشمش بكندى از ضراب
و آن دگر گوشش دريدى هم بناب 
و آن دگر سوراخ كردى پهلواش

از جماعت گم شدى بيرون شواش 
ليك جمعيت ندارد جان موش

بجهد از جانش به بانگ گربه هوش 
خشك گردد موش ز آن گربه ى عيار

گر بود اعداد موشان صد هزار
از رمه ى انبه چه غم قصاب را

انبهى هش چه بندد خواب را
مالِكَ الْمُلْكِ است جمعيت دهد

شير را تا بر گله ى گوران جهد
صد هزاران گور ده شاخ و دلير
چون عدم باشند پيش صول شير
مالِكَ الْمُلْكِ است بدهد ملك حسن
يوسفى را تا بود چون ماء مزن 

در رخى بنهد شعاع اخترى
كه شود شاهى غلام دخترى 

3040
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He bestows upon another face His own Light, 
so that at midnight it sees everything good and evil.

بنهد اندر روى ديگر نور خود
كه ببيند نيم شب هر نيك و بد

Joseph and Moses fetched light from God 
into their cheeks and countenances and into their inmost bosoms.

The face of Moses shot forth a flashing beam: 
he hung a veil in front of his face.

The splendour of his face would have dazzled eyes 
as the emerald the eyes of the deaf adder.

He besought God that the veil 
might become a covering for that powerful Light.

He said, “Listen, make a veil of your felt raiment, 
for the garment of gnosis can be trusted,

Because that robe has become inured to the Light: 
the Light of the Spirit shines through its warp and woof.

Nothing will be a repository except a mantle like this: 
nothing else can endure Our Light.

If Mt Qáf should come forward as a barrier, 
the Light would rend it asunder like Mt Sinai.”

Through the omnipotence the bodies of men 
have gained ability to support the unconditioned Light.

His power makes a glass vessel the dwelling-place of that Light 
of which Sinai cannot bear a mote.

A lamp-niche and a lamp-glass have become the dwelling-place of the Light 
by which Mt Qáf and Mt Sinai are torn to pieces.

Know that their bodies are the lamp-niche and their hearts the glass: 
this lamp illumines the empyrean and the heavens.

Their light is dazzled by this Light 
and vanishes like the stars in this radiance of morning.

Hence the Seal of the prophets has related 
(the saying) of the everlasting and eternal Lord—

“I am not contained in the heavens or in the void 
or in the exalted intelligences and souls;

I am contained, as a guest, in the true believer’s heart, 
without qualification or definition or description,

To the end that by the mediation of that heart above and below 
may win from Me sovereignties and fortune.

يوسف و موسى ز حق بردند نور
در رخ و رخسار و در ذات الصدور

روى موسى بارقى انگيخته
پيش رو او توبره آويخته 

نور رويش آن چنان بردى بصر
كه زمرد از دو ديده ى مار كر
او ز حق درخواسته تا توبره
گردد آن نور قوى را ساتره 

توبره گفت از گليمت ساز هين
كآن لباس عارفى آمد امين 

كآن كسا از نور صبرى يافته ست
نور جان در تار و پودش تافته ست 
جز چنين خرقه نخواهد شد صوان

نور ما را بر نتابد غير آن 
كوه قاف ار پيش آيد بهر سد

همچو كوه طور نورش بر درد
از كمال قدرت ابدان رجال

يافت اندر نور بى چون احتمال 
آن چه طورش بر نتابد ذره اى
قدرتش جا سازد از قاروره اى 

گشت مشكات و زجاجى جاى نور
كه همى درد ز نور آن قاف و طور
جسمشان مشكات دان دلشان زجاج
تافته بر عرش و افلاك اين سراج 

نورشان حيران اين نور آمده
چون ستاره زين ضحى فانى شده 

زين حكايت كرد آن ختم رسل
از مليك لا يزال و لم يزل 

كه نگنجيدم در افلاك و خلا
در عقول و در نفوس با علا

در دل مومن بگنجيدم چو ضيف
بى ز چون و بى چگونه بى ز كيف 

تا به دلالى آن دل فوق و تحت
يابد از من پادشاهيها و بخت 
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Without such a mirror neither Earth nor Time 
could bear the vision of My beauty.

بى چنين آيينه از خوبى من
بر نتابد نه زمين و نه زمن 

I caused the steed of mercy to gallop over the two worlds: 
I fashioned a very spacious mirror.

From this mirror at every moment fifty wedding-feasts: 
hearken to the mirror, but do not ask to describe it.”

The gist is this, that Moses made a veil of his raiment, 
since he knew the penetrating nature of  that Moon.

Had the veil been of anything except his raiment, 
it would have been torn to shreds, if it had been a solid mountain.

It would penetrate through iron walls: 
what contrivance could the veil employ against the Light of God?

That veil had become glowing: 
it was the mantle of a gnostic in the moment of ecstasy.

The fire is deposited in the tinder 
because it is already familiar with the fire.

And in sooth Safura, from desire and love for that Light of true guidance, 
sacrificed both her eyes.

At first she closed one eye and beheld the light of his face; 
and that eye was lost.

Afterwards she could no longer restrain herself 
and she opened the other and spent it on that Moon.

Even so the warrior gives away his bread; 
when the light of devotion strikes on him, he gives away his life.

Then a woman said to her, 
“Are you grieving for the jonquil-like eye that you have lost?”

“I am grieving,” she replied, 
“would that I had a hundred thousand eyes to lavish!

The window, mine eye, has been ruined by the Moon; 
but the Moon is seated like the treasure in the ruin.

How should the treasure let this ruin of mine 
have memory of my porch and house?”

The light of Joseph’s face, when he was passing by, 
used to fall on the latticed windows of every villa,

And the people within the house would say, 
“Joseph is taking a walk in this quarter and passing by”;

بر دو كون اسب ترحم تاختم
بس عريض آيينه اى بر ساختم 
هر دمى زين آينه پنجاه عرس
بشنو آيينه ولى شرحش مپرس

حاصل اين كز لبس خويشش پرده ساخت
كه نفوذ آن قمر را مى شناخت 
گر بدى پرده ز غير لبس او

پاره گشتى گر بدى كوه دو تو
ز آهنين ديوارها نافذ شدى

توبره با نور حق چه فن زدى 
گشته بود آن توبره صاحب تفى
بود وقت شور خرقه ى عارفى 
ز آن شود آتش رهين سوخته

كاوست با آتش ز پيش آموخته 
و ز هوا و عشق آن نور رشاد

خود صفورا هر دو ديده باد داد
اولا بر بست يك چشم و بديد

نور روى او و آن چشمش پريد
بعد از آن صبرش نماند و آن دگر

بر گشاد و كرد خرج آن قمر
همچنان مرد مجاهد نان دهد

چون بر او زد نور طاعت جان دهد
پس زنى گفتش ز چشم عبهرى

كه ز دستت رفت حسرت مى خورى 
گفت حسرت مى خورم كه صد هزار

ديده بودى تا همى كردم نثار
روزن چشمم ز مه ويران شده ست
ليك مه چون گنج در ويران نشست 

كى گذارد گنج كاين ويرانه ام
ياد آرد از رواق و خانه ام 

نور روى يوسفى وقت عبور
مى فتادى در شباك هر قصور

پس بگفتندى درون خانه در
يوسف است اين سو به سيران و گذر
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For they would see the radiance on the wall, 
and then the landlords would understand.

ز انكه بر ديوار ديدندى شعاع
فهم كردندى پس اصحاب بقاع 

The house that has its window in that direction 
is ennobled by that Joseph’s walking for recreation.

Listen, open a window towards Joseph 
and begin to delight yourself by looking at him through the aperture.

The business of love is to make that window, 
for the breast is illumined by the beauty of the Beloved.

Therefore gaze incessantly on the face of the Beloved! 
This is in your power. Hearken, O father!

Make a way for yourself into the innermost parts: 
banish the perception that is concerned with other.

You possess an elixir: treat your skin, 
and by means of this art make your enemies your friends.

When you have become beauteous you will attain unto the Beauteous One 
who delivers the spirit from friendlessness.

His moisture is nourishment for the garden of spirits; 
His breath revives him that has died of anguish.

He does not bestow the entire kingdom of the base world; 
He bestows a hundred thousand kingdoms of diverse kinds.

God gave him, in addition to the kingdom of beauty, 
the kingdom of interpretation without his having studied and taken lessons.

The kingdom of beauty led him to prison; 
the kingdom of knowledge led him to Saturn.

Because of his knowledge and skill the King became his slave: 
the kingdom of knowledge is more praiseworthy than the kingdom of beauty.

Return to the Story of the man who incurred debts and his coming to Tabriz 
in hope of the favour of the Inspector of Police.

The poor stranger, afflicted with fear on account of his debts, 
set out on the way to that Abode of Peace.

He went to Tabriz and the rose-garden district: 
his hope was reclining on roses.

خانه اى را كش دريچه ست آن طرف
دارد از سيران آن يوسف شرف 
هين دريچه سوى يوسف باز كن

وز شكافش فرجه اى آغاز كن 
عشق ورزى آن دريچه كردن است

كز جمال دوست سينه روشن است 
پس هماره روى معشوقه نگر

اين به دست تست بشنو اى پدر
راه كن در اندرونها خويش را
دور كن ادراك غير انديش را
كيميا دارى دواى پوست كن

دشمنان را زين صناعت دوست كن 
چون شدى زيبا بدان زيبا رسى

كه رهاند روح را از بى كسى 
پرورش مر باغ جانها را نمش
زنده كرده مرده ى غم را دمش 

نه همه ملك جهان دون دهد
صد هزاران ملك گوناگون دهد

بر سر ملك جمالش داد حق
ملكت تعبير بى درس و سبق 

ملكت حسنش سوى زندان كشيد
ملكت علمش سوى كيوان كشيد

شه غلام او شد از علم و هنر
ملك علم از ملك حسن استوده تر

رجوع كردن به حكايت آن شخص وام كرده و آمدن او به اميد عنايت آن محتسب سوى تبريز

آن غريب ممتحن از بيم وام
در ره آمد سوى آن دار السلام 
شد سوى تبريز و كوى گلستان

خفته اوميدش فراز گل ستان 
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From the glorious imperial city of Tabriz 
darted light upon light on his hope.

زد ز دار الملك تبريز سنى
بر اميدش روشنى بر روشنى 

His spirit was laughing for that orchard of men 
and the fragrant breeze from Joseph and the Egypt of union.

He cried, “O cameleer, let my camel kneel for me: 
my help is come and my need is flown.

Kneel down, O my camel! All goes well: 
truly, Tabriz is the place where princes alight.

Graze, O my camel, round the meadows: 
truly Tabriz is for us the most excellent source of bountifulness.

O camel-driver, unload the camels: 
it is the city of Tabriz and the district of the rose-garden.

This garden has the splendour of Paradise: 
this Tabriz has the brilliance of Heaven.

At every moment of time joy-enkindling odours diffused by the Spirit 
from above the empyrean upon the inhabitants of Tabriz.”

When the poor stranger sought the Inspector’s house, 
the people told him that the loved one had passed away.

“The day before yesterday,” they said, “he removed from this world: 
man and woman is pale for the calamity that has overtaken him.

That celestial peacock went to Heaven, 
when the scent of Heaven reached him from invisible messengers.

Although his shadow was the refuge of people, 
the Sun rolled it up very quickly.

He pushed off his boat from this beach the day before yesterday: 
the Khwaja had become sated with this house of sorrow.”

The man shrieked and fell senseless: 
you would say that he too had given up the ghost on the heels.

Then they threw julep and water on his face: 
his fellow-travellers wept and bewailed his plight.

He remained unconscious till nightfall, 
and then his soul returned, half-dead, from the Unseen.

جانش خندان شد از آن روضه ى رجال
از نسيم يوسف و مصر وصال 

گفت يا حادى انخ لى ناقتى
جاء اسعادى و طارت فاقتى 
ابركى يا تاقتى طاب الامور
ان تبريزا مناجات الصدور

اسرحى يا ناقتى حول الرياض
ان تبريزا لنا نعم المفاض

ساربانا بار بگشا ز اشتران
شهر تبريز است و كوى گلستان 

فر فردوسى است اين پاليز را
شعشعه ى عرشى است اين تبريز را

هر زمانى فوح روح انگيز جان
از فراز عرش بر تبريزيان 

چون وثاق محتسب جست آن غريب
خلق گفتندش كه بگذشت آن حبيب 

او پرير از دار دنيا نقل كرد
مرد و زن از واقعه ى او روى زرد
رفت آن طاوس عرشى سوى عرش
چون رسيد از هاتفانش بوى عرش 

سايه اش گر چه پناه خلق بود
در نورديد آفتابش زود زود

راند او كشتى از اين ساحل پرير
گشته بود آن خواجه زين غم خانه سير

نعره اى زد مرد و بى هوش اوفتاد
گوييا او نيز در پى جان بداد

پس گلاب و آب بر رويش زدند
همرهان بر حالتش گريان شدند

تا به شب بى خويش بود و بعد از آن
نيم مرده باز گشت از غيب جان 
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با خبر شدن آن غريب از وفات آن محتسب و استغفار او از اعتماد بر مخلوق و تعويل بر عطاى 
مخلوق و ياد نعمتهاى حق كردنش و انابت بحق از جرم خود، ثُمَّه الَّهذِينَ كَفَرُوا بِرَبِّهِمْ يَعْدِلُونَ

How the poor stranger was informed of the Inspector’s death and begged God to pardon him for 
having relied upon a created being and having rested his hopes upon the bounty of a created being; 

and how he remembered the blessings he had received from God, 
and turned to God and repented of his sin: “then those who disbelieve equal.”

When he came to his senses, he said, 
“O Maker, I am a sinner: I was setting my hopes on creatures.

Though the Khwaja had shown great generosity 
that was never a match for Your bounty.

He gave the cap, but You the head filled with intelligence; 
he gave the coat, but You the tall figure and stature.

He gave me gold, but You the hand that counts gold; 
he gave me the beast for riding, but You the mind that rides it.

The Khwaja gave me the candle, but You the cool eye; 
the Khwaja gave me the dessert, but You the food-receiving.

He gave me the stipend, but You life and animate existence; 
his promise was gold, but Your promise the pure things.

He gave me a house, but You the sky and the earth: 
in Your house he and a hundred like him fat.

Gold is Yours: he did not create gold. 
Bread is Yours: bread came to him from You.

You also gave him generosity and pity, 
and his joy was increased by that generosity.

I made him my qibla: 
I let the original qibla-Maker fall.”

Where were we when the Judge of Judgement 
was sowing reason in the water and clay?—

Since He was producing the sky from non-existence 
and spreading this carpet of earth,

And making lamps of the stars 
and of the natural properties a lock together with the keys.

Oh, how many structures hidden and plain to see 
has He enclosed in this roof and this carpet!

چون به هوش آمد بگفت اى كردگار
مجرمم بودم به خلق اوميدوار

گر چه خواجه بس سخاوت كرده بود
هيچ آن كفو عطاى تو نبود

او كله بخشيد و تو سر پر خرد
او قبا بخشيد و تو بالا و قد

او زرم داد و تو دست زر شمار
او ستورم داد و تو عقل سوار

خواجه شمعم داد و تو چشم قرير
خواجه نقلم داد و تو طعمه پذير
او وظيفه داد و تو عمر و حيات
وعده اش زر وعده ى تو طيبات 
او وثاقم داد و تو چرخ و زمين

در وثاقت او و صد چون او سمين 
زر از آن تست زر او نافريد

نان از آن تست نانش از تو رسيد
آن سخا و رحم هم تو دادى اش

كز سخاوت مى فزودى شادى اش 
من مر او را قبله ى خود ساختم

قبله ساز اصل را انداختم 
ما كجا بوديم كآن ديان دين

عقل مى كاريد اندر آب و طين 
چون همى كرد از عدم گردون پديد

وين بساط خاك را مى گستريد
ز اختران مى ساخت او مصباحها

و ز طبايع قفل با مفتاحها
اى بسا بنيادها پنهان و فاش

مضمر اين سقف كرد و اين فراش 
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Adam is the astrolabe of the attributes of Sublimity: 
the nature of Adam is the theatre for His revelations.

آدم اسطرلاب اوصاف علوست
وصف آدم مظهر آيات اوست 

Whatever appears in him is the reflection of Him, 
just as the moon is reflected in the water of the river.

The figures on the “spider” on his astrolabe 
are there for the sake of the Eternal Attributes,

In order that its “spider” may give lessons 
in exposition of the sky of the Unseen and the sun of the Spirit.

Without an astronomer, the “spider” and this astrolabe 
which guides aright fall into the hands of the vulgar.

God bestowed this astronomy on the prophets: 
for the Unseen an eye that observes the Unseen is necessary.

These generations fell into the well of the present world: 
everyone saw in the well his own reflection.

Know that what appears to you in the well is from outside; 
else you are the lion that plunged into the well.

A hare led him astray, saying, “O such-and-such, 
this furious lion is at the bottom of the well.

Go into the well and wreak vengeance on him: 
tear off his head, since you art mightier than he.”

That follower of authority was subjugated by the hare: 
he was filled with boiling by his own fancy.

He did not say, “This image is not produced by the water: 
this is not by anything except the changing activity of the Changer.”

So when you, O slave to the six, wreak vengeance on your enemy 
you are in error concerning all the six.

That enmity in him is reflected from God, 
for it is derived from the attributes of Wrath  there;

And that sin in him is homogeneous with your sin: 
you must wash that disposition out of your own nature.

Your evil character showed itself to you in him 
because he was the surface of a mirror to you.

When you have seen your ugliness in the mirror, O Hasan, 
do not strike at the mirror!

A lofty star is reflected in the water, 
and you cast earth on the star’s reflection,

هر چه در وى مى نمايد عكس اوست
همچو عكس ماه اندر آب جوست 

بر سطرلابش نقوش عنكبوت
بهر اوصاف ازل دارد ثبوت 

تا ز چرخ غيب و ز خورشيد روح
عنكبوتش درس گويد از شروح 
عنكبوت و اين سطرلاب رشاد

بى منجم در كف عام اوفتاد
انبيا را داد حق تنجيم اين

غيب را چشمى ببايد غيب بين 
در چه دنيا فتادند اين قرون

عكس خود را ديد هر يك چه درون 
از برون دان آن چه در چاهت نمود
ور نه آن شيرى كه در چه شد فرود

برد خرگوشيش از ره كاى فلان
در تگ چاه است آن شير ژيان 

در رو اندر چاه كين از وى بكش
چون از او غالبترى سر بركنش 

آن مقلد سخره ى خرگوش شد
از خيال خويشتن پر جوش شد

او نگفت اين نقش داد آب نيست
اين بجز تقليب آن قلاب نيست 

تو هم از دشمن چو كينى مى كشى
اى زبون شش غلط در هر ششى 

آن عداوت اندر او عكس حق است
كز صفات قهر آن جا مشتق است 

و آن گنه در وى ز جنس جرم تست
بايد آن خو را ز طبع خويش شست 

خلق زشتت اندر او رويت نمود
كه ترا او صفحه ى آيينه بود

چون كه قبح خويش ديدى اى حسن
اندر آيينه بر آيينه مزن 

مى زند بر آب استاره ى سنى
خاك تو بر عكس اختر مى زنى 
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Saying, “This unlucky star has come into the water 
to overthrow my good luck.”

كاين ستاره ى نحس در آب آمده ست
تا كند او سعد ما را زير دست 

You pour upon it the earth of subjection, 
because on account of the resemblance you deem it to be the star.

The reflection becomes hidden and disappears, 
you think that the star is no more;

The unlucky star is in the sky: 
it is in that quarter it must be cured;

Nay, you must fix your heart on that which is illimitable; the ill-luck in this 
quarter is the reflection of the ill-luck in the realm where no quarters exist.

Know that gifts are the gift of God and are His bounty: 
it is the reflection of those gifts that appears in the five and the six.

Though the gifts of the base be more than the sands, 
you will die and they will be left behind as an inheritance.

After all, how long does a reflection remain in view? 
Make a practice of contemplating the origin, O you who look awry.

When God bestows bounty on those who supplicate Him in their need, 
together with His gift He bestows on them a long life.

The benefit and the beneficiary are made enduring forever. 
It is He that brings the dead to life, so repair unto Him.

The gifts of God are mingled with you like the spirit, 
in such wise that you are they and they are you.

If you have no more appetite for bread and water, 
He will give you goodly nourishment without these two.

If your fatness is gone, God will give you from yonder 
fatness concealed in leanness.

Since He gives the peri nourishment from scent 
and gives every angel nourishment from spirit,

What is the soul that you should make a support of it? 
God will make you living by His love.

Ask of Him the life of love and do not ask for the soul: 
ask of Him that provision and do not ask for bread.

Know that created beings is like pure and limpid water 
in which the attributes of the Almighty are shining.

Their knowledge and their justice and their clemency 
are like a star of heaven in running water.

خاك استيلا بريزى بر سرش
چون كه پندارى ز شبهه اخترش 

عكس پنهان گشت و اندر غيب راند
تو گمان بردى كه آن اختر نماند

آن ستاره ى نحس هست اندر سما
هم بدان سو بايدش كردن دوا

بلكه بايد دل سوى بى سوى بست
نحس اين سو عكس نحس بى سو است 

داد داد حق شناس و بخششش
عكس آن داد است اندر پنج و شش 
گر بود داد خسان افزون ز ريگ
تو بميرى و آن بماند مرده ريگ 

عكس آخر چند پايد در نظر
اصل بينى پيشه كن اى كژ نگر

حق چو بخشش كرد بر اهل نياز
با عطا بخشيدشان عمر دراز
خالدين شد نعمت و منعم عليه
محيى الموتاست فاجتازوا إليه 

داد حق با تو در آميزد چو جان
آن چنان كه آن تو باشى و تو آن 

گر نماند اشتهاى نان و آب
بدهدت بى اين دو قوت مستطاب 
فربهى گر رفت حق در لاغرى

فربهى پنهانت بخشد آن سرى 
چون پرى را قوت از بو مى دهد
هر ملك را قوت جان او مى دهد

جان چه باشد كه تو سازى زو سند
حق به عشق خويش زنده ت مى كند
زو حيات عشق خواه و جان مخواه
تو از او آن رزق خواه و نان مخواه 
خلق را چون آب دان صاف و زلال

اندر آن تابان صفات ذو الجلال
علمشان و عدلشان و لطفشان

چون ستاره ى چرخ در آب روان 



197

3190

3175

3185

Kings are the theatre for the manifestation of God’s kingship; 
the learned are the mirrors for God’s wisdom.

پادشاهان مظهر شاهى حق
فاضلان مرآت آگاهى حق 

Generations have passed away, and this is a new generation: 
the moon is the same moon, the water is not the same water.

The justice is the same justice, and the learning is the same learning too; 
but those generations and peoples have been changed.

Generations on generations have gone, O sire, 
but these Ideas are permanent and everlasting.

The water in this channel has been changed many times: 
the reflection of the moon and of the stars remains unaltered.

Therefore its foundation is not in the running water; 
nay, but in the regions of the breadth of Heaven.

These attributes are like Ideal stars: 
know that they are established in the sphere of the Ideas.

The beauteous are the mirror of His beauty: 
love for them is the reflection of the desire of which He is the object.

This cheek and mole goes to the Source thereof: 
how should a phantom continue in the water forever?

The whole sum of pictured forms is a reflection in the water of the river: 
when you rub your eye, all of them are really He.

Again, his reason said, “Abandon this seeing double: 
vinegar is grape-syrup and grape-syrup is vinegar.

Since, from defect, you have called the Khwaja ‘other’, 
be ashamed before the jealous King, O man of double sight.

Do not suppose the Khwaja, who has passed beyond the ether, 
to be homogeneous with these mice of darkness.

Regard the Khwaja as spirit; do not regard him as gross body: 
regard him as marrow, do not regard him as bone.

Do not look at the Khwaja with the eye of Iblís the accursed, 
and do not relate him to clay.

Do not call the fellow-traveller of the Sun ‘a bat’: 
do not call him who was worshipped a worshipper.

This resembles the reflections; but it is not a reflection, 
it is the appearance of God in the likeness of a reflection.

He beheld a Sun and remained frozen no more: 
the oil of roses was no longer oil of sesame.

قرنها بگذشت و اين قرن نوى است
ماه آن ماه است آب آن آب نيست 

عدل آن عدل است و فضل آن فضل هم
ليك مستبدل شد آن قرن و امم 
قرنها بر قرنها رفت اى همام
وين معانى برقرار و بر دوام 

آب مبدل شد در اين جو چند بار
عكس ماه و عكس اختر برقرار

پس بنايش نيست بر آب روان
بلكه بر اقطار عرض آسمان 

اين صفتها چون نجوم معنوى است
دان كه بر چرخ معانى مستوى است 

خوب رويان آينه ى خوبى او
عشق ايشان عكس مطلوبى او

هم به اصل خود رود اين خد و خال
دايما در آب كى ماند خيال 

جمله تصويرات عكس آب جوست
چون بمالى چشم خود خود جمله اوست 

باز عقلش گفت بگذار اين حول
خل دوشاب است و دوشاب است خل 
خواجه را چون غير گفتى از قصور

شرم دار اى احول از شاه غيور
خواجه را كه در گذشته ست از اثير

جنس اين موشان تاريكى مگير
خواجه را جان بين مبين جسم گران

مغز بين او را مبينش استخوان 
خواجه را از چشم ابليس لعين

منگر و نسبت مكن او را به طين 
همره خورشيد را شب پر مخوان
آن كه او مسجود شد ساجد مدان 

عكسها را ماند اين و عكس نيست
در مثال عكس حق بنمودنى است 

آفتابى ديد او جامد نماند
روغن گل روغن كنجد نماند
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Since the Abdal of God have been transmuted, 
they are not among created beings: turn over a leaf !

چون مبدل گشته اند ابدال حق
نيستند از خلق بر گردان ورق 

How should the qibla, namely, the Unity, be two? 
How should earth be worshipped by the angels?

When a man sees the reflection of apples in this river, 
and the sight of them fills his skirt with apples,

How should that which he saw in the river be a phantom, 
when a hundred sacks have been filled by his vision?

Do not regard the body, and do not act like those 
dumb and deaf men disbelieved in the Truth when it came to them.

The Khwaja is You did not throw when you threw: 
to see him is to see the Creator.

To serve him is to serve God: 
to see this window is to see the Daylight; 

Especially this window is resplendent of itself: 
nothing is deposited by the sun and the Farqad.

From that Sun, too, strike upon a window, 
but not in the ordinary way and direction.

Between the Sun and this window there is a way; 
the windows are not acquainted with it,

So that, if a cloud arise and cover the sky, 
in this window its light will be coruscating.

There is familiarity between the window and the Sun, 
otherwise than the way of this atmosphere and the six directions.

To praise and glorify the Perfect Man is to glorify God: 
the fruit is growing out of the essential nature of this tray.

Apples grow from this basket in fine variety: 
it is no harm if you bestow on it the name ‘tree.’

Call this basket ‘the Apple-tree,’ 
for between the two there is a hidden way.

That which grows from the fruit-bearing Tree—
the same kind of fruit grows from this basket.

Therefore regard the basket as the Tree of Fortune 
and sit happily under the shade of this basket.

When bread produces looseness, why call it bread, O kindly man? 
Call it a purgative.

قبله ى وحدانيت دو چون بود
خاك مسجود ملايك چون شود

چون در اين جو ديد عكس سيب مرد
دامنش را ديد آن پر سيب كرد

آن چه در جو ديد كى باشد خيال
چون كه شد از ديدنش پر صد جوال 

تن مبين و آن مكن كآن بكم و صم
كَذَّبُوا بِالْحَقِّ لَمَّا جاءهم 

ما رَمَيْتَ إِذْ رَمَيْتَ احمد بده ست
ديدن او ديدن خالق شده ست 

خدمت او خدمت حق كردن است
روز ديدن ديدن اين روزن است 

خاصه اين روزن درخشان از خود است
نى وديعه ى آفتاب و فرقد است 

هم از آن خورشيد زد بر روزنى
ليك از راه و سوى معهود نى 

در ميان شمس و اين روزن رهى
هست روزنها نشد زو آگهى 

تا اگر ابرى بر آيد چرخ پوش
اندر اين روزن بود نورش به جوش 

غير راه اين هوا و شش جهت
در ميان روزن و خور مألفت 
مدحت و تسبيح او تسبيح حق

ميوه مى رويد ز عين اين طبق 
سيب رويد زين سبد خوش لخت لخت

عيب نبود گر نهى نامش درخت 
اين سبد را تو درخت سيب خوان

كه ميان هر دو راه آمد نهان 
آن چه رويد از درخت بارور

زين سبد رويد همان نوع از ثمر
پس سبد را تو درخت بخت بين

زير سايه ى اين سبد خوش مى نشين 
نان چو اطلاق آورد اى مهربان

نان چرا مى گويى اش محموده خوان 



199

3220

3210

3215

When the dust on the road illumines the eye and the spirit, 
regard its dust as eye salve and know that it is eye salve.

خاك ره چون چشم روشن كرد و جان
خاك او را سرمه بين و سرمه دان 

When the sunrise shines forth from the face of this earth, 
why should I lift up my face to Ayyuq?

He is non-existent: do not call him existent, O bold-eyed man! 
How should the sod remain dry in a River like this?

How should the new-moon shine in the presence of this Sun? 
What is the strength of a decrepit old woman against such a Rustam?

The Agent is seeking and prevailing , 
to the end that He may utterly destroy existences.

Do not say ‘two,’ do not know ‘two,’ and do not call ‘two’: 
deem the slave to be effaced in his master.

The Khwaja likewise is negated and dead 
and checkmated and buried in the Khwaja’s Creator.

When you regard this Khwaja as separate from God, 
you lose both the text and the preface.

Listen; let your eye and your heart pass beyond the clay! 
This is One Qibla: do not see two qiblas.

When you see two you remain deprived of both sides: 
a flame falls on the touchwood, and the touchwood is gone.”

Parable of the man who sees double. like the stranger in the town of Kash, whose name was ‘Umar. 
Because of this they passed him on from one shop to another. He did not perceive that all the shops 

were one in this respect that they would not sell bread to Umar;, “Here I will repair my error, 
‘I made a mistake: my name is not Umar.’ When I recant and repair my error in this shop, 

I shall get bread from all the shops in the town; but if, without repairing my error, 
I still keep the name ‘Umar and depart from this shop, I am deprived and seeing double, 

for I have deemed these shops to be separate from each other.”

If your name is ‘Umar, nobody in the town of Kash 
will sell you a roll of bread for a hundred dángs.

When you say at one shop, 
“I am ‘Umar: kindly sell bread to this ‘Umar,”

چون ز روى اين زمين تابد شروق
من چرا بالا كنم رو در عيوق 

شد فنا هستش مخوان اى چشم شوخ
در چنين جو خشك كى ماند كلوخ 

پيش اين خورشيد كى تابد هلال
با چنان رستم چه باشد زور زال 

طالب است و غالب است آن كردگار
تا ز هستيها بر آرد او دمار

دو مگو و دو مدان و دو مخوان
بنده را در خواجه ى خود محو دان 

خواجه هم در نور خواجه آفرين
فانى است و مرده و مات و دفين 

چون جدا بينى ز حق اين خواجه را
گم كنى هم متن و هم ديباجه را

چشم و دل را هين گذاره كن ز طين
اين يكى قبله ست دو قبله مبين 

چون دو ديدى ماندى از هر دو طرف
آتشى در خف فتاد و رفت خف 

مثل دو بين همچو آن غريب شهر كاش عمر نام كه از يك دكانش به سبب اين به آن دكان ديگر 
حواله كرد، و او فهم نكرد كه همه دكان يكى است در اين معنى كه به عمر نان نفروشند هم اينجا 

تدارك كنم من غلط كردم نامم عمر نيست چون بدين دكان توبه و تدارك كنم نان يابم از همه دكانهاى 
اين شهر، و اگر بى تدارك همچنين عمر نام باشم از اين دكان در گذرم محرومم و احولم و اين دكانها 

را از هم جدا دانسته ام 

گر عمر نامى تو اندر شهر كاش
كس بنفروشد به صد دانگت لواش 

چون به يك دكان بگفتى عمرم
اين عمر را نان فروشيد از كرم 
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He will say, “Go to that other shop: 
one loaf from that is better than fifty from this.”

او بگويد رو بدان ديگر دكان
ز آن يكى نان به كزين پنجاه نان 

If he had not been seeing double, he would have replied, 
“There is no other shop”;

And then the illumination produced by not seeing double would have shot 
upon the heart of him of Kash, and ‘Umar would have become ‘Alí.

This says, from this place to that baker, 
“O baker, sell bread to this ‘Umar”;

And he too, on hearing ‘Umar, withholds bread 
and sends to a shop some way off,

Saying, “Give bread to this ‘Umar, O my partner,” 
that is, “apprehend the secret from my voice.”

He also will pass you on from there, 
“Listen, ‘Umar is come to get some bread.”

When you have been ‘Umar in one shop, 
go and do not expect to obtain bread in all Kashan.

But if you have said in one shop, “Alí,” obtain bread from this place 
without being passed on  and without trouble.

Since the squinter who sees two is deprived of the enjoyment of delicious food, 
you are seeing ten, O you who would sell your mother!

Because of seeing double, wander like Umar in this Kashan of earth, 
since you are not Alí.

In this ruined monastery the man who sees double 
is removing from one nook to another, O, “The good is there.”

But if you get two eyes that can recognise God, 
see the expanse of both worlds full of the Beloved,

You escape from being transferred from place to place in this Kashan 
filled with fear and hope.

If you have seen buds or trees in this River, 
do not suppose that they are a phantom like any river;

For by means of the very reflection of these images 
God is made real to you and sells the fruit.

By means of this Water the eye is freed from seeing double: 
it sees the reflection, and the basket is filled.

Therefore this is really an orchard, not water: 
do not, then, like Bilqís, strip yourself from the waves.

گر نبودى احول او اندر نظر
او بگفتى نيست دكانى دگر

پس زدى اشراق آن نااحولى
بر دل كاشى شدى عمر على 
اين ازينجا گويد آن خباز را

اين عمر را نان فروش اى نانبا
چون شنيد او هم عمر نان در كشيد

پس فرستادت به دكان بعيد
كاين عمر را نان ده اى انباز من

راز يعنى فهم كن ز آواز من
او همت ز آن سو حواله مى كند
هين عمر آمد كه تا بر نان زند

چون به يك دكان عمر بودى برو
در همه كاشان ز نان محروم شو
ور به يك دكان على گفتى بگير

نان از اينجا بى حواله و بى ز حير
حول دو بين چو بى بر شد ز نوش

احول ده بينى اى مادر فروش 
اندر اين كاشان خاك از احولى

چون عمر مى گرد چون نبوى على 
هست احول را در اين ويرانه دير

گوشه گوشه نقل نو اى ثم خير
ور دو چشم حق شناس آمد ترا

دوست پر بين عرصه ى هر دو سرا
وارهيدى از حواله ى جا به جا

اندر اين كاشان پر خوف و رجا
اندر اين جو غنچه ديدى يا شجر
همچو هر جو تو خيالش ظن مبر
كه ترا از عين اين عكس نقوش
حق حقيقت گردد و ميوه فروش 

چشم از اين آب از حول حر مى شود
عكس مى بيند سبد پر مى شود

پس به معنى باغ باشد اين نه آب
پس مشو عريان چو بلقيس از حباب 
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Diverse loads are upon the backs of asses: 
do not drive these asses with one stick.

بار گوناگونست بر پشت خران
هين به يك چوب اين خران را تو مران 

One ass is laden with rubies and pearls, 
another with stones and marble.

Do not apply this principle to all rivers; 
in this River behold the Moon, and do not call it a reflection.

This is the Water of Khizr, not the water drunk by herbivorous animals 
and beasts of prey: everything that appears in it is Real.

From the bottom of this River the Moon cries, “I am the Moon, 
I am not a reflection: I am conversing and travelling with.

That which is above is in this River: 
take possession of it either above or in that as you please.

Do not assume this River to be of other rivers: 
know that this ray of the moon-faced is the Moon.

This topic is endless. The poor stranger wept exceedingly: 
he was heart-broken by grief for the Khwaja.

How the bailiff sought subscriptions in all parts of the city of Tabriz, and how a small amount 
was collected, and how the poor stranger went to visit the Inspector’s tomb 

and related this tale on his grave by the method of concentrating the mind on prayer, etc.

The calamity of his debts became notorious, 
and the bailiff was distressed by his grief.

He went round the city to collect subscriptions and everywhere, 
in hope, he told all that had happened;

That devoted beggar obtained by means of begging 
no more than a hundred dinars.

The bailiff came to him and took his hand 
and went to the grave of that very wonderful generous man.

He said, “When a servant gains the Divine favour 
so that he entertains a fortunate man,

And gives up his own wealth for his sake 
and sacrifices his own dignity for the sake of dignity on him,

Gratitude to him is certainly gratitude to God, 
since the Divine favour caused him to show beneficence.

بر يكى خر بار لعل و گوهر است
بر يكى خر بار سنگ و مرمر است

بر همه جوها تو اين حكمت مران
اندر اين جو ماه بين عكسش مخوان 
آب خضر است اين نه آب دام و دد

هر چه اندر وى نمايد حق بود
زين تگ جو ماه گويد من مهم

من نه عكسم هم حديث و همرهم 
اندر اين جو آن چه بر بالاست هست

خواه بالا خواه در وى دار دست 
از دگر جوها مگير اين جوى را

ماه دان اين پرتو مه روى را
اين سخن پايان ندارد آن غريب

بس گريست از درد خواجه شد كئيب 

توزيع كردن پاى مرد در جمله ى شهر تبريز و جمع شدن اندك چيز و رفتن آن غريب به تربت 
محتسب به زيارت و اين قصه را بر سر گور او گفتن به طريق توجه الى آخره 

واقعه ى آن وام او مشهور شد
پاى مرد از درد او رنجور شد
از پى توزيع گرد شهر گشت

از طمع مى گفت هر جا سر گذشت 
هيچ نآورد از ره كديه به دست
غير صد دينار آن كديه پرست 

پاى مرد آمد به دو دستش گرفت
شد به گور آن كريم بس شگفت 

گفت چون توفيق يابد بنده اى
كه كند مهمانى فرخنده اى 
مال خود ايثار راه او كند
جاه خود ايثار جاه او كند

شكر او شكر خدا باشد يقين
چون به احسان كرد توفيقش قرين 
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To be ungrateful to him is to be ungrateful to God: 
beyond doubt his right is consequent on God.

ترك شكرش ترك شكر حق بود
حق او لا شك به حق ملحق بود

Always give thanks to God for His bounties, 
and always give thanks and praise to the Khwaja too.

Though a mother’s tenderness is from God, 
it is a sacred duty and a worthy task to serve her.

For this reason God has said, ‘bless him (the Prophet),’ 
for Mohammed was one to whom  were transferred.

At the Resurrection God will say to His servant, 
‘Listen, what have you done with that which I bestowed on you?’

He will reply, ‘O Lord, I gave thanks to You with my soul, 
since the source of my daily provision and bread was in You.’

God will say to him, ‘Nay, you did not give thanks to Me, inasmuch as 
you did not give thanks to him who made a practice of generosity.

You have done wrong and injustice to a generous man: 
did not My bounty come to you by his hand?’”

When he arrived at the tomb of his benefactor, 
he began to weep bitterly and broke into loud lamentation.

He said, “O you who were the support and refuge of every noble man 
and the hope and helper of wayfarers,

O you on whose heart the care for our means of livelihood, O you 
whose beneficence and charity were the universal provision of sustenance,

O you who were kinsfolk and parents to the poor in their taxes 
and expenses and in discharging their debts,

O you who like the sea, gave pearls for those near 
and rain as a gift to those afar,

Our backs were warmed by you, O sun 
the splendour in every palace and the treasure in every ruin.

O you in whose eyebrow none ever saw knots, 
O you generous and bountiful as Michael,

O you whose heart was connected with the Sea of the Unseen, 
O you, who were the invisible Anqa on the Qáf of munificence,

Who never took thought how much of your wealth had gone, 
and the roof of the azimuth of your magnanimity was never cloven,

O you to whom in month and year I and a hundred like me 
had become a family like your own children,

شكر مى كن مر خدا را در نعم
نيز مى كن شكر و ذكر خواجه هم 
رحمت مادر اگر چه از خداست

خدمت او هم فريضه ست و سزاست 
زين سبب فرمود حق صَلُّوا عليه

كه محمد بود محتال إليه 
در قيامت بنده را گويد خدا

هين چه كردى آن چه من دادم ترا
گويد اى رب شكر تو كردم به جان

چون ز تو بود اصل آن روزى و نان 
گويدش حق نه نكردى شكر من
چون نكردى شكر آن اكرام فن 
بر كريمى كرده اى ظلم و ستم

نه ز دست او رسيدت نعمتم 
چون به گور آن ولى نعمت رسيد
گشت گريان زار و آمد در نشيد

گفت اى پشت و پناه هر نبيل
مرتجى و غوث ابناء السبيل 
اى غم ارزاق ما بر خاطرت

اى چو رزق عام احسان و برت 
اى فقيران را عشيره و والدين

در خراج و خرج و در ايفاء دين 
اى چو بحر از بهر نزديكان گهر

داده و تحفه سوى دوران مطر
پشت ما گرم از تو بود اى آفتاب

رونق هر قصر و گنج هر خراب 
اى در ابرويت نديده كس گره

اى چو ميكائيل راد و رزق ده 
اى دلت پيوسته با درياى غيب

اى به قاف مكرمت عنقاى غيب 
ياد نآورده كه از مالم چه رفت
سقف سمت همتت هرگز نكفت 

اى من و صد همچو من در ماه و سال
مر ترا چون نسل تو گشته عيال 
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You were our ready money and our movables and our furniture, 
our fame and our glory and our fortune.

نقد ما و جنس ما و رخت ما
نام ما و فخر ما و بخت ما

You are not dead; our luxury and fortune are dead, our happy life is dead 
and the sustenance that was provided in full measure.

A single person like  a thousand in warfare and in generosity; 
as a hundred Hatims in the hour of lavishing bounties unselfishly.

If Hatím bestows dead on the dead, 
he bestows a certain number of walnuts.

You at every moment art bestowing a life that, because of its preciousness, 
cannot be contained in breath.

You are bestowing a life exceedingly enduring, 
real gold coin exempt from depreciation and beyond count.

There exists no heir to one disposition of yours, 
O you to whose abode Heaven is bowing in worship.

Your grace is the shepherd of all who have been created, 
from the wolf of pain—a loving shepherd like God’s Kalím.”

One sheep fled from God’s Kalím: 
the feet of Moses were blistered and his shoes dropped off.

He continued searching after it till nightfall, 
and the flock had vanished from his sight.

The sheep was enfeebled and exhausted by fatigue: 
then God’s Kalím shook the dust off it,

And stroked its back and head with his hand, 
fondling it lovingly like a mother.

Not half a mite of irritation and anger, 
nothing but love and pity and tears!

He said, “I grant you had no pity on me, 
why did your nature show cruelty to itself ?”

At that moment God said to the angels, 
“So-and-so is suitable for prophethood.”

Mustafá himself has said 
that every prophet herded sheep as a young man or boy,

Without his having been a shepherd and that trial, 
God did not bestow on him the leadership of the world.

A questioner said, “Even you, O man of might?” 
“I too,” he replied, “was a shepherd for a long while.”

تو نمردى ناز و بخت ما بمرد
عيش ما و رزق مستوفى بمرد

واحد كالالف در رزم و كرم
صد چو حاتم گاه ايثار نعم 

حاتم ار مرده بمرده مى دهد
گر دكانهاى شمرده مى دهد

تو حياتى مى دهى در هر نفس
كز نفيسى مى نگنجد در نفس 
تو حياتى مى دهى بس پايدار

نقد زر بى كساد و بى شمار
وارثى نابوده يك خوى ترا

اى فلك سجده كنان كوى ترا
خلق را از گرگ غم لطفت شبان

چون كليم اللهَّ شبان مهربان 
گوسفندى از كليم اللهَّ گريخت

پاى موسى آبله شد نعل ريخت 
در پى او تا به شب در جستجو

و آن رمه غايب شده از چشم او
گوسفند از ماندگى شد سست و ماند

پس كليم الله گرد از وى فشاند
كف همى ماليد بر پشت و سرش

مى نواخت از مهر همچون مادرش 
نيم ذره طيرگى و خشم نى

غير مهر و رحم و آب چشم نى
گفت گيرم بر منت رحمى نبود
طبع تو بر خود چرا استم نمود
با ملايك گفت يزدان آن زمان

كه نبوت را همى زيبد فلان 
مصطفى فرمود خود كه هر نبى

كرد چوپانيش برنا يا صبى 
بى شبانى كردن و آن امتحان

حق ندادش پيشوايى جهان 
گفت سائل هم تو نيز اى پهلوان
گفت من هم بوده ام دهرى شبان 
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In order that their calmness and fortitude should be displayed, 
God made them shepherds before prophethood.

تا شود پيدا وقار و صبرشان
كردشان پيش از نبوت حق شبان 

Every prince who performs the task of shepherding mankind 
in such wise that he obeys the Commandments,

In tending them with foresight and understanding 
shows forbearance like that of Moses,

Inevitably God will bestow on him a spiritual shepherd’s office 
above the sphere of the moon,

Even as He raised the prophets from this herding 
and gave them the task of tending the righteous.

“You, in short, O Khwaja, have performed in your shepherding 
that which causes him that hates you to become blind.

I know that God will give you yonder 
an everlasting sovereignty in compensation.

In hope of your hand as the ocean and upon your giving a stipend 
and discharging (my obligations) in full,

I recklessly incurred debts nine thousand pieces of gold: 
where are you, that these dregs may become clear?

Where are you, that laughing like the garden you may say, 
‘Receive that and ten times as much from me’?

Where are you that you may make me laughing 
and show favour and beneficence as lords?

Where are you, that you may take me into your treasury 
and make me secure from debt and poverty?—

I am saying continually, ‘Enough!’ and you, my bounteous friend, 
replying, ‘Accept this too for my heart’s sake.’

How can a world be contained under the clay? 
How should a Heaven be contained in the earth?

God forbid! You are beyond this world 
both in your lifetime and at the present hour.

A bird is flying in the atmosphere of the Unseen: 
its shadow falls on a piece of earth.

The body is the shadow of the shadow of the shadow of the heart: 
how is the body worthy of the rank of the heart?

A man lies asleep: his spirit is shining in Heaven, like the sun, 
while his body is in bed.

هر اميرى كاو شبانى بشر
آن چنان آرد كه باشد موتمر

حلم موسى وار اندر رعى خود
او بجاى آرد به تدبير و خرد

لاجرم حقش دهد چوپانيى
بر فراز چرخ مه روحانيى 

آن چنان كه انبيا را زين رعا
بر كشيد و داد رعى اصفيا

خواجه بارى تو در اين چوپانى ات
كردى آن چه كور گردد شانى ات 

دانم آن جا در مكافات ايزدت
سرورى جاودانه بخشدت 

بر اميد كف چون درياى تو
بر وظيفه دادن و ايفاى تو

وام كردم نه هزار از زر گزاف
تو كجايى تا شود اين درد صاف 
تو كجايى تا كه خندان چون چمن
گويى ام بستان و ده چندان ز من 

تو كجايى تا مرا خندان كنى
لطف و احسان چون خداوندان كنى 

تو كجايى تا برى در مخزنم
تا كنى از وام و فاقه ايمنم 

من همى گويم بس و تو مفضلم
گفته كاين هم گير از بهر دلم 

چون همى گنجد جهانى زير طين
چون بگنجد آسمانى در زمين 
حاش لله تو برونى زين جهان

هم به وقت زندگى هم اين زمان 
در هواى غيب مرغى مى پرد
سايه ى او بر زمين مى گسترد

جسم سايه ى سايه ى سايه ى دل است
جسم كى اندر خور پايه ى دل است 

مرد خفته روح او چون آفتاب
در فلك تابان و تن در جامه خواب 
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His spirit is hidden in the Void, like the fringe: 
his body is turning to and fro beneath the coverlet.

جان نهان اندر خلا همچون سجاف
تن تقلب مى كند زير لحاف 

Since the spirit, being from the command of my Lord, is invisible, 
every similitude that I may utter is denying.

Oh, where, I wonder, is your sugar-shedding ruby lip 
and those sweet replies and mysteries of yours?

Oh, where, I wonder, is that candy-chewing cornelian lip, 
the key to the lock of our perplexities?

Oh, where, I wonder, is that breath as Dhu ’l-faqár, 
that used to make our understandings distraught?

How long, like a ringdove seeking her nest, ‘where (ku) and where 
and where and where and where and where?’

Where? In the place where are the Attributes of Mercy, 
and Power and Transcendence, and Intelligence.

Where? In the same place where his heart and thought always dwelt, 
like the lion in his jungle.

Where? In that place whither the hope of man and woman 
turns in the hour of anguish and sorrow.

Where? In the place to which in time of illness 
the eye takes wing in hope of health—

In that quarter where, in order to avert a calamity, 
you seek wind for the corn or a ship;

In that quarter which is signified by the heart 
when the tongue utters the expression ‘Yá Hú.’

He is always with God beyond ‘where? Where?’ (Ku, ku). 
Would that like weavers I might have said ma ku!

Where is our reason, that it should perceive the spiritual West and East 
flashing forth a hundred kinds of splendour?

His ebb and flow was caused by a foaming Sea: 
the ebb has ceased and the flow remains.

I am nine thousand dinars in debt and have no resources: 
there are a hundred dinars, from this subscription.

God has withdrawn you and I am left in agony: 
I am going in despair, O you whose dust is sweet!

Keep in your mind a prayer for your grief-stricken, 
O you whose face and hands and prayers are auspicious.

روح چون من امر ربى مختفى است
هر مثالى كه بگويم منتفى است 
اى عجب كو لعل شكر بار تو

و آن جوابات خوش و اسرار تو
اى عجب كو آن عقيق قند خا

آن كليد قفل مشكلهاى ما
اى عجب كو آن دم چون ذو الفقار

آن كه كردى عقلها را بى قرار
چند همچون فاخته ى كاشانه جو
كو و كو و كو و كو و كو و كو

كو همانجا كه صفات رحمت است
قدرت است و نزهت است و فطنت است 

كو همانجا كه دل و انديشه اش
دايم آن جا بد چو شير و بيشه اش 

كو همانجا كه اميد مرد و زن
مى رود در وقت اندوه و حزن 

كو همانجا كه به وقت علتى
چشم پرد بر اميد صحتى 

آن طرف كه بهر دفع زشتيى
باد جويى بهر كشت و كشتيى 

آن طرف كه دل اشارت مى كند
چون زبان يا هو عبارت مى كند

او مع اللهَّ است بى كوكو همى
كاش جولاهانه ما كو گفتمى 

عقل ما كو تا ببيند غرب و شرق
روحها را مى زند صد گونه برق 
جزر و مدش بد به بحرى در زبد

منتهى شد جزر و باقى ماند مد
نه هزارم وام و من بى دست رس

هست صد دينار از اين توزيع و بس 
حق كشيدت ماندم در كش مكش
مى روم نوميد اى خاك تو خوش 

همتى مى دار در پر حسرتت
اى همايون روى و دست و همتت 
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I come to the spring and the source of fountains: 
I find in it instead of water blood.

آمدم بر چشمه و اصل عيون
يافتم در وى به جاى آب خون 

The sky is the same sky, it is not the same moonlight: 
the river is the same river, the water is not the same water.

There are benefactors, where is that one who was found to be good? 
There are stars, where is that sun?

You have gone unto God, O venerated man: 
I too, therefore, will go unto God.”

God is the assembly-place where the generations 
are mustered under His banner: all are brought before Us.

The pictures, whether unconscious or conscious, 
are present in the hand of the Painter.

Moment by moment that traceless One is setting down 
on the page of their thought and obliterating it.

He is putting anger and taking acquiescence away: 
He is putting stinginess and taking generosity away.

Never for half a wink at eve or morn 
are my ideas exempt from this imprinting and obliterating.

The potter works at the pot to fashion it: 
how should the pot become broad and long of itself ?

The wood is kept constantly in the carpenter’s hand: 
else how should it be hewn and put into right shape?

The garment is in the hands of a tailor: 
else how should it sew and cut of itself ?

The water-skin is with the water-carrier, O adept: 
else how should it become full or empty by itself ?

You are being filled and emptied at every moment: 
know, then, that you are in the hand of His working.

On the Day when the eye-bandage falls from the eye, 
how madly will the work be enamoured of the Worker!

If you have an eye, look with your own eye: 
do not look through the eye of an ignorant fool.

If you have an ear, hearken with your own ear: 
why be dependent on the ears of blockheads?

Make a practice of seeing without blindly following any authority: 
think in accordance with the view of your own reason.

چرخ آن چرخ است آن مهتاب نيست
جوى آن جوى است آب آن آب نيست 

محسنان هستند كو آن مستطاب
اختران هستند كو آن آفتاب 

تو شدى سوى خدا اى محترم
پس به سوى حق روم من نيز هم 

مجمع و پاى علم ماوى القرون
هست حق كل لدينا محضرون 

نقشها گر بى خبر گر با خبر
در كف نقاش باشد محتضر

دم به دم در صفحه ى انديشه شان
ثبت و محوى مى كند آن بى نشان 

خشم مى آرد رضا را مى برد
بخل مى آرد سخا را مى برد

نيم لحظه مدركاتم شام و غدو
هيچ خالى نيست زين اثبات و محو

كوزه گر با كوزه باشد كارساز
كوزه از خود كى شود پهن و دراز

چوب در دست دروگر معتكف
ور نه چون گردد بريده و موتلف 

جامه اندر دست خياطى بود
ور نه از خود چون بدوزد يا درد

مشك با سقا بود اى منتهى
ور نه از خود چون شود پر يا تهى 

هر دمى پر مى شوى تى مى شوى
پس بدان كه در كف صنع ويى 

چشم بند از چشم روزى كى رود
صنع از صانع چه سان شيدا شود

چشم دارى تو به چشم خود نگر
منگر از چشم سفيهى بى خبر

گوش دارى تو به گوش خود شنو
گوش گولان را چرا باشى گرو

بى ز تقليدى نظر را پيشه كن
هم براى عقل خود انديشه كن 
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ديدن خوارزمشاه در سيران در موكب خود اسبى بس نادر و تعلق دل شاه به حسن و چستى آن اسب 
و سرد كردن عماد الملك آن اسب را در دل شاه و گزيدن شاه گفت او را بر ديد خويش چنان كه حكيم 

سنايى در الهى نامه فرمود

How the Khwárizmsháh, may God have mercy upon him, while riding for pleasure, 
saw an exceedingly fine horse in his cavalcade; and how the king’s heart fell in love with the beauty 

and elegance of the horse; and how the ‘Imádu ’l-Mulk caused the horse to appear undesirable to 
the king; and how the king preferred his word to his own sight, as the Hakim, may God have mercy 

upon him, has said in the Iláhí-náma: “When the tongue of envy turns slave-dealer, 
you may get a Joseph for an ell of linen.” Owing to the envious feelings of Joseph’s brethren 

when they acted as brokers, such a great beauty was veiled from the heart of the buyers 
and he began to seem ugly, for “they were setting little value on him.”

A certain Amír had a fine horse: 
there was no equal to it in the Sultan’s troop.

Early he rode out in the royal cavalcade: 
suddenly the Khwárizmsháh observed the horse.

Its beauty and colour enraptured the king’s eye: 
till his return the king’s eye was following the horse.

On whichever limb he let his gaze fall, 
each seemed to him more pleasing than the other.

Besides elegance and beauty and spiritedness, 
God had bestowed on it exquisite qualities.

Then the king’s mind sought to discover 
what it could be that waylaid his reason,

Saying, “My eye is full and satisfied and wanting naught: 
it is illumined by two hundred suns.

Oh, the rook of kings is a pawn in my sight; 
a knight enraptures me without any justification.

The Creator of witchery has bewitched me: 
it is an attraction, not the peculiar virtues of this.”

He recited the Fatiha and uttered many a lá hawl; 
the Fatiha increased the passion in his breast,

Because the Fatiha itself was drawing him on: 
the Fatiha is unique in drawing on and averting.

بود اميرى را يكى اسبى گزين
در گله ى سلطان نبودش يك قرين 

او سواره گشت در موكب بگاه
ناگهان ديد اسب را خوارزمشاه 
چشم شه را فر و رنگ او ربود

تا به رجعت چشم شه با اسب بود
بر هر آن عضوش كه افكندى نظر
هر يكش خوشتر نمودى ز آن دگر

غير چستى و گشى و روحنت
حق بر او افكنده بد نادر صفت 

پس تجسس كرد عقل پادشاه
كاين چه باشد كه زند بر عقل راه 

چشم من پر است و سير است و غنى
از دو صد خورشيد دارد روشنى 

اى رخ شاهان بر من بى ذقى
نيم اسبم در ربايد بى حقى 

جادويى كردست جادو آفرين
جذبه باشد آن نه خاصيات اين 

فاتحه خواند و بسى لاحول كرد
فاتحه ش در سينه مى افزود درد

ز انكه او را فاتحه خود مى كشيد
فاتحه در جر و دفع آمد وحيد

يوسفى يابى از گزى كرباس           چون زبان حسد شود نخاس 

از دلالى برادران يوسف حسودانه در دل مشتريان آن چندان حسن پوشيده شد و زشت نمودن گرفت 
اهِدِينَ كه وَ كانُوا فِيهِ مِنَ الزَّه
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If another appears, it is His illusion; 
and if another vanishes from sight, it is His awakening.

گر نمايد غير هم تمويه اوست
ور رود غير از نظر تنبيه اوست 

Then it became certain to him that the attraction was from Yonder: 
the action of God is producing marvels at every moment.

Because of the probation a stone horse a stone cow becomes, 
through God’s deception, an object of worship.

In the eyes of the infidel the idol has no second, 
the idol has neither glory nor spirituality.

What is the attracting power, hidden in the hiddenmost, 
that shines forth in this world from the other world?

The intellect is barred, and the spirit also, from this ambush; 
I cannot see it: see it you can!

When the Khwárizmsháh returned from his ride, 
he conferred with the nobles of his kingdom.

Then he immediately ordered the officers 
to fetch the horse from that household.

As fire, the party arrived: the Amír who was like a mountain 
became as a piece of wool

He almost expired from the anguish and fraud: 
he saw no protection except the ‘Imádu ’l-Mulk;

For the ‘Imádu ’l-Mulk was the foot of the banner to which every victim 
of injustice and every one stricken by distress would flock for refuge.

In truth there was no chief more revered than he: 
in the eyes of the Sultan he was like a prophet.

He was not ambitious, strong-minded, devout, and ascetic, 
one who kept vigils and was Hatím in generosity;

Very felicitous in judgement, endowed with foresight, and sage: 
his judgement had been proved in everything that he sought to attain.

Generous both in self-sacrifice and in sacrificing wealth: 
always seeking the Sun of the invisible world, like the new-moon.

In his princedom he felt strange and embarrassed: 
he was clad in the attributes of poverty and love.

He was like a father to everyone in need: 
before the Sultan he was an intercessor and the means of averting harm.

To the wicked he was a covering, like the clemency of God: 
his nature was opposite to created beings and apart.

پس يقين گشتش كه جذبه ز آن سرى است
كار حق هر لحظه نادر آورى است 

اسب سنگين گاو سنگين ز ابتلا
مى شود مسجود از مكر خدا

پيش كافر نيست بت را ثانيى
نيست بت را فر و نه روحانيى 

چيست آن جاذب نهان اندر نهان
در جهان تابيده از ديگر جهان 

عقل محجوب است و جان هم زين كمين
من نمى بينم تو مى تانى ببين 

چون كه خوارزمشه ز سيران باز گشت
با خواص ملك خود هم راز گشت 
پس به سرهنگان بفرمود آن زمان

تا بيارند اسب را ز آن خاندان 
همچو آتش در رسيدند آن گروه

همچو پشمى گشت امير همچو كوه 
جانش از درد و غبين تا لب رسيد

جز عماد الملك زنهارى نديد
كه عماد الملك بد پاى علم

بهر هر مظلوم و هر مقتول غم 
محترم تر خود نبد زو سرورى
پيش سلطان بود چون پيغمبرى 

بى طمع بود و اصيل و پارسا
رايض و شب خيز و حاتم در سخا
بس همايون راى و با تدبير و راد

آزموده راى او در هر مراد
هم به بذل جان سخى و هم به مال

طالب خورشيد غيب او چون هلال 
در اميرى او غريب و محتبس
در صفات فقر و خلت ملتبس 

بوده هر محتاج را همچون پدر
پيش سلطان شافع و دفع ضرر
مر بدان را ستر چون حلم خدا
خلق او بر عكس خلقان و جدا



209

3390

3375

3385

Many a time he would have gone alone to the mountains, 
the Sultan prevented him by a hundred humble entreaties.

بارها مى شد به سوى كوه فرد
شاه با صد لابه او را منع كرد

If at every moment he had interceded for a hundred sins, 
the Sultan’s eye would have been abashed before him.

He went to the noble ‘Imádu ’l-Mulk: 
he bared his head and fell on the ground,

Saying “Let him take my harem together with all that I possess! 
Let any raider seize my revenue!

There is this one horse—my soul is devoted to it: 
if he takes it, I will surely die O lover of good.

If he takes this horse out of my hands, 
I know for certain that I shall not live.

Since God has bestowed a connection, 
stroke my head at once with your hand, O Messiah!

I can bear the loss of my women and gold and estates: 
this is not pretence nor is it an imposture.

If you do not believe me in this, try me; 
try me in word and deed!”

Weeping and wiping his eyes, the ‘Imádu ’l-Mulk ran, with agitated mien, 
into the presence of the Sultan.

He closed his lips and stood before the Sultan, 
communing with God the Lord of His slaves.

He stood and listened to the Sultan’s intimate talk, 
while inwardly his thought was weaving this—

“O God, if that young man has gone the wrong way, 
for it is not fitting to make anyone except You a refuge,

Act in Your own fashion and be not offended with him 
although he beseech any prisoner to deliver him,

Because all these creatures are in need: 
take all from a beggar to the Sultan.”

To seek guidance from candle and wick 
when the perfect Sun is present,

To seek light from candle and lamp 
when the smoothly-rolling Sun is present,

Doubtless it is irreverence on our part; 
it is ingratitude and an act of self-will,

هر دم از صد جرم را شافع شدى
چشم سلطان را از او شرم آمدى 

رفت او پيش عماد الملك راد
سر برهنه كرد و بر خاك اوفتاد
كه حرم با هر چه دارم گو بگير

تا بگيرد حاصلم را هر مغير
اين يكى اسب است جانم رهن اوست

گر برد مردم يقين اى خير دوست 
گر برد اين اسب را از دست من

من يقين دانم نخواهم زيستن 
چون خدا پيوستگيى داده است

بر سرم مال اى مسيحا زود دست 
از زن و زر و عقارم صبر هست
اين تكلف نيست نى تزويرى است 

اندر اين گر مى ندارى باورم
امتحان كن امتحان گفت و قدم 

آن عماد الملك گريان چشم مال
پيش سلطان در دويد آشفته حال 
لب ببست و پيش سلطان ايستاد

رازگويان با خدا رب العباد
ايستاده راز سلطان مى شنيد

و اندرون انديشه اش اين مى تنيد
كاى خدا گر آن جوان كژ رفت راه

كه نشايد ساختن جز تو پناه 
تو از آن خود بكن از وى مگير

گر چه او خواهد خلاص از هر اسير
ز انكه محتاجند اين خلقان همه

از گدايى گير تا سلطان همه 
با حضور آفتاب با كمال

رهنمايى جستن از شمع و ذبال 
با حضور آفتاب خوش مساغ

روشنايى جستن از شمع و چراغ 
بى گمان ترك ادب باشد ز ما
كفر نعمت باشد و فعل هوا

3380
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But most minds in thinking 
are lovers of darkness, like the bat.

ليك اغلب موشها در افتكار
همچو خفاشند ظلمت دوستدار

If the bat eats a worm during the night, 
the Sun fosters the life of the worm.

If the bat is intoxicated with a worm during the night, 
by the Sun the worm has been caused to move.

The Sun from where radiance gushes forth 
is giving food to his enemy.

But the royal falcon which is not a bat 
and whose falcon-eyes are seeing truly and are clear,

If it, like the bat, seeks increase during the night, 
the Sun will rub its ear in correction,

And will say to it, “I grant that the perverse bat has an infirmity, 
anyhow what is the matter with you?

I will chastise you severely with affliction, 
in order that you may not again turn your head away from the Sun.”

How Joseph the Siddíq—the blessings of God be upon him!—was punished with imprisonment 
“for several years” because of his seeking help from another than God and saying, 

“Mention me in your lord’s presence,” together with the exposition thereof.

That is like Joseph’s of a prisoner, 
a needy abject groundling.

He besought him for help and said, 
“When you come out, your affairs will prosper with the king.

Make mention of me before the throne of that mighty prince, 
that he may redeem me also from this prison.”

How should a prisoner in captivity 
give release to another imprisoned man?

All the people of this world are prisoners 
in expectation of death in the abode that is passing away;

Except, to be sure, in the rare case of one who is single, 
one whose body is in the prison and his spirit like Saturn.

Therefore, in retribution for having regarded him as a helper, 
Joseph was left in prison for several years.

در شب ار خفاش كرمى مى خورد
كرم را خورشيد جان مى پرورد

در شب ار خفاش از كرمى است مست
كرم از خورشيد جنبنده شده است 

آفتابى كه ضيا زو مى زهد
دشمن خود را نواله مى دهد

ليك شهبازى كه او خفاش نيست
چشم بازش راست بين و روشنى است 

گر به شب جويد چو خفاش او نمو
در ادب خورشيد مالد گوش او

گويدش گيرم كه آن خفاش لد
علتى دارد ترا بارى چه شد

مالشت بدهم به زجر از اكتئاب
تا نتابى سر دگر از آفتاب 

مواخذه ى يوسف صديق عليه السلام به حبس بضع سنين به سبب يارى خواستن از غير حق و گفتن 
اذْكُرْنِي عِنْدَ رَبِّكَ، مع تقريره

آن چنان كه يوسف از زندانيى
با نيازى خاضعى سعدانيى 

خواست يارى گفت چون بيرون روى
پيش شه گردد امورت مستوى 
ياد من كن پيش تخت آن عزيز
تا مرا هم واخرد زين حبس نيز

كى دهد زندانيى در اقتناص
مرد زندانى ديگر را خلاص 

اهل دنيا جملگان زندانى اند
انتظار مرگ دار فانى اند

جز مگر نادر يكى فردانيى
تن به زندان جان او كيوانيى 

پس جزاى آن كه ديد او را معين
ماند يوسف حبس در بضع سنين 
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The Devil erased from his mind the recollection of Joseph 
and removed from his memory those words.

ياد يوسف ديو از عقلش سترد
و ز دلش ديو آن سخن از ياد برد

In consequence of the sin which proceeded from that man of goodly qualities, 
he was left in prison for several years by the Judge,

Who said, “What failure was shown by the Sun of justice 
that you should fall, like a bat, into the blackness?

Listen, what failure was shown by the sea and the cloud 
that you should seek help from the sand and the mirage?

If the ordinary are bats by nature and unreal, 
you, at least, O Joseph, have the eye of the falcon.

If a bat went into the blind and blue, 
after all what ailed the falcon that had seen the Sultan?”

Therefore the Master punished him for this sin, saying, 
“Do not make your prop of rotten wood”;

But He caused Joseph to be engrossed with Him, 
to the end that his heart should not be pained by that imprisonment.

God gave him such intimate joy and rapture 
that neither the prison nor the murk remained to him.

There is no prison more frightful than the womb—
noisome and dark and full of blood and unhealthy;

When God has opened for you a window in His direction, 
your body in the womb grows more every moment,

And in that prison, from the immeasurable delight, 
the senses blossom happily from the plant, your body.

It is grievous to you to go forth from the womb: 
you are fleeing from her pubes towards her back.

Know that the way of pleasure is from within, not from without: 
know that it is folly to seek palaces and castles.

One man is enraptured and delighted in the nook of a mosque, 
while another is morose and disappointed in a garden.

The palace is nothing: ruin your body! 
The treasure lays in the ruin, O my prince.

Don’t you see that at the wine-feast 
the drunkard becomes happy when he becomes ruined?

Although the house is full of pictures, demolish it: 
seek the treasure, and with the treasure put it into good repair.

زين گنه كآمد از آن نيكو خصال
ماند در زندان ز داور چند سال 

كه چه تقصير آمد از خورشيد داد
تا تو چون خفاش افتى در سواد

هين چه تقصير آمد از بحر و سحاب
تا تو يارى خواهى از ريگ و سراب 

عام اگر خفاش طبعند و مجاز
يوسفا دارى تو آخر چشم باز

گر خفاشى رفت در كور و كبود
باز سلطان ديده را بارى چه بود

پس ادب كردش بدين جرم اوستاد
كه مساز از چوب پوسيده عماد

ليك يوسف را به خود مشغول كرد
تا نيايد در دلش ز آن حبس درد
آن چنانش انس و مستى داد حق
كه نه زندان ماند پيشش نه غسق 

نيست زندانى وحش تر از رحم
ناخوش و تاريك و پر خون و وخم 

چون گشادت حق دريچه سوى خويش
در رحم هر دم فزايد تنت بيش 
اندر آن زندان ز ذوق بى قياس

خوش شكفت از غرس جسم تو حواس 
ز آن رحم بيرون شدن بر تو درشت

مى گريزى از زهارش سوى پشت 
راه لذت از درون دان نه از برون
ابلهى دان جستن قصر و حصون 

آن يكى در كنج مسجد مست و شاد
و آن دگر در باغ ترش و بى مراد
قصر چيزى نيست ويران كن بدن
گنج در ويرانى است اى مير من 

اين نمى بينى كه در بزم شراب
مست آن گه خوش شود كاو شد خراب 

گر چه پر نقش است خانه بركنش
گنج جو و ز گنج آبادان كنش 
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It is a house filled with pictures of imagination and fancy, 
and these forms are as a veil over the treasure of union.

خانه اى پر نقش تصوير و خيال
وين صور چون پرده بر گنج وصال 

It is the radiance of the Treasure and the splendours of the gold 
that cause the forms to surge up in this breast.

It is from the purity and translucence of the noble Water 
that the particles of foam have veiled the face of the Water.

It is from the purity and agitation of the precious Spirit 
that the bodily figure has veiled the face of the Spirit.

Listen, then, to the adage that issued from the mouths—
“this which is upon us, O brother, is from us.”

Because of this veil, these thirsty ones who are fond of the foam 
have got out of reach of the pure Water.

“O Sun, notwithstanding a qibla and Imam like You, 
we worship the night and behave in the manner of bats.

Make these bats to fly towards You and redeem them 
from this bat-like disposition, O You whose protection is implored!

This youth, by this sin, has gone astray and trespassed, 
for he came to me; but do not chastise him.”

In the ‘Imádu ’l-Mulk these thoughts were raging 
like a lion through the jungles.

His exterior stood before the Sultan, 
his soaring spirit was in the meadows of the Unseen.

Like the angels, he was instantly being intoxicated 
with fresh draughts in the realm of Alast;

Inwardly a wedding-feast, but outwardly like a man filled with sorrow; 
a delectable world in a tomb-like body.

He was in this bewilderment and waiting to see 
what would appear from the things occult and mysterious,

At that time the officers brought the horse along 
into the presence of the Khwárizmsháh.

Truly beneath this azure sky 
there was no colt like that in figure and in fleetness.

Its colour dazzled every eye: 
“Hail to the steed born of the lightning and the moon!”

It moved as swiftly as the moon and Mercury: 
you might say that its fodder was the sarsar wind, not barley.

پرتو گنج است و تابشهاى زر
كه در اين سينه همى جوشد صور
هم ز لطف و عكس آب با شرف
پرده شد بر روى آب اجزاى كف 
هم ز لطف و جوش جان با ثمن

پرده اى بر روى جان شد شخص تن
پس مثل بشنو كه در افواه خاست

كآنچه بر ماست اى برادر هم ز ماست 
زين حجاب اين تشنگان كف پرست

ز آب صافى اوفتاده دور دست 
آفتابا با چو تو قبله و امام

شب پرستى و خفاشى مى كنيم 
سوى خود كن اين خفاشان را مطار

زين خفاشيشان بخر اى مستجار
اين جوان زين جرم ضال است و مغير

كه به من آمد ولى او را مگير
در عماد الملك اين انديشه ها

گشته جوشان چون اسد در بيشه ها
ايستاده پيش سلطان ظاهرش
در رياض غيب جان طايرش 
چون ملايك او به اقليم أَ لست

هر دمى مى شد به شرب تازه مست 
اندرون سور و برون چون پر غمى

در تن همچون لحد خوش عالمى 
او در اين حيرت بد و در انتظار

تا چه پيدا آيد از غيب و سرار
اسب را اندر كشيدند آن زمان

پيش خوارزمشاه سرهنگان كشان 
الحق اندر زير اين چرخ كبود
آن چنان كره به قد و تك نبود

مى ربودى رنگ او هر ديده را
مرحب آن از برق و مه زاييده را
همچو مه همچون عطارد تيز رو
گوييا صرصر علف بودش نه جو
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The moon traverses the expanse of heaven in one night 
during a single journey and course.

ماه عرصه ى آسمان را در شبى
مى برد اندر مسير و مذهبى 

Since the moon traversed the signs of the zodiac in one night, 
why will you disbelieve the Ascension?

That wondrous orphan Pearl is as a hundred moons, 
for at a nod from him the moon became two halves.

The marvel which he displayed in splitting the moon was only according 
to the measure of the weakness of the perception possessed by the people.

The work and business of the prophets and messengers 
is beyond the skies and the stars.

Also go beyond the skies and the revolving, 
and then contemplate that work and business.

While you are inside the egg, like chicks, 
you cannot hear the glorification of God by the birds of the air.

The miracles will not be set forth here: 
tell of the horse and the Khwárizmsháh and what happened.

Whatever the sun of God’s grace shines upon, 
whether it be dog or horse, gains the glory of the Cave;

Yet deem not the radiance of His grace to be uniform:
it has given a sign to the pebble and the ruby.

From that the ruby has a borrowed treasure; 
the pebble has only heat and brightness.

The sun falling on a wall is not the same 
as from water and quivering movement.

After the peerless king had been astounded by it for a moment, 
he turned his face to the ‘Imádu ’l-Mulk,

Saying, “O vizier, is not this an exceedingly beautiful horse? 
Surely it belongs to Paradise, not to the earth.”

Thereupon the ‘Imádu ’l-Mulk said to him, 
“O emperor, a demon is made angelic by your inclination.

That on which you look appears good. 
This steed is very handsome and graceful, and yet

The head is a blemish in its form: 
you might say that its head is like the head of an ox.”

These words worked on the heart of the Khwárizmsháh 
and caused the horse to be cheap in the king’s sight.

چون به يك شب مه بريد ابراج را
از چه منكر مى شوى معراج را

صد چو ماه است آن عجب در يتيم
كه به يك ايماى او شد مه دو نيم 
آن عجب كاو در شكاف مه نمود
هم به قدر ضعف حس خلق بود

كار و بار انبيا و مرسلون
هست از افلاك و اخترها برون 

تو برون رو هم ز افلاك و دوار
و آن گهان نظاره كن آن كار و بار

در ميان بيضه اى چون فرخها
نشنوى تسبيح مرغان هوا

معجزات اينجا نخواهد شرح گشت
ز اسب و خوارمشاه گو و سر گذشت 

آفتاب لطف حق بر هر چه تافت
از سگ و از اسب فر كهف يافت 
تاب لطفش را تو يكسان هم مدان

سنگ را و لعل را داد او نشان 
لعل را ز آن هست گنج مقتبس
سنگ را گرمى و تابانى و بس 

آن كه بر ديوار افتد آفتاب
آن چنان نبود كز آب و اضطراب 

چون دمى حيران شد از وى شاه فرد
روى خود سوى عماد الملك كرد

كاى اخى بس خوب اسبى نيست اين
از بهشت است اين مگر نه از زمين 

پس عماد الملك گفتش اى خديو
چون فرشته گردد از ميل تو ديو

در نظر آنچ آورى گرديد نيك
بس گش و رعناست اين مركب و ليك 

هست ناقص آن سر اندر پيكرش
چون سر گاو است گويى آن سرش 

در دل خوارمشه اين دم كار كرد
اسب را در منظر شه خوار كرد
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When prejudice becomes a go-between and describer, 
you may get a Joseph for three ells of linen.

چون غرض دلاله گشت و واصفى
از سه گز كرباس يابى يوسفى 

When the hour arrives for the spirit’s parting, 
the Devil becomes a broker of the pearl of Faith,

And then in that sore distress 
the fool hastily sells his faith for a jug of water;

But it is a phantom and not a jug: 
the aim of the broker is naught but trickery.

At this time, when you are healthy and fat, 
you are giving up the Truth for a phantom.

You are constantly selling the pearls of the mine 
and taking walnuts, like a child;

Therefore it is no wonder if you act in this way 
in the sickness of your day of doom.

You have concocted an idea in your fancy: 
when you are rattled like a walnut, you are rotten.

In the beginning that phantom resembles the full-moon, 
but in the end it will become like the new-moon.

If you regard its first as being like its last, 
you will be quit of its feeble deception.

This world is a rotten walnut: O man of trust, 
do not make trial of it, behold it from afar.

The king viewed the horse with regard to the present, 
while the ‘Imádu ’l- Mulk with regard to the future.

The king’s eye, because of distortion, saw two ells; 
the eye of him who regarded the end saw fifty ells.

What an eye salve is that which God applies, 
so that the spirit discerns the truth behind a hundred curtains!

Since the Chief ’s eye was ever fixed on the end, 
by reason of that eye he called the world a carcass.

On hearing only this single blame from him, 
the love in the king’s heart for the horse became chilled.

He abandoned his own eye and preferred his eye: 
he abandoned his own intelligence and listened to his words.

This was the pretext, and at entreaty the unique Judge 
caused it to be cold in the king’s heart.

چون كه هنگام فراق جان شود
ديو دلال در ايمان شود

پس فرو شد ابله ايمان را شتاب
اندر آن تنگى به يك ابريق آب 
و آن خيالى باشد و ابريق نى
قصد آن دلال جز تخريق نى 

اين زمان كه تو صحيح و فربهى
صدق را بهر خيالى مى دهى 

مى فروشى هر زمانى در كان
همچو طفلى مى ستانى گردكان 
پس در آن رنجورى روز اجل
نيست نادر گر بود اينت عمل 

در خيالت صورتى جوشيده اى
همچو جوزى وقت دق پوسيده اى 
هست از آغاز چون بدر آن خيال

ليك آخر مى شود همچون هلال 
گر تو اول بنگرى چون آخرش

فارغ آيى از فريب فاترش 
جوز پوسيده ست دنيا اى امين

امتحانش كم كن از دورش ببين 
شاه ديد آن اسب را با چشم حال

و آن عماد الملك با چشم مال 
چشم شه دو گز همى ديد از لغز

چشم آن پايان نگر پنجاه گز
آن چه سرمه ست آن كه يزدان مى كشد

كز پس صد پرده بيند جان رشد
چشم مهتر چون به آخر بود جفت
پس بدان ديده جهان را جيفه گفت 

زين يكى ذمش كه بشنود او و حسب
پس فسرد اندر دل شه مهر اسب 

چشم خود بگذاشت و چشم او گزيد
هوش خود بگذاشت و قول او شنيد

اين بهانه بود و آن ديان فرد
از نياز آن در دل شه سرد كرد
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He shut the door on its beauty to the eye: 
those words intervened like the sound of the door.

در ببست از حسن او پيش بصر
آن سخن بد در ميان چون بانگ در

He made that cryptic saying a veil over the king’s eye, 
a veil through which the moon appears to be black.

Pure is the Builder who in the unseen world 
constructs castles of speech and beguiling talk.

Know that speech is the sound of the door from the palace of mystery: 
consider whether it is the sound of opening or shutting.

The sound of the door is perceptible, but the door is beyond perception: 
you see this sound, but the door you see not.

When the harp of wisdom breaks into melody, 
what door of the Garden of Paradise has been opened.

When the sound of evil speech becomes loud, 
what door of Hell is being opened.

Since you are far from its door, listen to the sound of the door: 
oh, blest is he whose eye has been opened.

When you are aware of doing a good action, 
you obtain a life and joy;

And when a fault and evil deed issues, 
that life and rapture disappears.

Do not abandon your own eye from regard for the vile, 
for these vultures will lead you to the carcass.

You close your narcissus-like eye, saying, 
“What? Hey, sir, take my stick, for I am blind”;

But if you would only look, 
the guide whom you have chosen for the journey is blinder than you.

Grasp in a blind man’s fashion the rope of Allah: 
do not cling to anything but the Divine commandments and prohibitions.

What is the rope of Allah? 
To renounce self-will, for this self-will was a roaring wind to Ad

It is from self-will that folk are sitting in jail; 
it is from self-will that the bird’s wings are tied.

It is from self-will that the fish is in a hot pan; 
it is from self-will that shame is gone from the modest.

The anger of the police magistrate is a fiery spark from self-will; 
crucifixion and the awfulness of the gallows are of self-will.

پرده كرد آن نكته را بر چشم شه
كه از آن پرده نمايد مه سيه 

پاك بنايى كه بر سازد حصون
در جهان غيب از گفت و فسون 

بانگ در دان گفت را از قصر راز
تا كه بانگ واشده ست اين يا فراز

بانگ در محسوس و در از حس برون
تبصرون اين بانگ و در لا تبصرون 
چنگ حكمت چون كه خوش آواز شد

تا چه در از روض جنت باز شد
بانگ گفت بد چو در وا مى شود

از سقر تا خود چه در وامى شود
بانگ در بشنو چو دورى از درش

اى خنك او را كه واشد منظرش 
چون تو مى بينى كه نيكى مى كنى

بر حيات و راحتى بر مى زنى 
چون كه تقصير و فسادى مى رود

آن حيات و ذوق پنهان مى شود
ديد خود مگذار از ديد خسان

كه به مردارت كشند اين كركسان 
چشم چون نرگس فرو بندى كه چى
هين عصايم كش كه كورم اى اچى 
و آن عصا كش كه گزيدى در سفر

خود ببينى باشد از تو كورتر
دست كورانه بحبل اللهَّ زن

جز بر امر و نهى يزدانى متن 
چيست حبل اللهَّ رها كردن هوا

كاين هوا شد صرصرى مر عاد را
خلق در زندان نشسته از هواست

مرغ را پرها ببسته از هواست 
ماهى اندر تابه ى گرم از هواست

رفته از مستوريان شرم از هواست 
خشم شحنه شعله ى نار از هواست
چار ميخ و هيبت دار از هواست 
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You have seen the magistrate of bodies on the earth: 
see also the magistrate who executes judgments against the soul.

شحنه ى اجسام ديدى بر زمين
شحنه ى احكام جان را هم ببين 

Truly tortures are inflicted on the soul in the world invisible, 
but until you escape the torture is concealed.

When you are freed you will behold the torture and perdition, 
because contrary is made manifest by contrary.

He that was born in the well and the black water, how should he know 
the pleasantness of the open country and the pain of the well?

When, from fear of God, you have relinquished self-will, 
the goblet from God’s Tasním will arrive.

Do not in your self-will make a way: 
ask of God’s Majesty the way to Salsabíl.

Be not submissive to self-will like hay: in truth 
the shade of the Divine Throne is better than the summer-house.

The Sultan said, “Take the horse back 
and with all speed redeem me from this wrong.”

The King did not say in his heart, 
“Do not deceive the lion so greatly by means of the head of an ox.

You drag in the ox in order to cheat: go, 
God does not stick the horns of an ox upon a horse.”

This renowned Master-builder observes great congruity in His workmanship: 
how should He attach to a horse’s body part of an ox?

The Master-builder has made bodies congruously: 
He has constructed moving palaces,

Balconies in them 
and cisterns from this to that;

And within them an infinite world: 
this entire expanse in a single tent.

Now He causes the moon to seem like an incubus, 
now He causes the bottom of a well to have the semblance of a garden.

Inasmuch as the closing and opening of the eye of the heart by the Almighty 
is continually working lawful magic,

For this reason Mustafá entreated God, saying, 
“Let the false appear as false and the true as true,

So that at last, when You turn the leaf, 
I may not by sorrow fall into agitation.”

روح را در غيب خود اشكنجه هاست
ليك تا نجهى شكنجه در خفاست 

چون رهيدى بينى اشكنجه و دمار
ز انكه ضد از ضد گردد آشكار
آن كه در چه زاد و در آب سياه

او چه داند لطف دشت و رنج چاه 
چون رها كردى هوا از بيم حق

در رسد سغراق از تسنيم حق 
لا تطرق فى هواك سل سبيل
من جناب اللهَّ نحو السلسبيل 

لا تكن طوع الهوى مثل الحشيش
ان ظل العرش اولى من عريش
گفت سلطان اسب را واپس بريد

زودتر زين مظلمه بازم خريد
با دل خود شه نفرمود اين قدر
شير را مفريب زين راس البقر
پاى گاو اندر ميان آرى ز داو

رو ندوزد حق بر اسبى شاخ گاو
بس مناسب صنعت است اين شهره زاو

كى نهد بر جسم اسب او عضو گاو
ز او ابدان را مناسب ساخته

قصرهاى منتقل پرداخته 
در ميان قصرها تخريجها

از سوى اين سوى آن صهريج ها
و ز درونشان عالمى بى منتها
در ميان خرگهى چندين فضا
گه چو كابوسى نمايد ماه را
گه نمايد روضه قعر چاه را

قبض و بسط چشم دل از ذو الجلال
دم به دم چون مى كند سحر حلال 

زين سبب درخواست حق از مصطفى
زشت را هم زشت و حق را حق نما

تا به آخر چون بگردانى ورق
از پشيمانى نيفتم در قلق 



217

3525

3515

3520

It was the Lord of the Kingdom guided the peerless ‘Imádu ’l- Mulk 
to the deception which he practised.

مكر كه كرد آن عماد الملك فرد
مالك الملكش بدان ارشاد كرد

God’s deception is the fountainhead of these deceptions: 
the heart is between the two fingers of the Majesty.

He who creates deception and analogy in your heart 
can set the sackcloth on fire.

Return to the Story of the bailiff and the poor debtor: how they turned back 
from the Khwaja’s grave, and how the bailiff saw the Khwaja in a dream, etc.

This goodly episode is endless. 
When the poor stranger turned back from the Khwaja’s grave,

The bailiff took him to his house 
and handed over to him the purse of a hundred dinars.

He fetched delicacies for him and told him stories, 
so that from the hope a hundred roses blossomed in his heart.

He opened his lips to relate the ease 
which he had experienced after difficulty.

Midnight passed, and narrating: 
sleep transported them to the meadow where the spirit feeds.

On that night the bailiff dreamed 
that he saw the blessed Khwaja on the high-seat in the palace.

The Khwaja said, “O excellent bailiff, 
I have heard what you said, point by point,

But I was not commanded to answer, 
and I dare not open my lips without being directed.

Now that we have become acquainted with the conditions and degrees, 
a seal has been laid upon our lips,

Lest the mysteries of the Unseen should be divulged 
and the life and livelihood be destroyed,

And lest the veil of forgetfulness should be entirely rent 
and the pot of tribulation be left half-raw.

We are all ear, the form of the ear has become deaf: 
we are all speech, but our lips are silent.

مكر حق سرچشمه ى اين مكرهاست
قلب بين اصبعين كبرياست 

آن كه سازد در دلت مكر و قياس
آتشى داند زدن اندر پلاس 

رجوع كردن به قصه ى آن پاى مرد و آن غريب وام دار و باز گشتن ايشان از سر گور خواجه و 
خواب ديدن پاى مرد خواجه را الى آخره 

بى نهايت آمد اين خوش سر گذشت
چون غريب از گور خواجه باز گشت 

پاى مردش سوى خانه ى خويش برد
مهر صد دينار را با او سپرد
لوتش آورد و حكايتهاش گفت

كز اميد اندر دلش صد گل شكفت 
آن چه بعد العسر يسر او ديده بود
با غريب از قصه ى آن لب گشود

نيم شب بگذشت و افسانه كنان
خوابشان انداخت تا مرعاى جان 
ديد پا مرد آن همايون خواجه را

اندر آن شب خواب بر صدر سرا
خواجه گفت اى پاى مرد با نمك
آن چه گفتى من شنيدم يك به يك 

ليك پاسخ دادنم فرمان نبود
بى اشارت لب نيارستم گشود

ما چو واقف گشته ايم از چون و چند
مهر بر لبهاى ما بنهاده اند

تا نگردد رازهاى غيب فاش
تا نگردد منهدم عيش و معاش 

تا ندرد پرده ى غفلت تمام
تا نماند ديگ محنت نيم خام 

ما همه گوشيم كر شد نقش گوش
ما همه نطقيم ليكن لب خموش 
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We now see everything that we gave: 
this world is the veil, and that world is the vision.

هر چه ما داديم ديديم اين زمان
اين جهان پرده ست و عين است آن جهان 

The day of sowing is the day of concealment 
and scattering seed in a piece of earth.

The season of reaping and the time of plying the sickle 
is the day of recompense and manifestation.

How the Khwaja disclosed to the bailiff in his dream the means of paying the debts incurred 
by the friend who had come; and how he indicated the spot where the money was buried, 

and sent a message to his heirs that on no account should they regard that as too much  
or withhold anything, and that though he were to refuse the whole or a part of it 

they must let it remain in the place, in order that anyone who wished might take it away; 
‘for,’ said he, ‘I have made vows to God that not one mite of that money 

shall come back again to me and those connected with me,’ etc.

Now hear the bounty for my new guest. 
I foresaw that he would arrive,

And I had heard the news of his debt; 
I packed up two or three jewels for him,

Which are the full payment of his debt, and more: 
in order that the heart of my guest should not be wounded.

He owes nine thousand of gold: 
let him discharge his debt with some of these.

There will be a great many of them left over: 
let him expend and include me too in a benediction.

I wished to give them with my own hand: 
these assignments are written in such-and-such a note-book.

Death, however, did not allow me time 
to hand over to him secretly the pearls of Aden.

Rubies and corundums for his debt 
are in a certain vessel on which his name is written.

I have buried it in a certain vault: 
I have shown solicitude for my ancient friend.

روز كشتن روز پنهان كردن است
تخم در خاكى پريشان كردن است 

وقت بدرودن گه منجل زدن
روز پاداش آمد و پيدا شدن 

گفتن خواجه در خواب به آن پاى مرد وجوه وام آن دوست را كه آمده بود و نشان دادن جاى دفن 
آن سيم و پيغام كردن به وارثان كه البته آن را بسيار نبينند و هيچ باز نگيرد و اگر چه او هيچ از 

آن قبول نكند يا بعضى را قبول نكند هم آن جا بگذارند تا هر انكه خواهد بر گيرد كه من با خدا نذرها 
كردم كه از آن سيم به من و متعلقان من حبه اى باز نگردد الى آخره 

بشنو اكنون داد مهمان جديد
من همى ديدم كه او خواهد رسيد

من شنوده بودم از وامش خبر
بسته بهر او دو سه پاره گهر
كه وفاى وام او هستند و بيش

تا كه ضيفم را نگردد سينه ريش 
وام دارد از ذهب او نه هزار

وام را از بعض اين گو برگزار
فضله ماند زين بسى گو خرج كن

در دعايى گو مرا هم درج كن 
خواستم تا آن به دست خود دهم

در فلان دفتر نبشته است اين قسم 
خود اجل مهلت ندادم تا كه من

خفيه بسپارم بدو در عدن 
لعل و ياقوت است بهر وام او

در خنورى و نبشته نام او
در فلان طاقيش مدفون كرده ام
من غم آن يار پيشين خورده ام 
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None but kings can know the value of that: 
take care, then, that they do not cheat you in the sale.

قيمت آن را نداند جز ملوك
فاجتهد بالبيع ان لا يخدعوك 

In sales, for fear of being swindled, 
behave in the same manner as the Prophet, who taught  three days’ option.

Do not be afraid of it depreciating and do not fall, 
since the demand for it will never decline.

Give my heirs a greeting from me 
and rehearse to them this injunction, point by point,

In order that they may not be deterred by the largeness of the gold, 
but may deliver it to that guest without reluctance.

And if he says that he does not want so much, 
bid him take it and bestow it on whom he will.

I will not take back a speck of what I have given: 
the milk never comes back to the teat.

According to the Prophet’s saying, 
he who reclaims a gift will have become like a dog devouring his vomit.

And if he shut the door and has no need of the gold, 
let them pour the bounty at his door,

Everyone who passes may carry gold away: 
the gifts of the sincere are never taken back.

I laid it in store for him two years ago 
and vowed to the Almighty.

And if they deem it permissible to take aught, 
truly twentyfold loss will befall them.

If they vex my spirit, 
a hundred doors of tribulation will at once be opened for them.

I have good hope of God that He will cause the due 
to reach the person who has the right to it.”

He unfolded two other matters to him, 
I will not open my lips in mention of them,

In order that two matters may remain secret and mysterious, 
and also that the Masnavi may not become so very long.

He sprang up from sleep, snapping his fingers, 
now singing love-songs and now making lament.

The guest said, “In what mad fits are you? O bailiff, 
you have risen intoxicated and merry.

در بيوع آن كن تو از خوف غرار
كه رسول آموخت سه روز اختيار

از كساد آن مترس و در ميفت
كه رواج آن نخواهد هيچ خفت 

وارثانم را سلام من بگو
وين وصيت را بگو هم مو به مو

تا ز بسيارى آن زر نشكهند
بى گرانى پيش آن مهمان نهند
ور بگويد او نخواهم اين فره

گو بگير و هر كه را خواهى بده 
ز آن چه دادم باز ستانم نفير

سوى پستان باز نايد هيچ شير
گشته باشد همچو سگ قى را اكول

مسترد نحله بر قول رسول 
ور ببندد در نبايد آن زرش

تا بريزند آن عطا را بر درش 
هر كه آن جا بگذرد زر مى برد

نيست هديه ى مخلصان را مسترد
بهر او بنهاده ام آن از دو سال

كرده ام من نذرها با ذو الجلال 
ور روا دارند چيزى ز آن ستد

بيست چندان خود زيانشان اوفتد
گر روانم را پژولانند زود

صد در محنت بر ايشان بر گشود
از خدا اوميد دارم من لبق

كه رساند حق را در مستحق 
دو قضيه ى ديگر او را شرح داد

لب به ذكر آن نخواهم بر گشاد
تا بماند دو قضيه سر و راز

هم نگردد مثنوى چندين دراز
بر جهيد از خواب انگشتك زنان
گه غزل گويان و گه نوحه كنان 
گفت مهمان در چه سوداهاستى

پاى مردا مست و خوش بر خاستى 
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I wonder what you dreamed last night, O exalted one, 
that you cannot be contained in city or desert.

تا چه ديدى خواب دوش اى بو العلا
كه نمى گنجى تو در شهر و فلا

Your elephant has dreamed of Hindustan, 
for you have fled from the circle of your friends.”

He replied, “I have dreamed a mad dream: 
I have beheld a sun in my heart.

In my dream I saw the wakeful Khwaja, 
who gave up his life for vision.

In my dream I saw the Khwaja, the giver of things desired, 
one man like a thousand if any affair happened.”

Drunk and beside himself, he continued to recount in this fashion 
till intoxication bereft him of reason and consciousness.

He fell at full length in the middle of the room: 
a crowd of people gathered round him.

When he came to himself, he said, “O Sea of bliss, 
O You who has stored forms of consciousness in unconsciousness,

You have stored wakefulness in sleep; You have fastened a dominion 
over the heart to the state of one who has lost his heart.

You conceal riches in the lowliness of poverty; 
You fasten the necklace of wealth to the iron collar of poverty.”

Contrary is secretly enclosed in contrary: 
fire is enclosed in boiling water.

A garden is enclosed in Nimrod’s fire: 
revenues grow from giving and spending;

So that Mustafá, the King of prosperity, has said, 
“O possessors of wealth, munificence are a gainful trade.”

Riches were never diminished by alms-giving: in truth, 
acts of charity are an excellent means of attaching to one’s self.

In the poor-tax is the overflow and increase of gold: 
in the ritual prayer is preservation from lewdness and iniquity.

The poor-tax is the keeper of your purse; 
the ritual prayer is the shepherd who saves you from the wolves.

The sweet fruit is hidden in boughs and leaves: 
the everlasting life is under death.

Dung, by a certain manner, becomes nutriment for the earth, 
and by means of that food a fruit is born to the earth.

خواب ديده پيل تو هندوستان
كه رميده ستى ز حلقه ى دوستان 

گفت سوداناك خوابى ديده ام
در دل خود آفتابى ديده ام 

خواب ديدم خواجه ى بيدار را
آن سپرده جان پى ديدار را

خواب ديدم خواجه ى معطى المنى
واحد كالالف ان امر عنى 

مست و بى خود اين چنين بر مى شمرد
تا كه مستى عقل و هوشش را ببرد

در ميان خانه افتاد او دراز
خلق انبه گرد او آمد فراز

با خود آمد گفت اى بحر خوشى
اى نهاده هوشها در بى هشى 
خواب در بنهاده اى بيداريى
بسته اى در بى دلى دل داريى 

توانگرى پنهان كنى در ذل فقر
طوق دولت بسته اندر غل فقر

ضد اندر ضد پنهان مندرج
آتش اندر آب سوزان مندرج 

روضه اندر آتش نمرود درج
دخلها رويان شده از بذل و خرج 

تا بگفته مصطفى شاه نجاح
السماح يا اولى النعمى رباح 

ما نقص مال من الصدقات قط
انما الخيرات نعم المرتبط

جوشش و افزونى زر در زكات
عصمت از فحشا و منكر در صلات 

آن زكاتت كيسه ات را پاسبان
و آن صلاتت هم ز گرگانت شبان 

ميوه ى شيرين نهان در شاخ و برگ
زندگى جاودان در زير مرگ 

زبل گشته قوت خاك از شيوه اى
ز آن غذا زاده زمين را ميوه اى 

3560
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An existence is concealed in non-existence, 
adorability in the nature of adoration.

در عدم پنهان شده موجوديى
در سرشت ساجدى مسجوديى 

The steel and flint are dark externally, 
inwardly a light and a world-illuminating candle.

In a single fear are enclosed a thousand securities; 
in the black of the eye ever so many brilliancies.

Within the cow-like body there is a prince, 
a treasure deposited in a ruin,

To the end that an old ass, Iblís to wit, may flee from that precious 
and may see the cow and not the king.

Story of the King who enjoined his three sons, saying, “In this journey through my empire 
establish certain arrangements in such-and-such a place and appoint certain viceroys 

in such-and-such a place, but for God’s sake, for God’s sake, 
do not go to such-and-such a fortress and do not roam around it.”

There was a King, and the King had three sons: 
all three endowed with sagacity and discernment.

Each one more praise worthy than another 
in generosity and in battle and in exercising royal sway.

The princes, the delight of the King’s eye, stood together, 
like three candles, before the King,

And the father’s palm-tree was drawing water by a hidden channel 
from the two fountains of the son.

So long as the water of this fountain is running swiftly from the son 
towards the gardens of his mother and father,

His parents’ gardens will always be fresh: 
their fountain is made to flow by both these fountains.

When from sickness the fountain fails, 
the leaves and boughs of the palm-tree become withered.

The withering of his palm-tree tells plainly 
that the tree was drawing moisture from the son.

How many a hidden conduit is connected in like fashion 
with your souls, O you heedless ones!

آهن و سنگ از برونش مظلمى
اندرون نورى و شمع عالمى 

درج در خوفى هزاران ايمنى
در سواد چشم چندان روشنى 

اندرون گاو تن شه زاده اى
گنج در ويرانه اى بنهاده اى 

تا خرى پيرى گريزد ز آن نفيس
گاو بيند شاه نى يعنى بليس 

حكايت آن پادشاه و وصيت كردن او سه پسر خويش را كه در اين سفر در ممالك من فلان جا چنين 
ترتيب نهيد و فلان جا چنين نواب نصب كنيد اما اللَّه اللَّه به فلان قلعه مرويد و گرد آن مگرديد

بود شاهى شاه را بد سه پسر
هر سه صاحب فطنت و صاحب نظر

هر يكى از ديگرى استوده تر
در سخا و در وغا و كر و فر

پيش شه شه زادگان استاده جمع
قرة العينان شه همچون سه شمع 

از ره پنهان ز عينين پسر
مى كشيد آبى نخيل آن پدر

تا ز فرزند آب اين چشمه شتاب
مى رود سوى رياض مام و باب 

تازه مى باشد رياض والدين
گشته جارى عينشان زين هر دو عين 

چون شود چشمه ز بيمارى عليل
خشك گردد برگ و شاخ آن نخيل 

خشكى نخلش همى گويد پديد
كه ز فرزند آن شجر نم مى كشيد

اى بسا كاريز پنهان همچنين
متصل با جانتان يا غافلين 
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O you who have drawn stocks from heaven and earth, 
so that your body has grown fat,

اى كشيده ز اسمان و از زمين
مايه ها تا گشته جسم تو سمين 

This is a loan: you need not stuff so much, 
for you must pay back what you have taken—

Except “I breathed,” for that has come from the Munificent. 
Cleave to the spirit! The other things are vain.

I call them vain in relation to the spirit, 
not in relation to His consummate making.

Explaining that the gnostic seeks replenishment from the Fountainhead of everlasting life 
and that he is relieved of any need to seek replenishment and draw from the fountains 

of inconstant water; and the sign thereof is his holding aloof from the abode of delusion; 
for when a man relies on the replenishments drawn from those fountains, he slackens in his search 

for the Fountain everlasting and permanent. “A work done from within your soul is necessary, 
for no door will be opened to you by things given on loan. A water-spring inside the house 

is better than an aqueduct that comes from outside.”

How goodly is the Conduit which is the source of things! 
It makes you independent of these conduits.

You are quaffing drink from a hundred fountains: 
whenever any of those hundred yields less, your pleasure is diminished;

When the sublime Fountain gushes from within, 
no longer need you steal from the fountains.

Since your eye is rejoiced by water and earth, 
heart’s sorrow is the payment for this joy.

When water comes to a fortress from outside, 
it is more than enough in times of peace;

When the enemy forms a ring round that, 
in order that he may drown them  in blood,

The troops cut off the outside water, 
that the fortress may have no refuge from them.

At that time a briny well inside 
is better than a hundred sweet rivers outside.

عاريه ست اين كم همى بايد فشارد
كانچه بگرفتى همى بايد گزارد

جز نفخت كان ز وهاب آمده ست
روح را باش آن دگرها بى هده ست 

بى هده نسبت به جان مى گويمش
نى به نسبت با صنيع محكمش 

بيان استمداد عارف از سرچشمه ى حيات ابدى و مستغنى شدن او از استمداد و اجتذاب از چشمه هاى 
آبهاى بى وفا كه علامه ذلك التجافى عن دار الغرور كه آدمى چون بر مددهاى آن چشمه ها اعتماد كند 

در طلب چشمه ى باقى دايم سست شود

حبذا كاريز اصل چيزها
فارغت آرد از اين كاريزها

تو ز صد ينبوع شربت مى كشى
هر چه ز آن صد كم شود كاهد خوشى 

چون بجوشد از درون چشمه ى سنى
ز استراق چشمه ها گردى غنى 
قرة العينت چو ز آب و گل بود

راتبه ى اين قره درد دل بود
قلعه را چون آب آيد از برون
در زمان امن باشد بر فزون 

چون كه دشمن گرد آن حلقه كند
تا كه اندر خونشان غرقه كند

آب بيرون را ببرند آن سپاه
تا نباشد قلعه را ز آنها پناه 

آن زمان يك چاه شورى از درون
به ز صد جيحون شيرين از برون 

كز عاريه ها ترا درى نگشايد         كارى ز درون جان تو مى بايد 
به ز آن جويى كه آن ز بيرون آيد         يك چشمه ى آب از درون خانه 
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The Cutter of cords and the armies of Death come, like December, 
to cut the boughs and leaves,

قاطع الاسباب و لشكرهاى مرگ
همچو دى آيد به قطع شاخ و برگ 

There is no succour for them in the world from Spring, 
except perchance the Spring of the Beloved’s face in the soul.

The Earth is entitled “the Abode of delusion” 
because she draws back her foot on the day of passage.

Before that she was running right and left, saying, 
“I will take away your sorrow”; but she never took anything away.

In the hour of anxieties she would say to you, 
“May pain be far from you, and ten mountains between!”

When the army of Pain arrives, she holds her breath: 
she will not even say, “I have seen you.”

God made a parable concerning the Devil on this wise: 
“He leads you into battle by his cunning tricks,

Saying, ‘I will give you help, I am beside you, 
I will run before you in the perils;

I will be your shield amidst the arrows of khadang wood; 
I will be your refuge in the hour of distress;

I will sacrifice my life for you in raising you to your feet. 
You are a Rustam, a lion: come on, be manful!’”

By means of these wiles that bag of deceit and cunning and craft 
leads him to infidelity.

As soon as he sets foot and falls into the moat, 
he opens his lips with a loud ha, ha.

“Hey, come! I have hopes of you.” 
He says, “Begone, leave, for I am quit of you.

You did not fear the justice of the Creator, 
I fear: keep your hands off me!”

God says, “He, indeed, is parted from felicity, 
and how should you be saved by these hypocrisies?”

On the Day of Reckoning the active and passive 
will be shamed-faced and partners in stoning.

Assuredly, by the decree and just dispensation, the waylaid and the waylayer 
are in the pit of farness and in an evil resting-place.

The fool and the ghoul who deceived him 
must ever endure to be deprived of salvation and felicity.

در جهان نبود مددشان از بهار
جز مگر در جان بهار روى يار

ز آن لقب شد خاك را دار الغرور
كاو كشد پا را سپس يوم العبور

پيش از آن بر راست و بر چپ مى دويد
كه بچينم درد تو چيزى نچيد
او بگفتى مر ترا وقت غمان

دور از تو رنج و ده كه در ميان 
چون سپاه رنج آمد بست دم
خود نمى گويد ترا من ديده ام 

حق پى شيطان بدين سان زد مثل
كه ترا در رزم آرد با حيل 

كه ترا يارى دهم من با توام
در خطرها پيش تو من مى دوم 

اسپرت باشم گه تير خدنگ
مخلص تو باشم اندر وقت تنگ 

جان فداى تو كنم در انتعاش
رستمى شيرى هلا مردانه باش 
سوى كفرش آورد زين عشوه ها

آن جوال خدعه و مكر و دها
چون قدم بنهاد در خندق فتاد

او بقاها قاه خنده لب گشاد
هى بيا من طمعها دارم ز تو

گويدش رو رو كه بيزارم ز تو
تو نترسيدى ز عدل كردگار

من همى ترسم دو دست از من بدار
گفت حق خود او جدا شد از بهى

تو بدين تزويرها هم كى رهى 
فاعل و مفعول در روز شمار
رو سياهند و حريف سنگسار

ره زده و ره زن يقين در حكم وداد
در چه بعدند و در بئس المهاد

گول را و غول را كاو را فريفت
از خلاص و فوز مى بايد شكيفت 
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Both the ass and he that caught the ass are in the mud here: 
here they are forgetful of and there  they are sunk—

هم خر و خر گير اينجا در گلند
غافلند اينجا و آن جا آفلند

Except those who turn back from that 
and come from the autumn into the springtide of grace,

And who repent, for God is ready to accept repentance, 
and cleave to His command, for a goodly Commander is He!

When, by sorrow, they raise a piteous cry, 
the highest Heaven trembles at the moaning of the sinners.

It trembles even as a mother for her child: 
it takes them by the hand and draws them upward,

Saying, “O you whom God has redeemed from delusion, 
behold the gardens of grace and behold the forgiving Lord!

Henceforth you have everlasting provision and sustenance 
from God’s air, not from the gutter.”

Inasmuch as the Sea is jealous of intermediaries, 
he that is thirsty as a fish takes leave of the water-skin.

How the princes, having bidden the King farewell, set out on a journey through their father’s em-
pire, and how the King repeated his injunctions at the moment of farewell.

The three sons set out, in the fashion of travel, 
to their father’s possessions,

And to make a tour of his cities and fortresses 
for the purpose of regulating the administrative and economic conditions.

They kissed the King’s hand and bade him farewell; 
then the King, obeyed, said to them:

“Direct your course wherever your heart may lead you, 
go under the protection of God, waving your hands.

Except to one fortress, the name of which is ‘the robber of reason’: 
it makes the coat tight for wearers of the tiara.

For God’s sake, for God’s sake, keep far away from that castle 
adorned with pictures, and beware of the peril!

The front and back of its towers and its roof and floor 
are all images and decorations and pictures,

جز كسانى را كه وا گردند از ان
در بهار فضل آيند از خزان 

توبه آرند و خدا توبه پذير
امر او گيرند و او نعم الامير

چون بر آرند از پشيمانى حنين
عرش لرزد از انين المذنبين 

آن چنان لرزد كه مادر بر ولد
دستشان گيرد به بالا مى كشد

كاى خداتان واخريده از غرور
نك رياض فضل و نك رب غفور
بعد ازينتان برگ و رزق جاودان

از هواى حق بود نه از ناودان 
چون كه دريا بر وسايط رشك كرد

تشنه چون ماهى بترك مشك كرد

روان شدن شه زادگان در ممالك پدر بعد از وداع كردن ايشان شاه را و اعادت كردن شاه وقت وداع 
وصيت را

عزم ره كردند آن هر سه پسر
سوى املاك پدر رسم سفر

در طواف شهرها و قلعه هاش
از پى تدبير ديوان و معاش 
دستبوس شاه كردند و وداع

پس بديشان گفت آن شاه مطاع 
هر كجاتان دل كشد عازم شويد
فى امان اللهَّ دست افشان رويد

غير آن يك قلعه نامش هش ربا
تنگ آرد بر كله داران قبا

اللهَّ اللهَّ ز آن دژ ذات الصور
دور باشيد و بترسيد از خطر

رو و پشت برجهاش و سقف و پست
جمله تمثال و نگار و صورت است 
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Like the chamber of Zalikha full of pictures 
in order that Joseph should look upon her willy-nilly.

همچو آن حجره ى زليخا پر صور
تا كند يوسف به ناكامش نظر

Since Joseph would not look at her, 
she cunningly filled the room with portraits of herself,

So that, wherever the fair-cheeked looked, 
he might see her face without having the power to choose.

The peerless God has made the six directions 
a theatre for the display of His signs to the clairvoyant,

In order that, whatever animal or plant they look upon, 
they may feed on the meadows of Divine Beauty.

Hence He said to the company, 
‘Wherever you turn, His Face is there.

If in thirst you drink some water from a cup, 
you are beholding God within the water.’

He that is not a lover sees in the water his own image, 
O man of insight;

Since the lover’s image has disappeared in Him, 
whom now should he behold in the water? Tell!

Through the working of the Jealous One, they behold the beauty of God 
in the faces of the houris, like the moon in water.

His jealousy is against a lover and sincere; 
His jealousy is not against a devil and beast;

If the devil becomes a lover, he has carried off the palm: 
he has become a Gabriel and his devilish nature is dead.

The Devil became a true believer’ is made manifest on the occasion 
when by His grace a Yazíd becomes a Bayazid.

This topic is endless. Beware, O company, 
keep your faces from that fortress!

Oh, let not vain desire waylay you, 
or you will fall into everlasting misery.

It is a bounden duty to abstain from peril: 
hear disinterested advice from me.

In seeking relief it is better that one’s wits should be sharp: 
it is better to abstain from the ambuscade of tribulation.”

If their father had not spoken these words 
and had not warned them against that fortress,

چون كه يوسف سوى او مى ننگريد
خانه را پر نقش خود كرد از مكيد

تا به هر سو كه نگرد آن خوش عذار
روى او را بيند او بى اختيار
بهر ديده روشنان يزدان فرد

شش جهت را مظهر آيات كرد
تا به هر حيوان و نامى كه نگرند

از رياض حسن ربانى چرند
بهر اين فرمود با آن اسپه او

حيث وليتم فثم وجهه 
از قدح گر در عطش آبى خوريد

در درون آب حق را ناظريد
آنكه عاشق نيست او در آب در

صورت خود بيند اى صاحب بصر
صورت عاشق چو فانى شد در او
پس در آب اكنون كه را بنيد بگو

حسن حق بيند اندر روى حور
همچو مه در آب از صنع غيور

غيرتش بر عاشقى و صادقى است
غيرتش بر ديو و بر استور نيست 
ديو اگر عاشق شود هم گوى برد
جبرئيلى گشت و آن ديوى بمرد

اسلم الشيطان آن جا شد پديد
كه يزيدى شد ز فضلش بايزيد
اين سخن پايان ندارد اين گروه
هين نگه داريد ز آن قلعه وجوه 

هين مبادا كه هوستان ره زند
كه فتيد اندر شقاوت تا ابد

از خطر پرهيز آمد مفترض
بشنويد از من حديث بى غرض 
در فرج جويى خرد سر تيز به

از كمين گاه بلا پرهيز به 
گر نمى گفت اين سخن را آن پدر

ور نمى فرمود ز آن قلعه حذر
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Their party would never have approached the fortress; 
their desire would never have inclined towards it;

خود بدان قلعه نمى شد خيلشان
خود نمى افتاد آن سو ميلشان 

For it was not well-known: it was exceedingly remote 
and aloof from the fortresses and the highways.

When he uttered that prohibition, their hearts were thrown by his speech 
into vain desire and into the quarter of phantasy,

And, because of this prohibition, 
a craving arose in their hearts to investigate the secret of that.

Who is that will refrain from the forbidden thing, 
since man longs eagerly for what is forbidden?

The veto causes the devout to hate; 
the veto incites the sensual to covet it.

Therefore He leads many folk astray by this means, 
and by the same means He guides aright a knowing heart.

How should the friendly dove be scared by the pipe? 
Nay, the doves in the air are scared by that pipe.

Then they said to him, “We will perform the services, 
we will be intent on hearing and obeying.

We will not turn aside from your commands: 
it would be ingratitude to forget your kindness”;

But, because of their reliance upon themselves, 
it was far from them to pronounce the saving clause and glorify God.

Mention of the saving clause and manifold precaution 
was made at the beginning of the Masnavi.

If there are a hundred books, they are but one chapter: 
a hundred regions seek but one place of worship.

These roads end in one House: 
these thousand ears of corn are from one Seed.

All the hundred thousand sorts of food and drink 
are one thing in respect.

When you are entirely satiated with one, 
fifty foods become cold to your heart.

In hunger, then, you are seeing double, 
for you have regarded a single one as a hundred thousand.

We had told of the sickness of the handmaiden and of the physicians 
and also their lack of understanding—

كان نبد معروف بس مهجور بود
از قلاع و از مناهج دور بود

چون بكرد آن منع دلشان ز آن مقال
در هوس افتاد و در كوى خيال 

رغبتى زين منع در دلشان برست
كه ببايد سر آن را باز جست 

كيست كز ممنوع گردد ممتنع
چون كه الانسان حريص ما منع 

نهى بر اهل تقى تبغيض شد
نهى بر اهل هوا تحريض شد

پس از اين يغوى به قوما كثير
هم از اين يهدى به قلبا خبير

كى رمد از نى حمام آشنا
بل رمد ز آن نى حمامات هوا
پس بگفتندش كه خدمتها كنيم

بر سمعنا و اطعناها تنيم 
رو نگردانيم از فرمان تو

كفر باشد غفلت از احسان تو
ليك استثنا و تسبيح خدا

ز اعتماد خود بد از ايشان جدا
ذكر استثنا و حزم ملتوى
گفته شد در ابتداى مثنوى 

صد كتاب ار هست جز يك باب نيست
صد جهت را قصد جز محراب نيست 
اين طرق را مخلصش يك خانه است

اين هزاران سنبل از يك دانه است 
گونه گونه خوردنيها صد هزار
جمله يك چيز است اندر اعتبار

از يكى چون سير گشتى تو تمام
سرد شد اندر دلت پنجه طعام 

در مجاعت پس تو احول ديده اى
كه يكى را صد هزاران ديده اى 

گفته بوديم از سقام آن كنيز
و ز طبيبان و قصور فهم نيز
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How those physicians were like an unbridled horse, 
heedless of the rider and having no profit.

كان طبيبان همچو اسب بى عذار
غافل و بى بهره بودند از سوار

Their palates were covered with sores made by the impact of the bit, 
and their hooves wounded by changing step,

They had not become aware, 
“Lo, on our back is a nimble Trainer who displays masterly skill.

Our turning the head to and fro is not caused by this bit, 
but only by the control of a successful Rider.

We went into the gardens to gather roses: 
they seemed to be roses, but they were thorns.”

It never occurred to them to ask, by reason, 
“Who is kicking our throats?”

Those physicians so enthralled by the secondary cause 
they have become blind to God’s contrivance.

If you tether an ox in a stall 
and then find an ass in the place of the ox,

It would be asinine carelessness, like a man in slumber, 
not to inquire who the secret agent is.

You never said, “Let me see who this changer is: 
he is not visible; surely, he is a celestial being.”

You have shot an arrow to the right 
and have seen your arrow go to the left.

You have ridden in chase of a deer 
and have made yourself the prey of a hog.

You have run after some gain for the purpose of stuffing yourself: 
the gain has not reached and you have been cast into prison.

You have dug pits for others 
and have seen yourself fall into them.

Since the Lord has disappointed you in regard to the means, 
then why do not you become suspicious of the means?

Many a one has become an emperor by dint of toil, 
while another has been made destitute by that toil.

Many a one has been made Qárún by marriage, 
and many a one has been made bankrupt by marriage.

The means, then, is turning about, like the tail of an ass: 
it is better not to rely upon it.

كامشان پر زخم از قرع لگام
سمشان مروح از تحويل گام 

ناشده واقف كه نك بر پشت ما
رايض چستى است استادى نما
نيست سر گردانى ما زين لگام

جز ز تصريف سوار دوست كام 
ما پى گل سوى بستانها شده

گل نموده آن و آن خارى بده 
هيچشان اين نى كه گويند از خرد

بر گلوى ما كه مى كوبد لگد
آن طبيبان آن چنان بنده ى سبب
گشته اند از مكر يزدان محتجب 

گر ببندى در صطبلى گاو نر
باز يابى در مقام گاو خر

از خرى باشد تغافل خفته وار
كه نجويى تا كى است آن خفيه كار
خود نگفته كاين مبدل تا كى است

نيست پيدا او مگر افلاكى است 
تير سوى راست پرانيده اى

سوى چپ رفته است تيرت ديده اى 
سوى آهويى به صيدى تاختى

خويش را تو صيد خوكى ساختى 
در پى سودى دويده بهر كبس

نارسيده سود افتاده به حبس 
چاهها كنده براى ديگران

خويش را ديده فتاده اندر آن 
در سبب چون بى مرادت كرد رب
پس چرا بد ظن نگردى در سبب 
بس كسى از مكسبى خاقان شده
ديگرى ز آن مسكبه عريان شده 

بس كس از عقد زنان قارون شده
بس كس از عقد زنان مديون شده 
پس سبب گردان چو دم خر بود

تكيه بر وى كم كنى بهتر بود
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And if you take the means, you should not take it boldly, 
for beneath it there are many hidden annoyances.

ور سبب گيرى نگيرى هم دلير
كه بس آفتهاست پنهانش به زير

This prudence and precaution is the gist of the saving clause, 
for this decree makes the ass appear to be a goat.

Although he whose eye it has bandaged is clever, 
because of his seeing double, in his eyes the ass is a goat.

Since God is the Turner of eyes, 
who should turn the heart and the thoughts?

You deem a pit to be a pleasant house; 
you deem a trap to be dainty bait.

This is not sophistry, it is God’s turning: 
it shows where the realities are.

He who denies the realities 
is wholly involved in a phantasy.

He does not say, 
“Your thinking phantasy is also a phantasy: rub an eye!”

How the Sultan’s sons went to the forbidden fortress, inasmuch as man eagerly covets 
that which he is refused—“We rendered our service, but your evil nature could not buy the servant.” 

They trod all their father’s injunctions and counsels underfoot, so that they fell 
into the pit of tribulation, and their reproachful souls were saying to them, 

“Did not a warner come to you?” while they, weeping and contrite, replied, “If we had been wont to 
listen or understand we should not have been among those who dwell in the flaming Fire.”

This discourse has no end. 
The party took their way to seek that castle.

They approached the tree of the forbidden fruit; 
they went forth from the file of the sincere.

Since they were made more ardent by their father’s prohibition and veto, 
they raised their heads towards that fortress.

In spite of the orders of the elect King to the fortress 
which is the destroyer of self-restraint and the robber of rationality.

سر استثناست اين حزم و حذر
ز انكه خر را بز نمايد اين قدر

آن كه چشمش بست گر چه گر بز است
ز احولى اندر دو چشمش خر بز است 

چون مقلب حق بود ابصار را
كه بگرداند دل و افكار را

چاه را تو خانه اى بينى لطيف
دام را تو دانه اى بينى ظريف 

اين تسفسط نيست تقليب خداست
مى نمايد كه حقيقتها كجاست 

آن كه انكار حقايق مى كند
جملگى او بر خيالى مى تند

او نمى گويد كه حسبان خيال
هم خيالى باشدت چشمى بمال 

به سوى آن قلعه ى ممنوع عنه، آن همه وصيتها و اندرزهاى پدر را زير پا نهادند تا در چاه بلا افتاند 
و مى گفتند ايشان را نفوس لوامه أَ لَمْ يَأْتِكُمْ نَذِيرٌايشان مى گفتند گريان و پشيمان لَوْ كُنَّها نَسْمَعُ أَوْ نَعْقِلُ 

عِيرِ ما كُنَّها فِي أَصْحابِ السَّه

اين سخن پايان ندارد آن فريق
بر گرفتند از پى آن دژ طريق 

بر درخت گندم منهى زدند
از طويله ى مخلصان بيرون شدند
چون شدند از منع و نهيش گرمتر

سوى آن قلعه بر آوردند سر
بر ستيز قول شاه مجتبى

تا به قلعه ى صبر سوز هش ربا

رفتن پسران سلطان به حكم آن كه الانسان حريص على ما منع،
خوب بد تو بنده ندانست خريدن         ما بندگى خويش نموديم و ليكن 
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Turning their backs on the day, they came in the dark night 
in defiance of counsel-bestowing Reason

آمدند از رغم عقل پند توز
در شب تاريك بر گشته ز روز

Into the beautiful fortress adorned with pictures, 
five gates to the sea and five to the land—

Five of those, like the senses, facing towards colour and perfume; 
five of them, like the interior senses, seeking the mystery.

By those thousands of pictures and designs and decorations 
they were made mightily restless to and fro.

Do not be intoxicated with these cups, which are forms, 
lest you become a carver of idols and an idolater.

Abandon the cups, namely, the forms: do not tarry! 
There is wine in the cup, but it is not from the cup.

Open your mouth wide to the Giver of the wine: 
when the wine comes, the cup will not be lacking.

“O Adam, seek My heart-enthralling Reality: 
take leave of the husk and form of the wheat.”

Since sand was turned into flour for the Friend, 
know that the wheat is deposed from its office, O noble one.

Form is brought into existence by the Formless, 
just as smoke is produced by a fire.

The least blemish in the qualities of that which is endowed with form 
becomes annoying when you regard it continually;

Formlessness throws you into absolute bewilderment: 
from non-instrumentality a hundred kinds of instruments are born.

Handlessness is weaving hands: 
the Soul of the soul makes a formed Man.

It is like as from separation and union 
diverse fancies are woven in the heart.

Does this cause ever resemble its effect? 
Does the cry and lamentation ever resemble the loss?

The lamentation has a form, the loss is formless: 
they gnaw their hands on account of a loss that has no hand.

This comparison, O seeker of guidance, does not fit; 
it is the best effort a poor man can make to explain it.

The formless working sows a form, 
there grows up a body endowed with senses and a faculty,

اندر آن قلعه ى خوش ذات الصور
پنج در در بحر و پنجى سوى بر

پنج از آن چون حس به سوى رنگ و بو
پنج از آن چون حس باطن راز جو

ز آن هزاران صورت و نقش و نگار
مى شدند از سو به سو خوش بى قرار

زين قدحهاى صور كم باش مست
تا نگردى بت تراش و بت پرست 
از قدحهاى صور بگذر مه ايست

باده در جام است ليك از جام نيست 
سوى باده بخش بگشا پهن فم

چون رسد باده نيايد جام كم 
آدما معنى دل بندم بجوى

ترك قشر و صورت گندم بگوى 
چون كه رنگى آرد شد بهر خليل

دان كه معزول است گندم اى نبيل 
صورت از بى صورت آيد در وجود

همچنانك از آتشى زاده ست دود
كمترين عيب مصور در خصال

چون پياپى بينى اش آيد ملال 
حيرت محض آردت بى صورتى

زاده صد گون آلت از بى آلتى 
بى ز دستى دستها بافد همى

جان جان سازد مصور آدمى 
آن چنانك اندر دل از هجر و وصال

مى شود بافيده گوناگون خيال 
هيچ ماند اين موثر با اثر

هيچ ماند بانگ و نوحه با ضرر
نوحه را صورت ضرر بى صورت است

دست خايند از ضرر كه نيست دست 
اين مثل نالايق است اى مستدل

حيله ى تفهيم را جهد المقل 
صنع بى صورت بكارد صورتى

تن برويد با حواس و آلتى 
3720
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So that the form, whatever it be, according to its own nature 
brings the body into good or evil.

تا چه صورت باشد آن بر وفق خود
اندر آرد جسم را در نيك و بد

If it be a form of beneficence, it turns to thanksgiving; 
if it be a form of deferment, it becomes patient;

If it be a form of mercy, it becomes flourishing; 
if it be a form of repulse, it becomes full of moans;

If it be the form of a city, it takes a journey; 
if it be the form of an arrow, it takes a shield;

If it be the form of fair ones, it indulges in enjoyment; 
if it be a form of the unseen world, it practices religious seclusion.

The form of want leads to earn; 
the form of strength of arm leads to seize by force.

These are boundless and immeasurable: 
the motive to action from various sorts of phantasy.

All the infinite ways of life and the crafts 
are the shadow of the form of thoughts.

Happy folk standing on the edge of a roof, 
observe the shadow of each one on the ground.

The form of thought is on the lofty roof, 
while the action appears, like a shadow, on the pillars.

The action is on the pillars, while the thought is concealed; 
but the two are combined in the correlation of cause and effect.

The forms that arise at a banquet from the festive cup 
have as their result unconsciousness and senselessness.

The forms of man and woman and sport and sexual intercourse—
their result at the time of sexual union distraction

The form of bread and salt, which is a benefit, 
has as its result strength, which is formless.

On the battle-field the form of sword and shield 
has as its result a formless thing, i.e. victory.

College and learning and the forms thereof are done with, 
as soon as they have reached  knowledge.

Since these forms are the slaves of the Formless, 
why, then, are they denying their Benefactor?

These forms have their existence from the Formless: 
what means, then, their denial of Him who brought them into existence?

صورت نعمت بود شاكر شود
صورت مهلت بود صابر شود
صورت رحمى بود بالان شود
صورت زخمى بود نالان شود
صورت شهرى بود گيرد سفر
صورت تيرى بود گيرد سپر

صورت خوبان بود عشرت كند
صورت غيبى بود خلوت كند

صورت محتاجى آرد سوى كسب
صورت باز و ورى آرد به غصب 

اين ز حد و اندازه ها باشد برون
داعى فعل از خيال گونه گون 

بى نهايت كيشها و پيشه ها
جمله ظل صورت انديشه ها
بر لب بام ايستاده قوم خوش

هر يكى را بر زمين بين سايه اش 
صورت فكر است بر بام مشيد

و آن عمل چون سايه بر اركان پديد
فعل بر اركان و فكرت مكتتم

ليك در تاثير و وصلت دو بهم 
آن صور در بزم كز جام خوشى است

فايده ى او بى خودى و بى هشى است 
صورت مرد و زن و لعب و جماع

فايده ش بى هوشى وقت وقاع 
صورت نان و نمك كان نعمت است

فايده ش آن قوت بى صورت است 
در مصاف آن صورت تيغ و سپر

فايده ش بى صورتى يعنى ظفر
مدرسه و تعليق و صورتهاى وى

چون به دانش متصل شد گشت طى 
اين صور چون بنده ى بى صورتند

پس چرا در نفى صاحب نعمتند
اين صور دارد ز بى صورت وجود
چيست پس بر موجد خويشش جحود
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His disbelief is really manifested by Him: 
in truth this act of his is nothing but a reflection.

خود از او يابد ظهور انكار او
نيست غير عكس خود اين كار او

Know that the form of the walls and roof of every dwelling-place 
is a shadow of the thought of the architect,

Even though in the seat of his thought 
there is no visible stone and wood and brick.

Assuredly the Absolute Agent is formless: 
form is as a tool in His hand.

Sometimes the Formless One graciously shows His face to the forms 
from the concealment of non-existence,

In order that every form may thereby be replenished 
with some perfection and beauty and power.

When, again, the Formless One has hidden His face, 
they come to beg in colour and perfume.

If one form seeks perfection from another form, 
it is the quintessence of error.

Why, then, O worthless man, 
are you submitting your need to another needy?

Inasmuch as  forms are slaves, do not say or deem 
that form is applicable to God: do not seek Him by tashbíh.

Seek in self-abasement and in self-extinction, 
for nothing but forms is produced by thinking.

And if you derive no advantage except from form, 
the form that comes to birth within you involuntarily is the best.

The form of a city to which you are going: 
you are drawn by a formless feeling of pleasure, O dependent one;

Therefore you are really going to that which has no locality, 
for pleasure is different from place and time.

The form of a friend to whom you would go: 
you are going for the sake of enjoying his society;

Therefore in reality you go to the formless, 
though you are unaware of that object.

In truth, then, God is worshipped by all, 
since wayfaring is for the sake of the pleasure.

But some have set their face towards the tail and have lost the Head, 
although the Head is the principal;

صورت ديوار و سقف هر مكان
سايه ى انديشه ى معمار دان 

گر چه خود اندر محل افتكار
نيست سنگ و چوب و خشتى آشكار

فاعل مطلق يقين بى صورت است
صورت اندر دست او چون آلت است 

گه گه آن بى صورت از كتم عدم
مر صور را رو نمايد از كرم 
تا مدد گيرد از او هر صورتى

از كمال و از جمال و قدرتى 
باز بى صورت چو پنهان كرد رو

آمدند از بهر كد در رنگ و بو
صورتى از صورتى ديگر كمال

گر بجويد باشد آن عين ضلال 
پس چه عرضه مى كنى اى بى گهر

احتياج خود به محتاجى دگر
چون صور بنده ست بر يزدان مگو
ظن مبر صورت به تشبيهش مجو

در تضرع جوى و در افناى خويش
كز تفكر جز صورت نايد به پيش 

ور غير صورتت نبود فره
صورتى كان بى تو زايد در تو به 

صورت شهرى كه آن جا مى روى
ذوق بى صورت كشيدت اى روى 

پس به معنى مى روى تا لامكان
كه خوشى غير مكان است و زمان 

صورت يارى كه سوى او شوى
از براى مونسى اش مى روى 

پس به معنى سوى بى صورت شدى
گر چه ز ان مقصود غافل آمدى

پس حقيقت حق بود معبود كل
كز پى ذوق است سيران سبل 

ليك بعضى رو سوى دم كرده اند
گر چه سر اصل است سر گم كرده اند

3745
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But that Head is bestowing on these lost and erring ones 
the bounty proper to Headship by way of the tail.

ليك آن سر پيش اين ضالان گم
مى دهد داد سرى از راه دم 

That one obtains the bounty from the Head, this one from the tail; 
another company has lost foot and head.

Since all has been lost, they have gained all: 
through dwindling away they have sped towards the Whole.

How in the pavilion of the fortress adorned with pictures they saw a portrait of the daughter of 
the King of China and how all three lost their senses and fell into distraction and made inquiries, 

asking, “Whose portrait is this?”

This topic is endless. 
The company espied a beauteous and majestic portrait.

The party had seen more beautiful than that, 
but at this one they were plunged in the deep sea,

Because opium came to them in this cup: 
the cups are visible, but the opium is unseen.

The fortress, the destroyer of reason, wrought its work: 
it cast them, all three, into the pit of tribulation.

Without a bow the arrow-like glances pierce the heart—
mercy, mercy, O merciless one!

A stone image consumed the generations 
and kindled a fire in their religion and their hearts.

When it is spiritual, how must it be! 
Its fascination changes at every moment.

Since love of the pictured form 
was stabbing the hearts of the princes like a spear-point,

Each was shedding tears, like a cloud, 
and gnawing his hands and crying, “Oh, alas!

Now we see the King saw at the beginning. 
How often did that peerless one adjure us?”

The prophets have conferred a great obligation 
because they have made us aware of the end,

Saying, “That which you are sowing will produce nothing but thorns; 
and you fly in this direction you will find there no room to fly.

آن ز سر مى يابد آن داد اين ز دم
قوم ديگر پا و سر كردند گم 

چون كه گم شد جمله جمله يافتند
از كم آمد سوى كل بشتافتند

ديدن ايشان در قصر اين قلعه ى ذات الصور نقش روى دختر شاه چين را و بى هوش شدن هر سه و 
در فتنه افتادن و تفحص كردن كه اين صورت كيست 

اين سخن پايان ندارد آن گروه
صورتى ديدند با حسن و شكوه 

خوب تر ز آن ديده بودند آن فريق
ليك زين رفتند در بحر عميق 

ز انكه افيونشان در اين كاسه رسيد
كاسه ها محسوس و افيون ناپديد
كرد فعل خويش قلعه ى هش ربا

هر سه را انداخت در چاه بلا
تير غمزه دوخت دل را بى كمان

الامان و الامان اى بى امان 
قرنها را صورت سنگين بسوخت
آتشى در دين و دلشان بر فروخت 

چون كه او جانى بود خود چون بود
فتنه اش هر لحظه ديگرگون بود

عشق صورت در دل شه زادگان
چون خلش مى كرد مانند سنان 

اشك مى باريد هر يك همچو ميغ
دست مى خاييد و مى گفت اى دريغ 

ما كنون ديديم شه ز آغاز ديد
چندمان سوگند داد آن بى نديد

انبيا را حق بسيار است از آن
كه خبر كردند از پايانمان 

كانچه مى كارى نرويد جز كه خار
وين طرف پرى نيابى زو مطار
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Get the seed from me, that it may yield a crop; 
fly with my wings that the arrow may speed Yonder.

تخم از من بر كه تا ريعى دهد
با پر من پر كه تير آن سو جهد

If you do not recognise the necessity and existence of that, 
yet in the end you will confess that it was necessary.”

He is you, but not this “you”: 
that “you” which in the end is conscious of escape.

Your last “you” has come to your first “you” 
to receive admonition and gifts.

Your “you” is buried in another: 
I am the slave of a man who thus sees himself.

That which the youth sees in the mirror 
the Elder sees beforehand in the brick.

“We have transgressed the command of our King, 
we have rebelled against the favours of our father.

We have lightly esteemed the King’s word 
and those incomparable favours.

Lo, we all are fallen into the moat, 
killed and wounded by affliction without combat.

We relied on our own intelligence and wisdom, 
so that this tribulation has come to pass.

We regarded ourselves as being without disease and emancipated, 
just as one suffering from lung disease regards himself.

Now, after we have been made prisoners and a prey, 
the hidden malady has become apparent.”

The shadow of the Guide is better than praising God: 
a single contentment is better than a hundred delicacies and trays.

A seeing eye is better than three hundred staves: 
the eye knows pearls from pebbles.

By sorrows they began to make inquiry, saying, 
“Who in the world, we wonder, is she of whom this is the portrait?”

After much inquiry in  travel, 
a Shaykh endowed with insight disclosed the mystery,

Not by way of the ear, but by inspiration from Reason: 
to him mysteries were unveiled.

He said, “This is the portrait of an object of envy to the Pleiades: 
this is the picture of the Princess of China.

تو ندانى واجبى آن و هست
هم تو گويى آخر آن واجب بده ست 

او تو است اما نه اين تو آن تو است
كه در آخر واقف بيرون شو است 

توى آخر سوى توى اولت
آمده ست از بهر تنبيه و صلت 
توى تو در ديگرى آمد دفين

من غلام مرد خود بينى چنين 
آن چه در آيينه مى بيند جوان

پير اندر خشت بيند پيش از آن 
ز امر شاه خويش بيرون آمديم

با عنايات پدر ياغى شديم 
سهل دانستيم قول شاه را

و آن عنايتهاى بى اشباه را
نك در افتاديم در خندق همه

كشته و خسته ى بلا بى ملحمه 
تكيه بر عقل خود و فرهنگ خويش

بودمان تا اين بلا آمد به پيش 
بى مرض ديديم خويش و بى ز رق

آن چنان كه خويش را بيمار دق 
علت پنهان كنون شد آشكار

بعد از آن كه بند گشتيم و شكار
سايه ى رهبر به است از ذكر حق
يك قناعت به كه صد لوت و طبق 

چشم بينا بهتر از سيصد عصا
چشم بشناسد گهر را از حصا

در تفحص آمدند از اندهان
صورت كه بود عجب اين در جهان 

بعد بسيارى تفحص در مسير
كشف كرد آن راز را شيخى بصير

نه از طريق گوش بل از وحى هوش
رازها بد پيش او بى روى پوش 

گفت نقش رشك پروين است اين
صورت شه زاده ى چين است اين 
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She is hidden like the spirit and like the embryo: 
she is in a secret bower and palace.

همچو جان و چون جنين پنهانست او
در مكتم پرده و ايوانست او

Neither man nor woman is admitted to her: 
the King has concealed her on account of her fascinations.

The King has a jealousy for her name, 
so that not even a bird flies above her roof.”

Alas for the heart that such an insane passion has stricken: 
may no one feel a passion like this!

This is the retribution due to him, who sowed the seed of ignorance 
and held light and cheap that counsel,

And put trust in his own management, saying, 
“By dint of intelligence I will carry my affair to success.”

Half a mite of the favour is better than 
three hundred spells devised by the intellect.

Abandon your own cunning, O Amír: 
draw back your foot before the favour and gladly die.

This is not by a certain amount of contrivance: 
nothing avails until you die to these plans.

Story of the Sadr-i Jahan of Bukhara. Any beggar who begged with his tongue was excluded from 
his universal and unstinted charity. A certain poor savant, forgetting and being excessively eager 
and in a hurry, begged with his tongue amidst his cavalcade. The Sadr-i Jahan averted his face 

from him, and he contrived a new trick every day and disguised himself, now as a woman 
veiled in a chador and now as a blind man with bandaged eyes and face, 

he always had discernment enough to recognize him, etc.

It was the habit of that most noble lord in Bukhara 
to deal kindly with beggars.

His great bounty and immeasurable munificence 
were always scattering gold till nightfall.

The gold was wrapped in bits of paper: 
he continued to lavish bounty as long as he lived.

سوى او نه مرد ره دارد نه زن
شاه پنهان كرد او را از فتن 
غيرتى دارد ملك بر نام او
كه نپرد مرغ هم بر بام او

واى آن دل كش چنين سودا فتاد
هيچ كس را اين چنين سودا مباد

اين سزاى آن كه تخم جهل كاشت
و آن نصيحت را كساد و سهل داشت 

اعتمادى كرد بر تدبير خويش
كه برم من كار خود با عقل پيش 

نيم ذره ز آن عنايت به بود
كه ز تدبير خرد سيصد رصد

ترك مكر خويشتن گير اى امير
پا بكش پيش عنايت خوش بمير

اين بقدر حيله ى معدود نيست
زين حيل تا تو نميرى سود نيست 

حكايت صدر جهان بخارا كه هر سائلى كه به زبان بخواستى از صدقه ى عام بى دريغ او محروم شدى 
و آن دانشمند درويش به فراموشى و فرس حرص و تعجيل به زبان بخواست در موكب، صدر جهان 
از وى رو بگردانيد و او هر روز حيله ى نو ساختى و خود را گاه زن كردى زير چادر و گاه نابينا 

كردى و چشم و روى خود بسته به فراستش بشناختى الى آخره 

در بخارا خوى آن خواجه ى اجل
بود با خواهندگان حسن عمل 
داد بسيار و عطاى بى شمار

تا به شب بودى ز جودش زر نثار
زر به كاغذ پاره اى پيچيده بود
تا وجودش بود مى افشاند جود
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Like the sun and the spendthrift moon; 
they give back the radiance that they receive.

همچو خورشيد و چو ماه پاك باز
آن چه گيرند از ضيا بدهند باز

Who bestows gold on the earth? The sun. 
Through him, gold is in the mine and treasure in the ruin.

Every morning an allowance to a set of people, 
in order that no class should be left disappointed by him.

On one day his gifts were made to those afflicted; 
next day the same generosity to widows;

Next day to impoverished descendants of Alí 
together with poor jurists engaged in study;

Next day to empty-handed common folk; 
next day to persons fallen into debt.

His rule was that no one should beg for gold 
with his tongue or open his lips at all;

But the paupers stood in silence, 
like a wall, on the outskirts of his path,

And anyone who suddenly begged with his lips 
was punished for this offence by not getting from him a mite of money.

His maxim was “Those of you who keep silence are saved”: 
his purses and bowls were for the silent.

One day extraordinarily an old man said, 
“Give me alms, for I am hungry.”

He refused to the old man, but the old man importuned him: 
the people were astounded by the old man’s importunity.

He said, “You are a very shameless old man, O father.” 
The old man replied, “You are more shameless than I,

For you have enjoyed this world, and in your greed 
you would happily take the other world  together with this world.”

He laughed and gave the old man some money: 
the old man alone obtained the bounty.

Except that old man none of those who begged 
saw half a mite or a single farthing of his money.

On the day when it was the turn of the jurists, 
a certain jurist, by cupidity, suddenly began to whine.

He made many piteous appeals, but there was no help; 
he uttered every kind, but it availed him naught.

خاك را زر بخش كى بود آفتاب
زر از او در كان و گنج اندر خراب 

هر صباحى يك گره را راتبه
تا نماند امتى زو خايبه 

مبتلايان را بدى روزى عطا
روز ديگر بيوگان را آن سخا

روز ديگر بر علويان مقل
با فقيهان فقير مشتغل 

روز ديگر بر تهى دستان عام
روز ديگر بر گرفتاران وام 

شرط او آن بود كه كس با زبان
زر نخواهد هيچ نگشايد لبان 
ليك خامش بر حوالى رهش

ايستاده مفلسان ديواروش 
هر كه كردى ناگهان با لب سؤال
زو نبردى زين گنه يك حبه مال 
من صمت منكم نجا بد ياسه اش

خامشان را بود كيسه و كاسه اش 
نادرا روزى يكى پيرى بگفت
ده زكاتم كه منم با جوع جفت 

منع كرد از پير و پيرش جد گرفت
مانده خلق از جد پير اندر شگفت 

گفت بس بى شرم پيرى اى پدر
پير گفت از من تويى بى شرم تر

كاين جهان خوردى و خواهى تو ز طمع
كان جهان با اين جهان گيرى به جمع 

خنده ش آمد مال داد آن پير را
پير تنها برد آن توفير را

غير آن پير ايچ خواهنده از او
نيم حبه زر نديد و نه تسو
نوبت روز فقيهان ناگهان

يك فقيه از حرص آمد در فغان 
كرد زاريها بسى چاره نبود

گفت هر نوعى نبودش هيچ سود
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Next day he wrapped his leg in rags in the row of the sufferers, 
hanging his head.

روز ديگر با رگو پيچيد پا
ناكس اندر صف قوم مبتلا

He tied splints on his shank, left and right, 
in order that it might be supposed that his leg was broken.

He saw and recognised him and did not give him anything. 
Next day he covered his face with a rain-cloak,

The noble lord knew him still and gave him nothing 
because of the sin and crime by speaking.

When he had failed in a hundred sorts of trickery, 
he drew a chador over his head, like women,

And went and sat down amongst the widows, 
and let his head droop and concealed his hands.

Still he recognised him and did not give him any alms: 
on account of the disappointment a burning grief came into his heart.

He went early in the morning to a purveyor of grave-clothes, saying, 
“Wrap me in a felt and lay me out on the road.

Do not open your lips at all, 
sit down and look on till the Sadr-i Jahan passes here.

Maybe he will see and suppose that I am dead 
and drop some money to cover the cost of the shroud.

I will pay you half of whatever he may give.” 
The poor man, desiring the present, did just as he was told.

He wrapped him in the felt and laid him out on the road. 
The Sadr-i Jahan happened to pass that way

And dropped some gold on the felt. 
He put forth his hand in his haste.

Lest the purveyor of the grave-clothes should seize the gift of money 
and lest that perfidious rascal should hide it from him.

The dead man raised his hand from beneath the felt, a
nd, following his hand, his head came forth from below.

He said to the Sadr-i Jahan, “how I have received, 
O you who did shut the doors of generosity against me!”

He replied, “, but until you died, O obstinate man, 
you got no bounty from me.”

The mystery of “Die before death” 
is this that the prizes come after dying.

تخته ها بر ساق بست از چپ و راست
تا گمان آيد كه او اشكسته پاست 

ديدش و بشناختش چيزى نداد
روز ديگر رو بپوشيد از لباد
هم بدانستش ندادش آن عزيز
از گناه و جرم گفتن هيچ چيز

چون كه عاجز شد ز صد گونه مكيد
چون زنان او چادرى بر سر كشيد

در ميان بيوگان رفت و نشست
سر فرو افكند و پنهان كرد دست 

هم شناسيدش ندادش صدقه اى
در دلش آمد ز حرمان حرقه اى 
رفت او پيش كفن خواهى پگاه

كه بپيچم در نمد نه پيش راه 
هيچ مگشا لب نشين و مى نگر

تا كند صدر جهان اينجا گذر
بو كه بيند مرده پندارد به ظن

زر در اندازد پى وجه كفن 
هر چه بدهد نيم آن بدهم به تو
همچنان كرد آن فقير صله جو
در نمد پيچيد و بر راهش نهاد

معبر صدر جهان آن جا فتاد
زر در اندازيد بر روى نمد

دست بيرون كرد از تعجيل خود
تا نگيرد آن كفن خواه آن صله

تا نهان نكند از او آن ده دله 
مرده از زير نمد بر كرد دست

سر برون آمد پى دستش ز پست 
گفت با صدر جهان چون بستدم

اى ببسته بر من ابواب كرم 
گفت ليكن تا نمردى اى عنود

اى جناب من نبردى هيچ جود
سر موتوا قبل موت اين بود
كز پس مردن غنيمتها رسد

3820
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Except dying, no other skill avails with God, 
O artful schemer.

غير مردن هيچ فرهنگى دگر
در نگيرد با خداى اى حيله گر

One favour is better than a hundred kinds of effort: 
exertion is in danger from a hundred kinds of mischief.

And the favour depends on dying: 
the trustworthy have put this way to the test.

Nay, not even his death is without the favour: 
listen, listen, and do not tarry anywhere without the favour!

That is an emerald, and this is an old viper: 
without the emerald how should the viper be blinded?

Story of two brothers, one of whom had a few hairs on his chin while the other was a beardless boy. 
They went to sleep in a house for celibates. One night, as it happened, the boy piled bricks 

over his buttocks. At length, a crawler (sodomizer) crept and craftily and softly took off the bricks 
from his back. The boy awoke and began to quarrel, saying, “Where are these bricks? 

Where have you taken them to? Why did you take them?” 
He replied, “Why did you put these bricks there?” etc.

A beardless boy and a youth with a few hairs on his chin 
came to a festive gathering, for there was an assembly-place in the town.

The select party remained busy till the day was gone 
and a third of the night had passed.

The two did not leave that house for celibates: 
they lay down to sleep there for fear of the night-patrol.

The youth had four hairs on his chin, 
but his face was like the full-moon.

The beardless boy was ugly in appearance: 
placed twenty bricks on his backside.

A homosexual waited for an opportunity 
and slowly removed the bricks.

When he began to approach him, 
the startled boy awoke from his sleep.

He asked why the boy 
had placed the bricks on his back.

يك عنايت به ز صد گون اجتهاد
جهد را خوف است از صد گون فساد

و آن عنايت هست موقوف ممات
تجربه كردند اين ره را ثقات 

بلكه مرگش بى عنايت نيز نيست
بى عنايت هان و هان جايى مه ايست 

آن زمرد باشد اين افعى پير
بى زمرد كى شود افعى ضرير

حكايت آن دو برادر يكى كوسه و يك امرد، در عزب خانه اى خفتند، شبى اتفاقا امرد خشتها بر پشت 
خود انبار كرد، عاقبت دباب دب آورد و آن خشتها را به حيله و نرمى از پس او بر داشت، كودك بيدار 
شد به جنگ كه اين خشتها كو كجا بردى و چرا بردى، او گفت تو اين خشتها را چرا نهادى الى آخره 

امردى و كوسه اى در انجمن
آمدند و مجمعى بد در وطن 
مشتغل ماندند قوم محتجب

روز رفت و شد زمانه ثلث شب 
ز آن عزب خانه نرفتند آن دو كس

هم بخفتند آن سو از بيم عسس 
كوسه را بد بر زنخدان چار مو
ليك همچون ماه بدرش بود رو

كودك امرد به صورت بود زشت
هم نهاد اندر پس كون بيست خشت 

لوطيى دب برد شب در انبهى
خشتها را نقل كرد آن مشتهى 

دست چون بر وى زد او از جا بجست
گفت هى تو كيستى اى سگ پرست 

گفت اين سى خشت چون انباشتى
گفت تو سى خشت چون بر داشتى 
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I am a sick boy and because of my weakness 
I took precautions and made here a place to lie down.”

كودك بيمارم و از ضعف خود
كردم اينجا احتياط و مرتقد

He replied, “If you are ill with a fever, 
why didn’t you go to the hospital

Or to the house of a kindly physician, 
in order that he might relieve you of your malady?”

“Why,” said he, “where can I go? 
For wherever I go, persecuted,

Some foul ungodly miscreant like you 
springs up before me like a wild beast.

The dervish-convent, which is the best place—
not  there do I find safety for one moment.

A handful of pottage-eaters direct their looks at me: 
their eyes bursting with lust

And even he that has regard for decorum 
steals covert glances at my penis strokes.

Since the convent is this, what must the public market be like? 
A herd of asses and boorish devils!

What has an ass to do with decorum and piety? 
How should an ass know reverence and fear and hope?

Intelligence consists in being safe and in the desire to act justly 
towards woman and towards man; but where is intelligence?

And if I run away and go to the women, 
I should fall into tribulation like Joseph.

Joseph suffered imprisonment and torment at the hands of a woman: 
I should be divided amongst fifty gibbets.

Those women in their foolishness would attach themselves to me, 
and their nearest and dearest would seek my life.

I have no means of escape either from men or women: 
what can I do, since I belong neither to these nor to those?”

After that the boy looked at the youth and said, 
“He is quit of trouble by reason of the two hairs.

He is independent of the bricks and of quarrelling over the bricks 
and of a wicked young ruffian like you who would sell his own mother.

Three or four hairs on the chin as a notice 
are better than thirty bricks around my ass.”

گفت اگر دارى ز رنجورى تفى
چون نرفتى جانب دار الشفا

يا به خانه ى يك طبيبى مشفقى
كه گشادى از سقامت مغلقى 
گفت آخر من كجا دانم شدن

كه به هر جا مى روم من ممتحن 
چون تو زنديقى پليدى ملحدى

مى برآرد سر به پيشم چون ددى 
خانقاهى كه بود بهتر مكان

من نديدم يك دمى در وى امان 
رو به من آرند مشتى حمزه خوار

چشمها پر نطفه كف خايه فشار
و آن كه ناموسى است خود از زير زير

غمزه دزدد مى دهد مالش به كير
خانقه چون اين بود بازار عام
چون بود خر گله و ديوان خام 

خر كجا ناموس و تقوى از كجا
خر چه داند خشيت و خوف و رجا

عقل باشد ايمنى و عدل جو
بر زن و بر مرد اما عقل كو

ور گريزم من روم سوى زنان
همچو يوسف افتم اندر افتتان 

يوسف از زن يافت زندان و فشار
من شوم توزيع بر پنجاه دار

آن زنان از جاهلى بر من تنند
اولياشان قصد جان من كنند

نه ز مردان چاره دارم نه از زنان
چون كنم كه نى از اينم نه از آن 

بعد از آن كودك به كوسه بنگريست
گفت او با آن دو مو از غم برى است 

فارغ است از خشيت و از پيكار خشت
و ز چو تو مادر فروش كنگ زشت 

بر زنخ سه چار مو بهر نمون
بهتر از سى خشت گرداگرد كون 
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One atom of the shade of favour 
is better than a thousand endeavours of the devout pietist,

ذره اى سايه ى عنايت بهتر است
از هزاران كوشش طاعت پرست 

Because the Devil will remove the bricks of piety: 
if there are two hundred bricks he will make a way for himself.

If the bricks are numerous, they are laid by you; 
those two or three hairs are a gift from Yonder.

In reality each one of those is as a mountain, 
for it is a safe conduct bestowed by an Emperor.

If you put a hundred locks on a door, 
some reckless fellow may remove them all;

If a police magistrate put a wax seal, 
at that the hearts of doughty champions will quail.

Those two or three hair-threads of favour form a barrier as a mountain, 
like majesty of aspect in the faces.

Do not neglect the bricks, O man of goodly nature; 
but at the same time do not sleep  safe from the wicked Devil.

Go and get two hairs of that grace, 
and then sleep safe and have no anxiety.

The sleep of the wise (‘alim)is better than worship, 
such a wisdom (‘ilm) as brings awakening.

The quiet of the swimmer in swimming 
is better than the exertion with hands and feet of one who is unable.

He that cannot swim throws out his hands and feet and drowns, 
the swimmer moves quietly like pillars.

Knowledge is an ocean without bound or shore: 
the seeker of knowledge is the diver in seas.

Though his life is a thousand years, 
never will he become weary of seeking,

For the Messenger of God said in explanation this—
“There are two greedy ones who are never satisfied.”

ز انكه شيطان خشت طاعت بر كند
گرد و صد خشت است خود را ره كند

خشت اگر پر است بنهاده ى تو است
آن دو سه مو از عطاى آن سو است 

در حقيقت هر يكى مو ز آن كهى است
كان امان نامه ى صله ى شاهنشهى است 

تو اگر صد قفل بنهى بر درى
بر كند آن جمله را خيره سرى 

شحنه اى از موم اگر مهرى نهد
پهلوانان را از آن دل بشكهد

آن دو سه تار عنايت همچو كوه
سد شده چون فر سيما در وجوه 

خشت را مگذار اى نيكو سرشت
ليك هم ايمن مخسب از ديو زشت 
رو دو تا مو ز آن كرم با دست آر
و آن گهان ايمن بخسب و غم مدار

نوم عالم از عبادت به بود
آن چنان علمى كه مستنبه بود

آن سكون سابح اندر آشنا
به ز جهد اعجمى با دست و پا

اعجمى زد دست و پا و غرق شد
مى رود سباح ساكن چون عمد
علم دريايى است بى حد و كنار
طالب علم است غواص بحار
گر هزاران سال باشد عمر او
او نگردد سير خود از جستجو

كان رسول حق بگفت اندر بيان
اينكه منهومان هما لا يشبعان 



240

3885

3890

در تفسير اين خبر كه مصطفى صلوات اللَّه عليه فرمود منهومان لا يشبعان طالب الدنيا و طالب العلم 
كه اين علم غير علم دنيا بايد تا دو قسم باشد اما علم دنيا هم دنيا باشد الى آخره و اگر همچنين شود 

كه طالب الدنيا و طالب الدنيا تكرار بود نه تقسيم، مع تقريره 

Commentary on the Tradition that Mustafá—the blessings of God be upon him!—said, 
“There are two greedy ones who will never be satisfied: the seeker of the present world and the 

seeker of knowledge.” This “knowledge” must be different from “knowledge of the present world,” 
in order that there may be the two classes; but “knowledge of the present world” is just the same as 
“the present world,” etc.; and if it be equivalent to “the seeker of the present world and the seeker 

of the present world,” that would be repetition, not division. With the exposition thereof.

The seeker of the present world and its abundant opportunities for acquisition, 
and the seeker of knowledge and the considerations proper to it.
Now, when you fix your attention on this division, 
this knowledge must be other than the present world, O father.

What, then, is other than the present world? The next world, 
which will take you away from here and be your guide.

How the three princes discussed the plan to adopt in view of what had occurred.

The three afflicted ones put their heads together: 
all three felt the same grief and pain and sorrow.

All three were comrades in one meditation and one passion; 
all three were sick with one disease and one malady.

At the time of silence all three had one thought; 
at the time of speech, too, all three had one argument.

At one moment they all were shedding tears 
and weeping blood on the dining-table of calamity;

At another moment all three, from the fire in their hearts, 
heaved burning sighs as a chafing-pan.

The discourse of the eldest brother.

The eldest said, “O men of integrity 
were not we masculine in giving counsel to others?

طالب الدنيا و توفيراتها
طالب العلم و تدبيراتها

پس در اين قسمت چو بگمارى نظر
غير دنيا باشد اين علم اى پدر
غير دنيا پس چه باشد آخرت

كت كند ز ينجا و باشد رهبرت 

بحث كردن آن سه شه زاده در تدبير آن واقعه 

رو به هم كردند هر سه مفتتن
هر سه را يك رنج و يك درد و حزن 

هر سه در يك فكر و يك سودا نديم
هر سه از يك رنج و يك علت سقيم 
در خموشى هر سه را خطرت يكى
در سخن هم هر سه را حجت يكى 

يك زمانى اشك ريزان جمله شان
بر سر خوان مصيبت خون فشان 
يك زمان از آتش دل هر سه كس
بر زده با سوز چون مجمر نفس 

مقالت برادر بزرگين 

آن بزرگين گفت اى اخوان خير
ما نه نر بوديم اندر نصح غير

Whenever one of the retainers 
complained to us of affliction and poverty and fear and agitation,

از حشم هر كه به ما كردى گله
از بلا و فقر و خوف و زلزله 
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We used to say, ‘do not bewail your hardships: be patient, 
for patience is the key to relief from pain.’

ما همى گفتيم كم نال از حرج
صبر كن كالصبر مفتاح الفرج 

What has become now of this key, fortitude? Wonderful! 
The rule is null and void: what has become of it?

Did not we always say, 
‘In the struggle laugh happily like gold in the fire’?

We said to the soldiers at the time of conflict in battle, 
‘Listen, do not change colour!’

At the time when the ground trodden underfoot by the horses 
was entirely severed heads,

We preached fortitude to the entire world, 
because fortitude is a lamp and light in the breast.

Now it is our turn. Why have we become distracted 
and gone under the chador like cowardly women?”

O heart that did inspire all with ardour, 
inspire yourself with ardour and be ashamed of yourself !

O tongue that was a mentor to all, now it is your turn: 
why are you silent?

O reason, where is your eloquent and persuasive counsel? 
Now it is your turn: what has become of your admonitions?

O you who has removed a hundred anxieties from hearts, 
now it is your turn: wag your beard!

If now, in your vile cowardice, you have stolen a beard, 
formerly you must have been laughing at your beard.

When you exhort others, “Come on! Come on!” 
In your own anguish, “Alas, alas!” like women.

Since you were a cure for others’ pain, 
you are silent when pain has become your guest?

It was your fashion to shout at the soldiers: 
shout: why is your voice choked?

For fifty years you have woven on your intelligence: 
put on an under shirt of the fabric which you yourself have woven.

The ears of your friends were delighted by your song: 
put forth your hand and pull your own ear.

اين كليد صبر را اكنون چه شد
اى عجب منسوخ شد قانون چه شد

ما نمى گفتيم اندر كش مكش
اندر آتش همچو زر خنديد خوش 
مر سپه را وقت تنگاتنگ جنگ
گفته ما كه هين مگردانيد رنگ 
آن زمان كه بود اسبان را وطا

جمله سرهاى بريده زير پا
ما سپاه خويش را هى هى كنان

كه به پيش آييد قاهر چون سنان 
جمله عالم را نشان داده به صبر

ز انكه صبر آمد چراغ و نور صدر
نوبت ما شد چه خيره سر شديم

چون زنان زشت در چادر شديم 
اى دلى كه جمله را كردى تو گرم

گرم كن خود را و از خود دار شرم 
اى زبان كه جمله را ناصح بدى

نوبت تو گشت از چه تن زدى 
اى خرد كو پند شكر خاى تو

دور تست اين دم چه شد هيهاى تو
اى ز دلها برده صد تشويش را

نوبت تو شد بجنبان ريش را
از غرى ريش ار كنون دزديده اى

پيش از اين بر ريش خود خنديده اى 
وقت پند ديگرانى هاى هاى

در غم خود چون زنانى واى واى 
چون به درد ديگران درمان بدى

درد مهمان تو آمد تن زدى 
بانگ بر لشكر زدن بد ساز تو

بانگ بر زن چه گرفت آواز تو
آن چه پنجه سال بافيدى به هوش

ز آن نسيج خود بغلتاقى بپوش 
از نوايت گوش ياران بود خوش

دست بيرون آر و گوش خود بكش 

3900

We were shouting to our troops, 
‘On, on! Advance irresistibly like the spear point!’
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You were always a head: do not make yourself a tail, 
do not lose your feet and hands and beard and moustache.

سر بدى پيوسته خود را دم مكن
پا و دست و ريش و سبلت گم مكن 

It is for you to make a move on the board: 
restore yourself to your normal state and your vigour.

Anecdote of a king who brought a learned doctor into his banquet-hall by force and made him 
sit down. The cup-bearer offered him wine and held out the goblet to him, the doctor averted his face 
and began to look sour and behave rudely. The king said to the cup-bearer, “Come, and put him in a 
good humour.” The cup-bearer beat him on the head several times and made him drink the wine, etc.

A drunk king was feasting merrily, 
a certain jurist passed by his gate.

He gave directions, saying, “Bring him into this hall 
and give him a drink of the ruby wine.”

So they brought him to the king, he had no choice: 
he sat down in the hall, sour as poison and snakes.

He offered him wine; he angrily refused it 
and averted his eyes from the king and the cup-bearer,

Saying, “I have never drunk wine in my life: 
rank poison would please me better than wine.

Hey, give me some poison instead of the wine 
that I may be delivered from myself and you from this.”

Without having drunk wine, he began to make a row 
and became as disagreeable to the company as death and pangs.

Like carnal earthly-minded people in the world 
when they sit with spiritual folk.

God keeps His elect drinking secretly 
the wine of the free.

They offer the cup to one who is veiled; 
perception apprehends nothing of it except the words.

He averts his face from their guidance 
because he does not see their gift with his eye.

If there were a passage from his ear to his throat, the hidden meaning 
of their admonition would have entered his inward parts.

بازى آن تست بر روى بساط
خويش را در طبع آر و در نشاط

ذكر آن پادشاه كه ان دانشمند را به اكراه در مجلس آورد و بنشاند و ساقى شراب بر دانشمند عرضه 
كرد ساغر پيش او داشت رو بگردانيد و ترشى و تندى آغاز كرد، شاه ساقى را گفت كه هين در 

طبعش آر، ساقى چندى بر سرش كوفت و شرابش در خورد داد الى آخره 

پادشاهى مست اندر بزم خوش
مى گذشت آن يك فقيهى بر درش 

كرد اشارت كش درين مجلس كشيد
وز شراب لعل در خوردش دهيد

پس كشيدندش به شه بى اختيار
شست در مجلس ترش چون زهر مار
عرضه كردش مى نپذرفت او به خشم

از شه و ساقى بگردانيد چشم 
كه به عمر خود نخورده ستم شراب

خوشتر آيد از شرابم زهر ناب 
هين به جاى مى به من زهرى دهيد
تا من از خويش و شما زين وا رهيد

مى نخورده عربده آغاز كرد
گشته در مجلس گران چون مرگ و درد

همچو اهل نفس و اهل آب و گل
در جهان بنشسته با اصحاب دل 

حق ندارد خاصگان را در كمون
از مى احرار جز در يشربون 

عرضه مى دارند بر محجوب جام
حس نمى يابد از آن غير كلام 
رو همى گرداند از ارشادشان

كه نمى بيند به ديده دادشان 
گر ز گوشش تا به حلقش ره بدى
سر نصح اندر درونشان در شدى 
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Inasmuch as his spirit is wholly fire, not light, 
who would throw anything but husks into a blazing fire?

چون همه نار است جانش نيست نور
كه افكند در نار سوزان جز قشور

The kernel remains outside and the husk, words, goes: 
how should the stomach be made warm and stout by husks?

The Fire of Hell torments only the husks: 
the Fire has nothing to do with any kernel;

And if a fire should dart its flames at the kernel, 
know that it is in order to cook it, not to burn it.

So long as God is the Wise, know that this law 
is perpetual in the past and in the time that has not come.

The pure kernels and the husks are pardoned by Him: 
how, then, should He burn the kernel? Far from Him!

If in His grace He beat the head of him, 
he will feel an eager desire for the red wine;

And if He does not beat him, he will remain, like the jurist, 
with his mouth closed against the potations and festivity of these 
kings.
The king said to his cup-bearer, “O well-conducted, 
why are you silent? Give and put him in good humour.”

Over every mind there is a hidden Ruler, 
cunningly diverts from his purpose whomever He will.

The sun in the East and his radiance 
are bound like captives in His chain.

He causes the sphere to revolve immediately 
when He chants half of a cunning spell in its brain.

The mind which dominates another mind has the dice from Him: 
He is the Master-player.

He gave him several cuffs on the head, saying, “Take the cup!” 
The tormented man drained it in dread of blows.

He became tipsy and merry and smiling as a garden: he began to act 
like a boon-companion and tell ridiculous stories and make jokes.

He became brave and jolly and snapped his fingers: 
he went to the bathroom.

There he encountered a very beautiful slave girl 
who belonged to the royal household.

When he espied her, his mouth gaped, 
his reason fled and his body was ready for violence.

مغز بيرون ماند و قشر گفت رفت
كى شود از قشر معده گرم و زفت 

نار دوزخ جز كه قشر افشار نيست
نار را با هيچ مغزى كار نيست 
ور بود بر مغز نارى شعله زن

بهر پختن دان نه بهر سوختن 
تا كه باشد حق حكيم اين قاعده
مستمر دان در گذشته و نامده 

غز نغز و قشرها مغفور از او
مغز را پس چون بسوزد دور از او

از عنايت گر بكوبد بر سرش
اشتها آيد شراب احمرش 

ور نكوبد ماند او بسته دهان
چون فقيه از شرب و بزم اين شهان 

گفت شه با ساقى اش اى نيك پى
چه خموشى ده به طبعش آر هى 
هست پنهان حاكمى بر هر خرد

هر كه را خواهد به فن از سر برد
آفتاب مشرق و تنوير او

چون اسيران بسته در زنجير او
چرخ را چرخ اندر آرد در زمن
چون بخواند در دماغش نيم فن 

عقل كاو عقل دگر را سخره كرد
مهره زو دارد وى است استاد نرد
چند سيلى بر سرش زد گفت گير

در كشيد از بيم سيلى آن زحير
مست گشت و شاد و خندان شد چو باغ

در نديمى و مضاحك رفت و لاغ 
شير گير و خوش شد انگشتك بزد

سوى مبرز رفت تا ميزك كند
يك كنيزك بود در مبرز چو ماه

سخت زيبا و ز قرناقان شاه 
چون بديد او را دهانش باز ماند
عقل رفت و تن ستم پرداز ماند
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He immediately 
jumped on her.

عمرها بوده عزب مشتاق و مست
بر كنيزك در زمان در زد دو دست 

The girl screamed 
and resisted but to no avail.

A woman in the hands of a man at such a time 
is like dough in the hands of a baker.

He kneads it now gently, now roughly, 
and makes it groan under his fist;

Now he draws it out flat on a board, 
now for a bit he rolls it up;

Now he pours water on it and now salt: 
he puts it to the ordeal of oven and fire.

Thus are the sought and the seeker intertwined: 
the conquered and the conqueror are in this sport.

This sport is not between husband and wife only: 
this is the practice of everything that is loved and loves.

A mutual embracing, like Wís and Rámín, is obligatory 
between eternal and non-eternal and between substance and accident;

But the sport is of a different character in each case: 
the embracing is for a different reason in each instance.

This is said as a parable for husband and wife, meaning, 
“O husband, do not dismiss your wife unkindly.

On your wedding-night did not the bridesmaid 
place her (the wife’s) hand in your hand as a goodly trust?

For the evil or good which you do unto her, 
O man worthy of confidence, God will do unto you.”

To resume, on this occasion this jurist was so beside himself 
that neither continence nor asceticism remained in him.

The jurist threw himself on the nymph: 
his fire caught hold of her cotton.

Soul was joined to soul and their bodies strove in mutual embrace, 
trembling like two decapitated birds.

What was the wine-party or the king or Arslan? 
What were modesty, religion, fear and dread of their lives?

Their eyes were contorted like ‘ayn and ghayn: 
here neither Hasan nor Husayn is seen distinctly.

بس طپيد آن دختر و نعره فراشت
بر نيامد با وى و سودى نداشت 

زن به دست مرد در وقت لقا
چون خمير آمد به دست نانبا

بسرشد گاهيش نرم و گه درشت
زو بر آرد چاق چاقى زير مشت 

گاه پهنش واكشد بر تخته اى
در همش آرد گهى يك لخته اى 

گاه در وى ريزد اب و گه نمك
از تنور و آتشش سازد محك 

اين چنين پيچند مطلوب و طلوب
اندر اين لعبند مغلوب و غلوب 

اين لعب تنها نه شو را با زن است
هر عشيق و عاشقى را اين فن است 

از قديم و حادث و عين و عرض
پيچشى چون ويس و رامين مفترض 

ليك لعب هر يكى رنگى دگر
پيچش هر يك ز فرهنگى دگر

شوى و زن را گفته شد بهر مثيل
كه مكن اى شوى زن را بد گسيل 

آن شب گردك نه ينگا دست او
خوش امانت داد اندر دست تو
كانچه با او تو كنى اى معتمد

از بد و نيكى خدا با تو كند
حاصل اينجا اين فقيه از بى خودى

نه عفيفى ماندش و نه زاهدى 
آن فقيه افتاد بر آن حور زاد

آتش او اندر آن پنبه فتاد
جان به جان پيوست و قالبها چخيد

چون دو مرغ سر بريده مى طپيد
چه سقايه چه ملك چه ارسلان

چه حيا چه دين چه بيم و خوف جان 
چشمشان افتاده اندر عين و غين
نه حسن پيداست اينجا نه حسين 

3950
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It became protracted, and how could he return? 
The king’s expectancy too passed beyond bounds.

شد دراز و كو طريق باز گشت
انتظار شاه هم از حد گذشت 

The king came to see what had happened: 
he beheld there the commotion of Calamity.

The jurist sprang up in terror and fled to the banquet-hall 
and hastily seized the wine-cup.

The king, full of fire and fury like Hell, 
was thirsting for the blood of the guilty pair.

When the jurist saw his enraged and wrathful countenance, 
which had become bitter and murderous as a cup of poison,

He shouted to his cup-bearer, “O solicitous, why do you sit dumbfounded? 
Give and put him in good humour!”

The king laughed and said, “O sir, I am restored to my good humour: 
the girl is yours.

I am the king: my business is justice and bounty: 
I drink of that which my munificence bestowed on my friend.

How should I give friend and kinsman for food and drink 
what I would not drink as honey?

I let my pages eat and drink of that 
which I eat and drink at my own private table.

I give my slaves the same food, cooked or raw, 
as I eat myself.

When I put on a robe of silk or satin, I clothe my retainers in the same, 
not in coarse woollen garments.

I feel reverence for the all-accomplished Prophet, who said, 
‘Clothe them in that which you clothe yourselves.’

Mustafá gave his sons this injunction —
Feed your dependents with what you eat.’”

You have often restored others to a good disposition: 
you have made them ready and willing to show fortitude.

Manfully restore yourself too to disposition: 
take the reason that meditates on fortitude as your guide.

When the guidance of fortitude becomes a wing for you, 
your spirit will soar to the zenith of the Throne and Footstool.

See, when fortitude became a Buraq for him, 
how it carried Mustafá up to the top of the spheres.

شاه آمد تا ببيند واقعه
ديد آن جا زلزله القارعه 

آن فقيه از بيم بر جست و برفت
سوى مجلس جام را بربود تفت 

شه چو دوزخ پر شرار و پر نكال
تشنه ى خون دو جفت بد فعال 

چون فقيهش ديد رخ پر خشم و قهر
تلخ و خونى گشته همچون جام زهر
بانگ زد بر ساقى اش كاى گرم دار
چه نشستى خيره ده در طبعش آر

خنده آمد شاه را گفت اى كيا
آمدم با طبع آن دختر ترا

پادشاهم كار من عدل است و داد
ز آن خورم كه يار را جودم بداد

آن چه آن را من ننوشم همچو نوش
كى دهم در خورد يار و خويش و توش 

ز آن خورانم من غلامان را كه من
مى خورم بر خوان خاص خويشتن 

ز آن خورانم بندگان را از طعام
كه خورم من خود ز پخته يا ز خام 
من چو پوشم از خز و اطلس لباس

ز آن بپوشانم حشم را نه پلاس
شرم دارم از نبى ذو فنون
ألبسوهم گفت مما تلبسون 

مصطفى كرد اين وصيت با بنون
اطعموا الاذناب مما تاكلون

ديگران را بس به طبع آورده اى
در صبورى چست و راغب كرده اى 
هم به طبع آور به مردى خويش را

پيشوا كن عقل دور انديش را
چون قلاووزى صبرت پر شود

جان به اوج عرش و كرسى بر شود
مصطفى بين كه چو صبرش شد براق

بر كشانيدش به بالاى طباق 
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روان گشتن شاه زادگان بعد از تمام بحث و ماجرا به جانب ولايت چين سوى معشوق و مقصود تا 
به قدر امكان به مقصود نزديكتر باشند، اگر چه راه وصل مسدود است به قدر امكان نزديكتر شدن 

محمود است الى آخره 
How, after full discussion and debate, the princes set out for the province of China towards 
their beloved and the object, in order that they might be as near as possible to that object; 
although the way to union is barred, it is praiseworthy to approach as near as is possible.

They said this and immediately set out: 
O my friend, everything that was  at that moment.

They chose fortitude and became true witnesses; 
then they set off towards the land of China.

They left their parents and kingdom, 
they took the way to the hidden beloved.

Like Ibrahim son of Adham, Love from the throne 
made them footless and headless and destitute.

Either, like Abraham who was sent, 
one intoxicated cast himself into a fire,

Or, like the much-enduring and glorious Ismail, 
offered a throat to Love and his dagger.

Story of Imra’u ’l-Qays, who was the king of the Arabs and exceedingly handsome: he was the 
Joseph of his time, and the Arab women were desperately in love with him, like Zalikha. 

He had the poetic genius— “Halt, let us weep in memory of a beloved and a dwelling-place.” 
Since all the women desired him with soul, one may well wonder what was the object of his 

love-songs and lamentations. Surely he knew that all these are copies of a picture which have been 
drawn on frames of earth. At last there came to this Imra’u ’l-Qays such a experience that in the 

middle of the night he fled from his kingdom and children and concealed himself in the garb of a 
dervish and wandered from that clime to another clime in search of Him who transcends 

all climes: “He chooses for His mercy whom He will”; and so forth.
Imra’u ’l-Qays was weary of his empire: 
Love carried him away from the country of the Arabs,

So that he came and worked as a brick-maker at Tabuk. 
The king was told that a royal personage,

اين بگفتند و روان گشتند زود
هر چه بود اى يار من آن لحظه بود

صبر بگزيدند و صديقين شدند
بعد از آن سوى بلاد چين شدند

والدين و ملك را بگذاشتند
راه معشوق نهان برداشتند

همچو ابراهيم ادهم از سرير
عشقشان بى پا و سر كرد و فقير
يا چو ابراهيم مرسل سر خوشى

خويش را افكند اندر آتشى 
يا چو اسماعيل صبار مجيد

پيش عشق و خنجرش حلقى كشيد

حكايت امرؤ القيس كه پادشاه عرب بود و به صورت عظيم بجمال بود، يوسف وقت خود بود و 
زنان عرب چون زليخا مرده ى او و او شاعر طبع، قفا نبك من ذكرى حبيب و منزل، چون همه زنان 
او را به جان مى جستند اى عجب غزل او و ناله ى او بهر چه بود، مگر دانست كه اينها همه تمثال 
صورتى اند كه بر تختهاى خاك نقش كرده اند، عاقبت اين امرؤ القيس را حالى پيدا شد كه نيم شب از 
ملك و فرزند گريخت و خود را در دلقى پنهان كرد و از آن اقليم به اقليم ديگر رفت در طلب آن كس 

كه از اقليم منزه است، يَخْتَصُّ بِرَحْمَتِهِ مَنْ يَشاءُ، الى آخره

امرؤ القيس از ممالك خشك لب
هم كشيدش عشق از خطه ى عرب 

تا بيامد خشت مى زد در تبوك
با ملك گفتند شاهى از ملوك 
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Imra’u ’l-Qays, having fallen a prey to Love, 
had come there and was making bricks by labour.

امرؤ القيس آمده ست اينجا به كد
در شكار عشق خشتى مى زند

The king rose up and went to him at night and said to him, 
“O king of beauteous countenance,

You are the Joseph of the age. Two empires have become 
entirely subject to you—, of the territories and, of Beauty.

Men are enslaved by your sword, 
while women are the chattels of your cloudless moon.

You will dwell with me, it will be my fortune: 
by union with you my soul will be made a hundred souls.

Both I and my kingdom are your to hold as your own, 
O you who in high aspiration have abandoned kingdoms!”

He reasoned with him for a long time, and he kept silence, 
suddenly he unveiled the mystery.

Think what of love and passion he whispered into his ear! 
Immediately he made him a crazy wanderer like himself.

He took his hand and accompanied him: 
he too renounced his throne and belt.

These two kings went to distant lands: 
not once has Love committed this crime.

It is honey for the grown-up and milk for children: 
for every boat it is the last bale.

Besides these two, many kings, beyond number, 
have Love torn from their kingdoms and families.

The souls of these three princes also were roaming around China 
in every direction, like birds picking up grain.

They dare not open their lips to utter the thoughts hidden, 
because it was a perilous and grave secret.

A hundred thousand heads for a penny 
at the moment Love strings his bow in anger.

Even without anger, at the time when he is well-pleased, 
Love is always accustomed to kill recklessly.

This is at the moment when he is contented: 
how shall I describe when he is angered?

But may the soul’s pasture be the ransom for his lion 
that is killed by this Love and his scimitar!

آن ملك بر خاست شب شد پيش او
گفت او را اى مليك خوب رو

يوسف وقتى دو ملكت شد كمال
مر ترا رام از بلاد و از جمال 
گشته مردان بندگان از تيغ تو
و آن زنان ملك مه بى ميغ تو
پيش ما باشى تو بخت ما بود

جان ما از وصل تو صد جان شود
هم من و هم ملك من مملوك تو

اى به همت ملكها متروك تو
فلسفه گفتش بسى و او خموش

ناگهان وا كرد از سر روى پوش 
تا چه گفتش او به گوش از عشق و درد

همچو خود در حال سر گردانش كرد
دست او بگرفت و با او يار شد
او هم از تخت و كمر بيزار شد

تا بلاد دور رفتند اين دو شه
عشق يك كرت نكرده ست اين گنه 

بر بزرگان شهد و بر طفلانست شير
او به هر كشتى بود من الاخير
غير اين دو بس ملوك بى شمار
عشقشان از ملك بربود و تبار

جان اين سه شه بچه هم گرد چين
همچو مرغان گشته هر سو دانه چين 

زهره نى تا لب گشايند از ضمير
ز انكه رازى با خطر بود و خطير
صد هزاران سر به پولى ان زمان

عشق خشم آلوده زه كرده كمان 
عشق خود بى خشم در وقت خوشى

خوى دارد دم به دم خيره كشى 
اين بود آن لحظه كاو خشنود شد

من چه گويم چون كه خشم آلود شد
ليك مرج جان فداى شير او

كش كشد اين عشق و اين شمشير او

3990



248

4010

4015

4020

It is a killing better than a thousand lives: 
sovereignties are mortally enamoured of this servitude.

كشتنى به از هزاران زندگى
سلطنتها مرده ى اين بندگى 

They were telling each other their secrets allusively in low tones 
with a hundred fears and precautions.

None but God was the confidant of their secret; 
their sighs were breathed to Heaven alone.

They were using certain mystical terms among themselves 
in order to convey information.

The ordinary have learned this birds’ language 
and have acquired prestige and authority.

That terminology is the image of the bird’s voice: 
the uninitiated man is ignorant of the state of the birds.

Where is the Solomon who knows the birds’ song? 
The demon, though he seizes the kingdom, is an alien.

The demon in the likeness of Solomon stood: he knows how to deceive, 
but he does not possess  we have been taught.

Inasmuch as Solomon was rejoiced exceedingly by God, 
he had a birds’ language from we have been taught.

Understand that you are a bird of the air 
because you have not beheld the esoteric birds.

The home of the Simurghs is beyond Qáf: 
it is not a hand-loom to any imagination,

But only to the imagination that beholds it by chance 
and then, after the vision, is parted—

Not a parting that involves severance, for a wise purpose; 
for that high estate is secure from every parting.

In order to preserve the spiritual body 
the Sun for a time withdraws from the snow.

Seek good for your soul from them: 
beware, do not steal mystical expressions from their language.

Zalikha had applied to Joseph the name of everything, 
from rue-seed to aloes wood.

She concealed his name in names 
and made the inner meaning thereof known to confidants.

When she said, “The wax is softened by the fire,” this meant, 
“My beloved is very fond of me.”

با كنايت رازها با همدگر
پست گفتندى به صد خوف و حذر

راز را غير خدا محرم نبود
آن را جز آسمان هم دم نبود

اصطلاحاتى ميان همدگر
داشتندى بهر ايراد خبر

زين لسان الطير عام آموختند
طمطراق و سرورى اندوختند

صورت آواز مرغ است آن كلام
غافل است از حال مرغان مرد خام 

كو سليمانى كه داند لحن طير
ديو گر چه ملك گيرد هست غير

ديو بر شبه سليمان كرد ايست
علم مكرش هست و علمناش نيست 

چون سليمان از خدا بشاش بود
منطق الطيرى ز علمناش بود
تو از آن مرغ هوايى فهم كن

كه نديده ستى طيور من لدن 
جاى سيمرغان بود آن سوى قاف

هر خيالى را نباشد دست باف 
جز خيالى را كه ديد آن اتفاق
آن گهش بعد العيان افتد فراق 

نه فراق قطع بهر مصلحت
كايمن است از هر فراق آن منقبت 

بهر استبقاى آن روحى جسد
آفتاب از برف يك دم در كشد

بهر جان خويش جو از ايشان صلاح
هين مدزدد از حرف ايشان اصطلاح 

آن زليخا از سپندان تا به عود
نام جمله ى چيز يوسف كرده بود

نام او در نامها مكتوم كرد
محرمان را سر آن معلوم كرد

چون بگفتى موم ز آتش نرم شد
اين بدى كان يار با ما گرم شد
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And if she said, “Look, the moon is risen”; 
or if she said, “The willow-bough is green”;

ور بگفتى مه بر آمد بنگريد
ور بگفتى سبز شد آن شاخ بيد

Or if she said, “The leaves are quivering mightily”; 
or if she said, “The rue-seed is burning merrily”;

Or if she said, “The rose has told her secret to the nightingale”; 
or if she said, “The king has disclosed his passion for Shahnáz”;

Or if she said, “How auspicious is Fortune!” or if she said, “Give the 
furniture a good dusting”;

Or if she said, “The water-carrier has brought the water”; 
or if she said, “The sun is risen”;

Or if she said, “Last night they cooked a pot full of food” 
or “The vegetables are cooked to perfection”;

Or if she said, “The loaves have no salt”; 
or if she said, “The heavenly sphere is going round in the contrary direction”;

Or if she said, “My head aches”; 
or if she said, “My headache is better”—

If she praised, it was his caresses; 
and if she blamed, it was separation from him.

If she piled up a hundred thousand names, 
her meaning and intention was always Joseph.

Were she hungry, as soon as she spoke his name 
she would be filled and intoxicated by his cup.

Her thirst would be quenched by his name: 
the name of Joseph was a sherbet to her soul;

And if she were in pain, her pain would immediately 
be turned into profit by that exalted name.

In cold weather it was a fur to her. 
This, the Beloved’s name can do in love.

The ordinary are always pronouncing the Holy Name, 
it does not do this work since they are not endowed with love.

That which Jesus had wrought by the Name of Hu 
was manifested to her through the name of him.

When the soul has been united with God, 
to speak of that is this, and to speak of this is that.

She was empty of self and filled with love for her friend, 
and, “A pot drips what is in it.”

ور بگفتى برگها خوش مى طپند
ور بگفتى خوش همى سوزد سپند

ور بگفتى گل به بلبل راز گفت
ور بگفتى شه سر شهناز گفت 

ور بگفتى چه همايون است بخت
ور بگفتى كه بر افشانيد رخت 

ور بگفتى كه سقا آورد آب
ور بگفتى كه بر آمد آفتاب 

ور بگفتى دوش ديگى پخته اند
يا حوائج از پزش يك لخته اند
ور بگفتى هست نانها بى نمك
ور بگفتى عكس مى گردد فلك 
ور بگفتى كه به درد آمد سرم

ور بگفتى درد سر شد خوشترم 
گر ستودى اعتناق او بدى
ور نكوهيدى فراق او بدى 

صد هزاران نام گر بر هم زدى
قصد او و خواه او يوسف بدى 
گرسنه بودى چو گفتى نام او

مى شدى او سير و مست جام او
تشنگيش از نام او ساكن شدى
نام يوسف شربت باطن شدى 
ور بدى درديش ز آن نام بلند
درد او در حال گشتى سودمند

وقت سرما بودى او را پوستين
اين كند در عشق نام دوست اين 

عام مى خوانند هر دم نام پاك
اين عمل نكند چو نبود عشقناك 

آن چه عيسى كرده بود از نام هو
مى شدى پيدا و را از نام او

چون كه با حق متصل گرديد جان
ذكر آن اين است و ذكر اينست آن 

خالى از خود بود و پر از عشق دوست
پس ز كوزه آن تلابد كه در اوست 

4030
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The scent of the saffron of union produces laughter; 
the smell of the onion of absence tears.

خنده بوى زعفران وصل داد
گريه بوهاى پياز آن بعاد

Everyone has in his heart a hundred objects of desire; 
this is not the way of love and fondness.

Love’s sun in the day-time is the Beloved: 
the sun is as a veil over that Face.

He that does not know the veil from the Face of the Beloved 
is a sun-worshipper: keep your hand off from him.

He is both the lover’s day and daily bread; 
He is both the lover’s heart and heart-burning.

Fish receive directly from the Essence of the Water 
their bread and water and clothes and drugs and sleep.

He is like a child getting milk from the breast: 
he knows nothing in the two worlds except the milk.

The child knows the milk and yet he does not know it: 
consideration has no means of entrance here.

This circular made the spirit crazy to find 
the Opener and that which is opened.

It is not crazy in going; nay, it is the Sea within it that bears it along, 
not a torrent or a river.

How should it find? He that finds becomes lost: 
like a torrent he is absorbed in the Ocean.

The seed is lost: then does it become a fig-tree. 
This is “I did not give the money till you died.”

هر يكى را هست در دل صد مراد
اين نباشد مذهب عشق و وداد

يار آمد عشق را روز آفتاب
آفتاب آن روى را همچون نقاب 
آن كه نشناسد نقاب از روى يار

عابد الشمس است دست از وى بدار
روز او و روزى عاشق هم او

دل همو دل سوزى عاشق هم او
ماهيان را نقد شد از عين آب

نان و آب و جامه و دارو و خواب 
همچو طفل است او ز پستان شير گير

او نداند در دو عالم غير شير
طفل داند هم نداند شير را

راه نبود اين طرف تدبير را
گيج كرد اين گرد نامه روح را

تا بيابد فاتح و مفتوح را
گيج نبود در روش بلك اندر او
حاملش دريا بود نه سيل و جو

چون بيابد او كه يابد گم شود
همچو سيلى غرقه ى قلزم شود
دانه گم شد آنگهى او تين بود

تا نمردى زر ندادم اين بود
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بعد مكث ايشان متوارى در بلاد چين در شهر تخت گاه و بعد دراز شدن صبر، بى صبر شدن آن 
بزرگين كه من رفتم الوداع خود را بر شاه عرضه كنم،

  اما قدمى تنيلنى مقصودى                            او القى راسى كفوادى ثمه،
                 يا پاى رساندم به مقصود و مراد    يا سر بنهم همچو دل از دست آن جا

و نصيحت برادران او را سود ناداشتن،
اضلها اللهَّ كيف ترشدها                  يا عاذل العاشقين دع فئه 

الى آخره 
How, after they had stayed in hiding and tarried patiently for a long while in the capital of China, 

where the Emperor was enthroned, the eldest lost patience and said, “Farewell! I will go and present 
myself to the King. Either my feet will bring me to the object of my quest, or I will lose my head there 
as my heart”— “Either my feet will bring me to the object of my quest and desire, or I will give away 

my head there as my heart”— and how the good advice of his brothers was of no avail. 
“O you that chide those in love, let them alone! How should you direct a band which God has led astray?” 

And so forth.

The eldest said, “O my brother, 
from waiting this soul of mine is on the verge.

I have become reckless, I can endure no more: 
this endurance has set me on fire.

My strength is exhausted by this fortitude: 
my plight is a warning to lovers.

I am weary of my life in separation: 
it is hypocrisy to be alive in separation.

How long will the anguish of separation from her be killing me? 
Cut off my head, in order that Love may give me a head.

My religion is, to be alive by Love: 
life from this soul and head is a disgrace to me.

The sword sweeps the dust away from the lover’s soul, 
because the sword is a wiper-out of sins.

When the bodily dust is gone, my moon shines: 
my spirit’s moon finds a clear sky.

For ages, O adored one, I have been beating the drum of love for you 
‘Lo, my life depends on my dying.’

My spirit has boasted that it is a water-bird: 
how should it lament the flood of tribulation?

What cares the duck for shipwreck? 
Her feet in the water are ship enough.

آن بزرگين گفت اى اخوان من
ز انتظار آمد به لب اين جان من 

لاابالى گشته ام صبرم نماند
مر مرا اين صبر در آتش نشاند

طاقت من زين صبورى طاق شد
واقعه ى من عبرت عشاق شد

من ز جان سير آمدم اندر فراق
زنده بودن در فراق آمد نفاق 

چند درد فرقتش بكشد مرا
سر ببر تا عشق سر بخشد مرا

دين من از عشق زنده بودن است
زندگى زين جان و سر ننگ من است 

تيغ هست از جان عاشق گرد روب
ز انكه سيف افتاد محاء الذنوب 
چون غبار تن بشد ماهم بتافت
ماه جان من هواى صاف يافت 

عمرها بر طبل عشقت اى صنم
ان فى موتى حياتى مى زنم 

دعوى مرغ آبيى كردست جان
كى ز طوفان بلا دارد فغان 

بط را ز اشكستن كشتى چه غم
كشتى اش بر آب بس باشد قدم 
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My soul and body are alive by this boast: 
how should I refrain from making this boast?

زنده زين دعوى بود جان و تنم
من از اين دعوى چگونه تن زنم 

I am dreaming but I am not asleep; 
I am a boaster but I am not a liar.

Though you behead me a hundred times, 
I am like a candle: I will burn brightly.

Though the stack catches fire in front and behind, 
the stack of that Moon is enough for travellers in the night.

Joseph was hidden and concealed from Jacob the prophet 
by the trickery of his brethren.

They put him out of sight by an artifice; 
at last his shirt gave information.”

The two admonished him in converse, saying, 
“Do not ignore the dangers.

Listen, do not put salt on our wounds! 
Beware; do not drink this poison rashly and in doubt.

How can you go without being counselled by a wise Shaykh, 
since you have not a discerning heart?

Woe to the unfledged bird 
that flies up to the zenith and falls into peril!”

Intelligence is wings and feathers to a man: 
when he lacks intelligence, the intelligence of a guide.

Either be victorious or in search of a victor: 
either have insight or be in search of one endowed with insight.

Without the key, namely, intelligence, this knocking at the door 
is prompted by self-will, not by right motives.

See a whole world ensnared by self-will 
and by wounds that look like remedies.

The snake, as death, stands on its breast, 
with a big leaf in its mouth in order to catch its prey.

It stands erect, like an herb, amidst the herbage, 
the bird thinks it is the stalk of a plant.

When it settles on the leaf for the purpose of eating, 
it falls into the mouth of the snake and  death.

A crocodile opens its mouth: 
its teeth are surrounded by long worms.

خواب مى بينم ولى در خواب نه
مدعى هستم ولى كذاب نه 

گر مرا صد بار تو گردن زنى
همچو شمعم بر فروزم روشنى 

آتش ار خرمن بگيرد پيش و پس
شب روان را خرمن آن ماه بس 
كرده يوسف را نهان و مختبى

حيلت اخوان ز يعقوب نبى 
خفيه كردندش به حيلت سازيى

كرد آخر پيرهن غمازيى 
آن دو گفتندش نصيحت در سمر

كه مكن ز اخطار خود را بى خبر
هين منه بر ريشهاى ما نمك

هين مخور اين زهر بر جلدى و شك 
جز به تدبير يكى شيخى خبير

چون روى چون نبودت قلبى بصير
واى آن مرغى كه ناروييده پر
بر پرد در اوج و افتد در خطر

عقل باشد مرد را بال و پرى
چون ندارد عقل عقل رهبرى 
يا مظفر يا مظفر جوى باش

يا نظرور يا نظرور جوى باش 
بى ز مفتاح خرد اين قرع باب

از هوا باشد نه از روى صواب 
عالمى در دام مى بين از هوا
و ز جراحتهاى هم رنگ دوا

مار استاده ست بر سينه چو مرگ
در دهانش بهر صيد اشگرف برگ 

در حشايش چون حشيشى او به پاست
مرغ پندارد كه او شاخ گياست 

چون نشيند بهر خور بر روى برگ
در فتد اندر دهان مار و مرگ 

كرده تمساحى دهان خويش باز
گرد دندانهاش كرمان دراز
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The worms were produced by the residue of food left in its teeth; 
and it gave them lodging there.

از بقيه ى خور كه در دندانش ماند
كرمها روييد و بر دندان نشاند

The little birds see the worms and the food 
and imagine that coffin to be a meadow.

When its mouth is filled with birds, 
it suddenly swallows them and closes its mouth.

Know that this world full of dessert 
and bread is like the open mouth of the crocodile.

O you who scrape together the means of livelihood, for worms and morsels 
do not feel secure from the artfulness of the crocodile, Time.

A fox falls flat under his earth: 
above his earth are deceptive grains,

In order that the heedless crow may approach them 
and the crafty one cunningly seize her by the leg.

Since there are a hundred thousand cunning tricks in animals, 
how must be the cunning of Man who is superior!

In his hand a copy of the Holy Book as Zaynu ’l- Abidin; 
in his sleeve a vengeful dagger.

He addresses you smilingly—“O my lord,” 
in his heart there is a Babylon of sorcery and guileful spells.

Deadly poison, in appearance he is honey and milk. 
Beware, do not go save in company with a wise preceptor.

All selfish pleasures are a deceit and fraud: 
round the lightning-flash is a wall of darkness.

The lightning is a brief gleam, false and fleeting, 
surrounded by darkness; and your way is long.

By its light you can neither read a letter 
nor ride to your destination.

But, as a penalty for your being enthralled by the lightning, 
the beams of sunrise withdraw themselves from you.

Mile after mile through the night the lightning’s deception 
leads you on, without a guide, in a dark wilderness.

Now you fall on a mountain, now into a river; 
now you wander in this direction, now in that.

O seeker of worldly estate, you will never find the guide; 
and if you find him, you will avert your face from him,

مرغكان بينند كرم و قوت را
مرج پندارند آن تابوت را

چون دهان پر شد ز مرغ او ناگهان
در كشدشان و فرو بندد دهان 

اين جهان پر ز نقل و پر ز نان
چون دهان باز آن تمساح دان 

بهر كرم و طعمه اى روزى تراش
از فن تمساح دهر ايمن مباش 
روبه افتد پهن اندر زير خاك
بر سر خاكش حبوب مكرناك 

تا بيايد زاغ غافل سوى آن
پاى او گيرد به مكر آن مكر دان 

صد هزاران مكر در حيوان چو هست
چون بود مكر بشر كاو مهتر است 
مصحفى در كف چو زين العابدين

خنجرى پر قهر اندر آستين 
گويدت خندان كه اى مولاى من

در دل او بابلى پر سحر و فن 
زهر قاتل صورتش شهد است و شير

هين مرو بى صحبت پير خبير
جمله لذات هوا مكر است و زرق
سور تاريكى است گرد نور برق 

برق نور كوته و كذب و مجاز
گرد او ظلمات و راه تو دراز
نه به نورش نامه تانى خواندن

نه به منزل اسب دانى راندن 
ليك جرم آن كه باشى رهن برق
از تو رو اندر كشد انوار شرق 

مى كشاند مكر برقت بى دليل
در مفازه ى مظلمى شب ميل ميل 
بر كه افتى گاه و در جوى اوفتى
گه بدين سو گه بدان سوى اوفتى 

خود نبينى تو دليل اى جاه جو
ور ببينى رو بگردانى از او
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Saying, “I have travelled sixty miles on this road, 
and this guide tells me I have lost my way.

كه سفر كردم در اين ره شصت ميل
مر مرا گمراه گويد اين دليل 

If I give ear to this marvel, 
I must begin my journey again under his authority.

I have devoted my life to this journey: 
come what may. Begone, O Khwaja!”

You have journeyed, but in opinion as lightning: 
make a tenth part of that journey for the sake of inspiration as the sunrise.

You have read, Opinion cannot serve instead of truth, 
and by a lightning-flash like that you have been blinded to a rising 
sun.
Listen, come into our boat, O wretched man, 
or tie that boat to this boat.”

He replies, “How should I abandon power and dominion? 
How should I follow you blindly?”

A blind man is certainly better off with a guide than alone: in the former case 
there is one ignominy, while in the latter there are a hundred.

You are fleeing from a gnat to a scorpion; 
you are fleeing from a dewdrop into an ocean.

You are fleeing from your father’s unkindness 
into the midst of scoundrels and mischief and trouble.

Like Joseph, you are fleeing from one sorrow 
to fall into a well through “let us frolic and play.”

Because of this pastime you fall into a well, like him; 
but where is the favour to help you?

Had it not been by his father’s leave, 
he would never have emerged from the well till the Resurrection;

In order to please him his father gave the permission and said, 
“Since this is your desire, may good come!”

Any blind man who turns away in scorn from a Messiah 
will be left, like the Jews, without guidance;

Though he was blind, he was capable of receiving light; 
from showing this aversion he becomes blind and blue.

Jesus says to him, “O blind man, cling to me with both hands: 
I have a precious eye salve.

If you are blind, you will obtain light from me 
and lay hold of the Joseph’s shirt of the spirit.”

گر نهم من گوش سوى اين شگفت
ز امر او را هم ز سر بايد گرفت 

من در اين ره عمر خود كردم گرو
هر چه بادا باد اى خواجه برو

راه كردى ليك در ظن چو برق
عشر آن ره كن پى وحى چو شرق 

ظن لا يغنى من الحق خوانده اى
و ز چنان برقى ز شرقى مانده اى 

هى در آ در كشتى ما اى نژند
يا تو آن كشتى بر اين كشتى ببند

گويد او چون ترك گيرم گير و دار
چون روم من در طفيلت كوروار

كور با رهبر به از تنها يقين
ز ان يكى ننگ است و صد ننگ است از اين 

مى گريزى از پشه در كژدمى
مى گريزى در يمى تو از نمى 

مى گريزى از جفاهاى پدر
در ميان لوطيان و شور و شر

مى گريزى همچو يوسف ز اندهى
تا ز نرتع نلعب افتى در چهى 

در چه افتى زين تفرج همچو او
مر ترا ليك آن عنايت يار كو

گر نبودى آن به دستورى پدر
بر نياوردى ز چه تا حشر سر

آن پدر بهر دل او اذن داد
گفت چون اين است ميلت خير باد
هر ضريرى كز مسيحى سر كشد

او جهودانه بماند از رشد
قابل ضو بود اگر چه كور بود

شد از اين اعراض او كور و كبود
گويدش عيسى بزن در من دو دست
اى عمى كحل عزيزى با من است 

از من ار كورى بيابى روشنى
بر قميص يوسف جان بر زنى 
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The fortune and highway lies in the business 
that comes to you after utter defeat.

كار و بارى كت رسد بعد شكست
اندر آن اقبال و منهاج ره است 

Give up the business that has no foot or head: 
listen, old donkey, get for yourself a Pir!

May none but the Pir be master and captain!—
not the Pir of the rolling sky, but the Pir of right guidance.

The devotee of darkness sees the light immediately 
as soon as he becomes subject to the Pir.

What is required is self-surrender, not long toil: 
it is useless to rush about in error.

Henceforth I will not seek the way to the Ether: 
I will seek the Pir, I will seek the Pir, the Pir, the Pir!

The Pir is the ladder to Heaven: 
by whom is the arrow made to fly? By the bow.

Was it not Abraham that caused the gross Nimrod 
to journey to heaven by means of the vulture?

By self-will, he often went upward; 
but no vulture can fly to heaven.

Abraham said to him, “O traveller, 
I will be your vulture: this is more seemly for you.

When you make of me a ladder to go aloft, 
you will ascend to heaven without flying”—

As the heart, without provisions or riding-camel,
travels as lightning to west and east;

As man’s consciousness, wandering abroad while he is asleep 
travels during the night to cities;

As the gnostic, sitting quietly 
travels by a hidden track through a hundred worlds.

If he has not been endowed with power to travel like this, 
from whom are these reports concerning that country?

Hundreds of thousands of Pirs are agreed upon these reports 
and these veracious narratives.

Amongst these sources there is no dispute, 
such as there is in knowledge based on opinions.

That is searching in the dark night, 
while this is the presence of the Ka‘ba and midday.

كار و بارى كه ندارد پا و سر
ترك كن هى پير خر اى پير خر
غير پير استاد و سر لشكر مباد

پير گردون نى ولى پير رشاد
در زمان چون پير را شد زير دست

روشنايى ديد آن ظلمت پرست 
شرط تسليم است نه كار دراز
سود نبود در ضلالت ترك تاز
من نجويم زين سپس راه اثير

پير جويم پير جويم پير پير
پير باشد نردبان آسمان

تير پران از كه گردد از كمان 
نه ز ابراهيم نمرود گران

كرد با كركس سفر بر آسمان 
از هوا شد سوى بالا او بسى
ليك بر گردون نپرد كركسى 
گفتش ابراهيم اى مرد سفر

كركست من باشم اينت خوبتر
چون ز من سازى ببالا نردبان

بى پريدن بر روى بر آسمان 
آن چنان كه مى رود تا غرب و شرق

بى ز زاد و راحله دل همچو برق 
آن چنان كه مى رود شب ز اغتراب

حس مردم شهرها در وقت خواب 
آن چنان كه عارف از راه نهان

خوش نشسته مى رود در صد جهان 
گر نداده ستش چنين رفتار دست

اين خبرها ز آن ولايت از كى است 
اين خبرها وين روايات محق
صد هزاران پير بر وى متفق 
يك خلافى نى ميان اين عيون

آن چنان كه هست در علم ظنون 
آن تحرى آمد اندر ليل تار

وين حضور كعبه و وسط نهار

4120



256

4140

4145

4150

Arise, O Nimrod, and seek wings from personages: 
you will not get any ladder from these vultures.

خيز اى نمرود پر جوى از كسان
نردبانى نايدت زين كركسان 

The vulture is the particular reason, O poor one: 
its wings are connected with the eating of carrion;

The reason of the Abdal is like the wings of Gabriel: 
it soars, mile by mile, up to the shade of the lote-tree.

“I am a royal falcon, I am fair and auspicious, 
I have nothing to do with carrion: I am not a vulture.

Abandon the vulture, for I will be your helper: 
a wing of mine is better for you than a hundred vultures.”

How long will you gallop blindly? 
For a trade and business one needs a master.

Do not disgrace yourself in the capital of China: 
seek a sage and do not separate yourself from him.

Listen, whatever the Plato of the age bids you do, 
give up your self-will and act in accordance with that.

All in China are saying in zeal for their King, 
“He begets not.

Never in truth has our King begotten a child; 
nay, he has not allowed a woman to approach him.”

When any king says of him something of this sort, 
he weds his neck to the cutting scimitar.

The King says, “Since you have spoken these words, 
either proves that I have a wife and family—

And if you prove that I have a daughter, 
you are safe from my keen sword—

Or else without any doubt I will cut your throat: 
I will tear the mantle off the Sufi, your spirit.

You will never save your head from the sword, 
O you that have spoken vain and lying words!

O you that have foolishly spoken an untruth, 
behold a moat full of severed heads!—

A moat filled from its bottom to its mouth 
with heads severed on account of this enormity.

All have been sacrificed to this assertion: 
they have beheaded themselves with this assertion.

عقل جزوى كركس آمد اى مقل
پر او با جيفه خوارى متصل 
عقل ابدالان چو پر جبرئيل

مى پرد تا ظل سدره ميل ميل 
باز سلطانم گشم نيكو پى ام

فارغ از مردارم و كركس نى ام 
ترك كركس كن كه من باشم كست

يك پر من بهتر از صد كركست 
چند بر عميا دوانى اسب را
بايد استا پيشه را و كسب را

خويشتن رسوا مكن در شهر چين
عاقلى جو خويش از وى در مچين 

آن چه گويد آن فلاطون زمان
هين هوا بگذار و رو بر وفق آن 
جمله مى گويند اندر چين به جد

بهر شاه خويشتن كه لَمْ يلد
شاه ما خود هيچ فرزندى نزاد

بلكه سوى خويش زن را ره نداد
هر كه از شاهان از اين نوعش بگفت

گردنش با تيغ بران كرد جفت 
شاه گويد چون كه گفتى اين مقال

يا بكن ثابت كه دارم من عيال 
مر مرا دختر اگر ثابت كنى

يافتى از تيغ تيزم ايمنى 
ور نه بى شك من ببرم حلق تو
بر كشم از صوفى جان دلق تو
سر نخواهى برد هيچ از تيغ تو

اى بگفته لاف كذب آميغ تو
بنگر اى از جهل گفته ناحقى

پر ز سرهاى بريده خندقى 
خندقى از قعر خندق تا گلو

پر ز سرهاى بريده زين غلو
جمله اندر كار اين دعوى شدند
گردن خود را بدين دعوى زدند
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Beware! Regard this with a heedful eye: 
do not conceive or utter such an assertion!”

هان ببين اين را به چشم اعتبار
اين چنين دعوى مينديش و ميار

“You will make our lives bitter to us: 
who is inducing you to this, O brother?

If one who is ignorant should journey a hundred years in blindness 
that is not reckoned as a journey.

Do not go into battle unarmed, 
do not go recklessly into destruction.”

They said all this, but the impatient replied, 
“These words inspire me with repugnance.

My bosom is full of fire, like a brazier: 
the crop is ripe; it is time for the sickle.

There was fortitude in my breast, now it is no more: 
Love has set fire to the dwelling-place of fortitude.

My fortitude died on the night when Love was born: it has passed away—
long live those who are present!

O you that tell of rebuke and punishments, I have passed beyond that: 
do not beat a piece of cold iron!

I am headlong: hey, let go my feet! 
Where in all my limbs is understanding?

I am a camel: I carry as long as I can, 
when I fall down exhausted, I am glad to be killed.

If there are a hundred moats full of severed heads, 
it is an absolute pleasantry in comparison with my anguish.

Nevermore in fear and dread 
will I beat such a drum of passion under a blanket.

Now I will plant my banner in the open plain: 
either to lose my head or the face of my adored one!

The throat that is not worthy of that wine—
it is best it should be cut by blows of the sword;

The eye that is not in abundance by union with her—
such an eye is best white and blind;

The ear that is not worthy of her secret—
tear it off, for it is no good on the head;

The hand in which there is not the amount—
it is best that it should be chopped off by the butcher’s knife;

تلخ خواهى كرد بر ما عمر ما
كى بر اين مى دارد اى دادر ترا

گر رود صد سال آنك آگاه نيست
بر عما آن از حساب راه نيست 
بى سلاحى در مرو در معركه
همچو بى باكان مرو در تهلكه 

اين همه گفتند و گفت آن ناصبور
كه مرا زين گفته ها آيد نفور

سينه پر آتش مرا چون منقل است
كشت كامل گشت وقت منجل است 
صدر را صبرى بد اكنون آن نماند

بر مقام صبر عشق آتش نشاند
صبر من مرد آن شبى كه عشق زاد
در گذشت او حاضران را عمر باد
اى محدث از خطاب و از خطوب

ز آن گذشتم آهن سردى مكوب 
سر نگونم هى رها كن پاى من
فهم كو در جمله ى اجزاى من 

اشترم من تا توانم مى كشم
چون فتادم زار با كشتن خوشم 

پر سر مقطوع اگر صد خندق است
پيش درد من مزاح مطلق است 

من نخواهم زد دگر از خوف و بيم
اين چنين طبل هوا زير گليم 

من علم اكنون به صحرا مى زنم
يا سر اندازى و يا روى صنم 

حلق كان نبود سزاى آن شراب
آن بريده به به شمشير و ضراب 
ديده كان نبود ز وصلش در فره

آن چنان ديده سپيد و كور به 
گوش كان نبود سزاى راز او

بركنش كه نبود آن بر سر نكو
اندر آن دستى كه نبود آن نصاب
آن شكسته به به ساطور قصاب 
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The foot by whose faring the spirit 
is not led into her narcissus-plot—

آن چنان پايى كه از رفتار او
جان نپيوندد به نرگس زار او

Such a foot is best in iron, 
for such a foot is ultimately headache.

Setting forth the earnest seeker who does not refrain from exerting himself to the utmost, 
although he knows that the amplitude of God’s bounty may cause the object of his desire to reach him 

from a different quarter and by means of work of a different kind which he has never imagined; 
but since all his thoughts and hopes are fixed on this particular method, he continues to knock 

at this same door, maybe God most High will cause his appointed portion to reach him through 
some other door which he has not foreseen, ‘and will provide for him from a quarter on which 

he does not reckon’—‘Man proposes but God disposes.’ And, a slave may conceive, as beseems a slave, 
that although he keeps knocking at this door he will be supplied from another door; 

and God most High may cause his portion to reach him through this very door. 
In short, all these are the doors of one Palace. And the exposition thereof.

Either this desire of mine will be fulfilled on this journey 
or when I return home from the journey.

It may be that  my desire depends on going abroad 
and that after I have gone abroad I shall attain at home.

I will seek the Beloved with all my might and energy 
until I know whether I need not have sought.

How should His being with me enter my ear 
unless I wander round the world?

How should I apprehend the mystery of His being with me 
except after long journeys?”

God has said that He is with us, but He has sealed the heart 
in order that it may enter the heart’s ear contrariwise, not directly.

When he has made journeys and performed the duties of the Way, 
after that the seal is removed from his heart.

آن چنان پا در حديد اوليتر است
كانچنان پا عاقبت درد سر است 

بيان مجاهد كه دست از مجاهده باز ندارد اگر چه داند بسطت عطاى حق را كه آن مقصود از طرف 
ديگر و به سبب نوع عمل ديگر بدو رساند كه در وهم او نبوده باشد و همه وهم و اميد در اين طريق 
معين بسته باشد، حلقه ى همين در مى زند بو كه حق تعالى آن روزى را از در ديگر بدو رساند كه او 
آن تدبير نكرده باشد، وَ يَرْزُقْهُ مِنْ حَيْثُ لا يَحْتَسِبُ، العبد يدبر و اللَّه يقدر، و بود كه بنده را وهم بندگى 

بود كه مرا از غير اين در برساند اگر چه من حلقه ى اين در مى زنم، حق تعالى او را هم از اين در 
روزى رساند، فى الجمله اين همه درهاى يك سراى است، مع تقريره

يا درين ره آيدم اين كام من
يا چو باز آيم ز ره سوى وطن 

بو كه موقوف است كامم بر سفر
چون سفر كردم بيابم در حضر

يار را چندين بجويم جد و چست
كه بدانم كه نمى بايست جست 

آن معيت كى رود در گوش من
تا نگردم گرد دوران زمن 

كى كنم من از معيت فهم راز
جز كه از بعد سفرهاى دراز

حق معيت گفت و دل را مهر كرد
تا كه عكس آيد به گوش دل نه طرد

چون سفرها كرد و داد راه داد
بعد از آن مهر از دل او بر گشاد

As “the two errors,” the excellent calculation 
becomes clear to him after two mistakes.

چون خطائين آن حساب با صفا
گرددش روشن ز بعد دو خطا
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After that, he says, “If I had known this being with God, 
how should I have searched for Him?

بعد از آن گويد اگر دانستمى
اين معيت را كى او را جستمى 

The knowledge thereof depended on journeying: 
that knowledge is not to be gained by keenness of thought.”

It is just as the payment of the Shaykh’s debts 
was contingent and dependent on the weeping of that creature.

The confectioner’s boy wept bitterly, 
the debts of the venerable Shaykh were discharged.

That spiritual tale has already been related 
in the course of the Masnavi.

He puts in your heart the fear of a certain position, 
in order that no other may be an object of hope to you.

To your hope He attaches another advantage; 
but He grants you your wish from someone else.

O you who have fixed your hopes firmly on one quarter, saying, 
“The fruit will come to me from that lofty tree,”

Your hope will not be fulfilled from there; 
nay, the bounty will come from another place.

Why, then, did He implant in you that hope, 
since He would not give you the thing from that quarter?

For a wise purpose and contrivance; 
and also in order that your heart may be in a state of bewilderment.

That your heart may be bewildered, O learner, 
from where the object of your desire will come.

That you may know your weakness and your ignorance 
and that consequently your faith in the Unseen may be increased;

And, moreover, that your heart may be perplexed concerning the source whence 
the benefit will arrive, and what the Disposer will produce from this hope.

You hope a means of livelihood in tailoring, so that by working as a tailor 
you may earn money all your life;

He causes your daily bread to come to you in the goldsmith’s craft—
a means of gain that was far from your imagination.

Why, then, were your hopes set on tailoring, when He did not intend 
to let your daily bread reach you from that side?

By reason of a marvellous providence in the knowledge of God— 
an edict which He wrote in the past;

دانش آن بود موقوف سفر
نايد آن دانش به تيزى فكر

آن چنان كه وجه وام شيخ بود
بسته و موقوف گريه ى آن وجود

كودك حلواييى بگريست زار
توخته شد وام آن شيخ كبار
گفته شد آن داستان معنوى

پيش از اين اندر خلال مثنوى 
در دلت خوف افكند از موضعى

تا نباشد غير آنت مطمعى 
در طمع خود فايده ى ديگر نهد

و آن مرادت از كسى ديگر دهد
اى طمع در بسته در يك جاى سخت

كايدم ميوه از آن عالى درخت 
آن طمع ز آن جا نخواهد شد وفا

بل ز جاى ديگر آيد آن عطا
آن طمع را پس چرا در تو نهاد

چون نخواهد ز آن طرف آن چيز داد
از براى حكمتى و صنعتى
نيز تا باشد دلت در حيرتى 

تا دلت حيران بود اى مستفيد
كه مرادم از كجا خواهد رسيد

تا بدانى عجز خويش و جهل خويش
تا شود ايقان تو در غيب بيش 
هم دلت حيران بود در منتجع

كه چه روياند مصرف زين طمع 
طمع دارى روزيى در درزيى

تا ز خياطى برى زر تا زيى 
رزق تو در زرگرى آرد پديد

كه ز وهمت بود آن مكسب بعيد
پس طمع در درزيى بهر چه بود

چون نخواست آن رزق ز آن جانب گشود
بهر نادر حكمتى در علم حق

كه نبشت آن حكم را در ما سبق 
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And also to the end that your thoughts should be bewildered, 
so that bewilderment should be your whole occupation.

نيز تا حيران بود انديشه ات
تا كه حيرانى بود كل پيشه ات 

“My union with the Beloved will be achieved either by this effort 
or by some means outside of bodily effort.

I do not assert that my object will be gained in this way: 
I am palpitating to ascertain from what quarter it will appear.

The decapitated bird tumbles in every direction 
to see in what direction its spirit may escape from its body.

My desire will be attained either by this going forth 
or through some other gateway by  Heaven.”

Story of the person who dreamed that his hopes of opulence would be fulfilled in Cairo and that 
there was a treasure in a certain house in a certain quarter of that city. When he came to Cairo, 

someone said to him, “I have dreamed of a treasure in such and such a quarter and such and such 
a house in Baghdad”; and he named the quarter and house in which this person lived. 

The latter perceived, however, that the information concerning the treasure in Cairo had been 
given to him in order to make him realize that, he must not seek anywhere but in his own house, 

this treasure would really and truly be gained only in Cairo.

There was a man who inherited money and estates: 
he squandered all and was left destitute and miserable.

Inherited wealth indeed does not remain constant, 
since it was parted against its will from the deceased one.

Just because he got it easily, he does not know its value; 
for he never made haste to work and toil and earn it.

O such-and-such, you know not the value of your soul 
because God bountifully gave it to you for nothing.

His ready money went and his furniture and houses went: 
he was left (alone) like owls in the deserts.

He cried, “O Lord, You gave provision: the provision is gone: 
either give some provision or send death.”

When he became empty, he began to call unto God: 
he started the tune of “O Lord!” and “O Lord, protect me!”

يا وصال يار زين سعيم رسد
يا ز راهى خارج از سعى جسد
من نگويم زين طريق آيد مراد
مى تپم تا از كجا خواهد گشاد
سر بريده مرغ هر سو مى فتد

تا كدامين سو رهد جان از جسد
يا مراد من بر آيد زين خروج

يا ز برجى ديگر از ذاتِ البروج 

حكايت آن شخص كه خواب ديد كه آن چه مى طلبى از يسار به مصر وفا شود آن جا گنجى است در 
فلان محله در فلان خانه چون به مصر آمد كسى گفت من خواب ديده ام كه گنجى است به بغداد در 

فلان محله در فلان خانه نام محله و خانه ى اين شخص بگفت آن شخص فهم كرد كه آن گنج در مصر 
گفتن جهت آن بود كه مرا يقين كنند كه در غير خانه ى خود نمى بايد جستن و ليكن اين گنج يقين و 

محقق جز در مصر حاصل نشود

بود يك ميراثى مال و عقار
جمله را خورد و بماند او عور و زار

مال ميراثى ندارد خود وفا
چون به ناكام از گذشته شد جدا

او نداند قدر هم كآسان بيافت
كاو به كد و رنج و كسبش كم شتافت 

قدر جان ز آن مى ندانى اى فلان
كه بدادت حق به بخشش رايگان 

نقد رفت و كاله رفت و خانه ها
ماند چون جغدان در آن ويرانه ها

گفت يا رب برگ دادى رفت برگ
يا بده برگى و يا بفرست مرگ 

چون تهى شد ياد حق آغاز كرد
يا رب و يا رب اجرنى ساز كرد
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Since the Prophet has said that the true believer is a lute, 
makes music at the time when it is empty—

چون پيمبر گفت مومن مزهر است
در زمان خاليى ناله گر است 

As soon as it is filled, the minstrel lays it down—
do not become full, for sweet is the touch of His hand.

Become empty and stay happily between two fingers, 
for “where” is intoxicated with the wine of “nowhere.”

Stubbornness departed and released the water from his eye: 
his tears watered the crops of devotion.

The reason why the answer to the true believer’s prayer is delayed.

Oh, how many a sincere moans in prayer, 
so that the smoke of his sincerity ascends to Heaven,

And from the lamentation of the sinful 
the perfume of the censer floats up beyond this lofty roof !

Then the angels beseech God piteously, saying, 
“O You who answer every prayer and O You whose protection is invoked,

A faithful slave is making humble entreaty: 
he knows none but You on whom to rely.

You bestow Your bounty on strangers: 
every ardent wisher gains his desire from You.”

God says, “It is not that he is despicable; 
the very deferment of the bounty is helping him.

Need caused him to turn towards Me from his forgetfulness: 
it dragged him by the hair into My presence.

If I satisfy his need, he will go back 
and become absorbed in that idle play.

Although he is crying with his soul, ‘O You whose protection is invoked,’ 
let him moan with broken heart and wounded breast!

His voice pleases me 
and his cries of ‘O Lord’ and his secret,

And how in supplication and pleading 
he would gladly beguile Me with every sort.”

Parrots and nightingales are put into cages 
because they give pleasure by their sweet song;

چون شود پر مطربش بنهد ز دست
پر مشو كاسيب دست او خوش است 

تى شو و خوش باش بين اصبعين
كز مى لا اين سر مست است اين 
رفت طغيان آب از چشمش گشاد
آب چشمش زرع دين را آب داد

سبب تاخير اجابت دعاى مومن 

اى بسا مخلص كه نالد در دعا
تا رود دود خلوصش بر سما
تا رود بالاى اين سقف برين
بوى مجمر از انين المذنبين 
پس ملايك با خدا نالند زار

كاى مجيب هر دعا وى مستجار
بنده ى مومن تضرع مى كند

او نمى داند بجز تو مستند
تو عطا بيگانگان را مى دهى
از تو دارد آرزو هر مشتهى 

حق بفرمايد كه نز خوارى اوست
عين تاخير عطا يارى اوست 

حاجت آوردش ز غفلت سوى من
آن كشيدش موكشان در كوى من 

گر بر آرم حاجتش او وا رود
هم در آن بازيچه مستغرق شود

گر چه مى نالد به جان يا مستجار
دل شكسته سينه خسته گو بزار

خوش همى آيد مرا آواز او
و آن خدايا گفتن و آن راز او
و آنكه اندر لابه و در ماجرا
مى فريباند به هر نوعى مرا

طوطيان و بلبلان را از پسند
از خوش آوازى قفس در مى كنند
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How should crows and owls be caged? 
This has never been recorded in story.

زاغ را و جغد را اندر قفص
كى كنند اين خود نيامد در قصص 

When two persons, one of them a decrepit old man and the other a beardless, 
come to an admirer of handsome boys,

And both ask for bread, he will at once fetch the unleavened bread 
and bid the old man take it;

But how should he give bread to the other, 
by whose figure and cheeks he is pleased? Nay, he will delay him

And say to him, “Sit down a while, it will do no harm; 
for the new bread is baking in the house”;

And when, after the work, the hot bread is brought to him, 
he will say to him, “Sit down, for halwá is coming.”

In this same fashion he is always detaining him 
and seeking covertly to make him his prey,

Saying, “I have some business to do with you: 
wait a moment, O beauty of the world!”

Know for sure that this is the reason why 
the true believers suffer disappointment in good or evil.

Returning to the Story of the person who was given a clue to the treasure at Cairo, 
and setting forth his supplication to God on account of his poverty.

When the man who received the inheritance had squandered it 
and become a pauper, he began to cry “O Lord!” and weep and lament.

Truly, who shall knock at this Door, from which mercy is showered, 
without gaining in response a hundred springs?

He dreamed that he heard a Voice from heaven saying, 
“Your fortune will be found in Cairo;

Go to Cairo: there your affair will be set right. 
He has accepted your humble petition: He is the Object of hope.

In such-and-such a spot is a great treasure: 
you must go to Cairo in quest of it.

Listen, O wretched man, go without any delay 
from Baghdad to Cairo and the home of sugar-candy.”

پيش شاهدباز چون آيد دو تن
آن يكى كمپير و ديگر خوش ذقن 
هر دو نان خواهند او زوتر فطير

آرد و كمپير را گويد كه گير
و آن دگر را كه خوش استش قد و خد

كى دهد نان بل به تاخير افكند
گويدش بنشين زمانى بى گزند
كه به خانه نان تازه مى پزند

چون رسد آن نان گرمش بعد كد
گويدش بنشين كه حلوا مى رسد
هم بدين فن دار دارش مى كند
وز ره پنهان شكارش مى كند

كه مرا كارى است با تو يك زمان
منتظر مى باش اى خوب جهان 
بى مرادى مومنان از نيك و بد
تو يقين مى دان كه بهر اين بود

رجوع كردن به قصه ى آن شخص كه به او گنج نشان دادند به مصر و بيان تضرع او از درويشى به 
حضرت حق 

مرد ميراثى چو خورد و شد فقير
آمد اندر يا رب و گريه و نفير

خود كه كوبد اين در رحمت نثار
كه نيابد در اجابت صد بهار

خواب ديد او هاتفى گفت او شنيد
كه غناى تو به مصر آيد پديد

رو به مصر آن جا شود كار تو راست
كرد كديه ت را قبول او مرتجاست 

در فلان موضع يكى گنجى است زفت
در پى آن بايدت تا مصر رفت 

بى درنگى هين ز بغداد اى نژند
رو به سوى مصر و منبت گاه قند
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When he departed from Baghdad to Cairo, 
at the sight of Cairo his courage was restored,

چون ز بغداد آمد او تا سوى مصر
گرم شد پشتش چو ديد او روى مصر

Hoping for the promise given by the heavenly Voice 
that he would find in Cairo the treasure to remove his trouble—

“In such and such a quarter and such and such a spot 
there is a buried treasure exceedingly rare and very choice.”

But of money for expenses, great or small, he had nothing left; 
and he was about to go and beg from the common folk,

But shame and honour held him back; 
he began to plant himself firmly on fortitude.

However, his soul fluttered on account of hunger: 
he saw no means of escape from foraging and begging.

“At nightfall,” he said, “I will slip out very quietly, 
in order that I may beg in the dark without feeling ashamed.

At night I will chant and bawl like a night-mendicant, 
that half a dáng may come to me from the roofs.”

Thus meditating, he went out into the street, 
and with these thoughts he wandered to and fro.

At one moment shame and dignity prevented him, 
at another moment hunger said to him, “Beg!”

Till a third part of the night was gone, one foot forward and one foot 
backward, “Shall I beg or shall I lie down to sleep with my lips dry?”

How that person arrived at Cairo and at night came out into the street to play the mendicant and 
beg, and how he was arrested by the night-patrol and after having been soundly beaten 

succeeded through him in gaining his object. “And it may be that ye loathe a thing though it is 
better for you”; and as God most High has said, “God will surely vouchsafe after hardship ease”; 

and as God most High has said, “Lo, with hardship goes ease”; and as he, on whom be peace, 
has said, “O year of drought, become severe, and then you will pass away.” 

And the whole of the Qur’an and all the Revealed Books confirm this.

Suddenly the night-patrol seized him and, unable to restrain his anger, 
beat him with fist and cudgel.

As it happened, the people had suffered losses in those dark nights 
from night-thieves.

بر اميد وعده ى هاتف كه گنج
يابد اندر مصر بهر دفع رنج 

در فلان كوى و فلان موضع دفين
هست گنجى سخت نادر بس گزين 
ليك نفقه ش بيش و كم چيزى نماند
خواست دقى بر عوام الناس راند

ليك شرم و همتش دامن گرفت
خويش را در صبر افشردن گرفت 

باز نفسش از مجاعت بر طپيد
ز انتجاع و خواستن چاره نديد

گفت شب بيرون روم من نرم نرم
تا ز ظلمت نايدم در كديه شرم 

همچو شبكوكى كنم شب ذكر و بانگ
تا رسد از بامهايم نيم دانگ 

اندر اين انديشه بيرون شد به كوى
و اندر اين فكرت همى شد سو به سوى 

يك زمان مانع همى شد شرم و جاه
يك زمانى جوع مى گفتش بخواه 
پاى پيش و پاى پس تا ثلث شب

كه بخواهم يا بخسبم خشك لب 

رسيدن آن شخص به مصر و شب بيرون آمدن به كوى از بهر شبكوكى و گدايى و گرفتن عسس او 
را و مراد او حاصل شدن از عسس بعد از خوردن زخم بسيار، وَ عَسى  أَنْ تَكْرَهُوا شَيْئاً وَ هُوَ خَيْرٌ 
لَكُمْ، و قوله تعالى سَيَجْعَلُ اللَّهُ بَعْدَ عُسْرٍ يُسْراً، و قوله تعالى إِنَّه مَعَ الْعُسْرِ يُسْراً، و قوله عليه السلام 

اشتدى أزمة تنفرجى، و جميع القرآن و الكتب المنزلة فى تقرير هذا

ناگهانى خود عسس او را گرفت
مشت و چوبش زد ز صفرا ناشكفت 

اتفاقا اندر آن شبهاى تار
ديده بد مردم ز شب دزدان ضرار
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They were nights of alarm and disaster, 
and the police were searching for the thieves with all their might,

بود شبهاى مخوف و منتحس
پس به جد مى جست دزدان را عسس 

That the Khalífa said, “Cut off the hand of anyone who roams about 
by night, even if he is a kinsman of mine.”

The king had terrified the police with threats, saying, 
“Why are you merciful to the thieves?

For what reason do you believe their blarney 
or why do you accept gold from them?”

To show mercy to thieves and any sinister-handed person 
is to inflict blows and have no mercy on the weak.

Beware; from sympathy with a particular do not let him go unpunished: 
do not consider his sufferings, consider the sufferings of the public.

Amputate the snake-bitten finger to prevent mischief: 
keep in view the infection and destruction of the body.

In those days, as it happened, the thieves, both expert and unskilled, 
had become numerous.

He saw him at such a time 
and gave him a sound drubbing and blows without number.

Shrieks and cries for mercy arose from the poor wretch: 
“Don’t strike! Let me tell the truth about it all!”

He replied, “Look now, I will give you time: 
speak, that I may learn how you came out into the streets by night.

You do not belong to this place; you are a stranger and unknown: 
tell me truly what you are plotting.

The government officials have attacked the police, 
asking why there are now such a great number of thieves.

It is owing to you and the likes of you that they are so numerous: 
first disclose your wicked associates;

Otherwise I will exact from you the vengeance incurred by all of them, 
in order that every respectable person’s money may be safe.”

After taking many oaths he replied, 
“I am not a housebreaker or cutpurse.

I am no thief and criminal: I am a stranger in Cairo, 
I belong to Baghdad.”

تا خليفه گفت كه ببريد دست
هر كه شب گردد و گر خويش من است 

بر عسس كرده ملك تهديد و بيم
كه چرا باشيد بر دزدان رحيم 

عشوه شان را از چه رو باور كنيد
يا چرا زيشان قبول زر كنيد

رحم بر دزدان و هر منحوس دست
بر ضعيفان ضربت و بى رحمى است 

هين ز رنج خاص مسكل ز انتقام
رنج او كم بين ببين تو رنج عام 

اصبع ملدوغ بر در دفع شر
در تعدى و هلاك تن نگر

اتفاقا اندر آن ايام دزد
گشته بود انبوه پخته و خام دزد

در چنين وقتش بديد و سخت زد
چوبها و زخمهاى بى عدد

نعره و فرياد ز آن درويش خاست
كه مزن تا من بگويم حال راست 

گفت اينك دادمت مهلت بگو
تا به شب چون آمدى بيرون به كو

تو نه اى زينجا، غريب و منكرى
راستى گو تا به چه مكر اندرى 
اهل ديوان بر عسس طعنه زدند

كه چرا دزدان كنون انبه شدند
انبهى از تست و از امثال تست
وا نما ياران زشتت را نخست 
ور نه كين جمله را از تو كشم

تا شود ايمن زر هر محتشم 
گفت او از بعد سوگندان پر

كه نيم من خانه سوز و كيسه بر
من نه مرد دزدى و بى دادى ام
من غريب مصرم و بغدادى ام 



265

4285

4275

4280

بيان اين خبر كه الكذب ريبه و الصدق طمانينه 

Explaining the Tradition, “Falsehood causes suspicion, while veracity inspires confidence.”

He related the story of his dream and the treasure of gold, 
and from his veracity the man’s heart expanded.

From his oaths he scented the truth: 
in him the combustion and the rue-seed were evident.

The heart is comforted by true words, 
just as a thirsty man is comforted by water—

Except the heart of one who is veiled and suffers from a malady, 
he cannot distinguish between a prophet and a dolt;

Or else, the message that is from the place were to descend upon the moon, 
it would be split asunder.

The moon would be split, but not the heart of him who is veiled; 
for he is rejected, he is not beloved.

The night-patrol’s eye became a fountain with wetting tears, 
not from the dry words, nay, but from the fragrance in the heart.

One word comes to the lips from Hell, 
one word into the region of the lips from the Spiritual City.

There is the spirit-increasing sea and the distressful sea: 
these lips are where the two seas meet.

Like a great mart between towns: 
goods come there from all directions:

Damaged, spurious, and swindling commodities 
lucrative commodities highly esteemed, like pearls.

The shrewdest traders in this mart 
inspect the genuine and spurious wares.

To him the mart is a place of gain, 
while to others in their blindness it is a place of loss.

Every particle of the world, one by one, 
is a fetter for the fool and a means of deliverance for the wise.

It is candy for one and as poison for another: 
it is mercy for one and as wrath for another.

Every inanimate thing tells a tale to the Prophet: 
the Ka‘ba testifies to the pilgrim and is eloquent.

قصه ى آن خواب و گنج زر بگفت
پس ز صدق او دل آن كس شكفت 

بوى صدقش آمد از سوگند او
سوز او پيدا شد و اسپند او

دل بيارامد به گفتار صواب
آن چنان كه تشنه آرامد به آب 

جز دل محجوب كاو را علتى است
از نبى اش تا غبى تمييز نيست 
ور نه آن پيغام كز موضع بود

بر زند بر مه شكافيده شود
مه شكافد و آن دل محجوب نى

ز انكه مردود است او محبوب نى 
چشمه شد چشم عسس ز اشك مبل

نى ز گفت خشك بل از بوى دل 
يك سخن از دوزخ آيد سوى لب

يك سخن از شهر جان در كوى لب 
بحر جان افزا و بحر پر حرج

در ميان هر دو بحر اين لب مرج 
چون يپنلو در ميان شهرها
از نواحى آيد آن جا بهرها

كاله ى معيوب قلب كيسه بر
كاله ى پر سود مستشرف چو در

زين يپنلو هر كه بازرگان تر است
بر سره و بر قلبها ديده ور است 

شد يپنلو مر و را دار الرباح
و آن دگر را از عمى دار الجناح 
هر يكى ز اجزاى عالم يك به يك
بر غبى بند است و بر استاد فك 

بر يكى قند است و بر ديگر چو زهر
بر يكى لطف است و بر ديگر چو قهر

هر جمادى با نبى افسانه گو
كعبه با حاجى گواه و نطق خو
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The mosque, too, bears witness to him who performs the ritual prayer, 
saying, “He came a long way to me.”

بر مصلى مسجد آمد هم گواه
كاو همى آمد به من از دور راه 

The fire is flowers and sweet basils and roses to Khalíl; 
to those like Nimrod, on the contrary, it is death and anguish.

We have said this many a time, O Hasan: 
I will never be weary of setting it forth.

Many a time have you eaten bread to prevent getting thin: 
it is the same bread: why are not you surfeited?

In normal health, a new hunger comes to you, 
by which indigestion and satiety are consumed.

When one actually feels the pangs of hunger, 
refreshment is associated with every part.

The pleasure is from hunger, not from new dessert: 
hunger makes barley-bread more delicious than sugar.

That weariness, then, is caused by lack of hunger and complete indigestion, 
not by repetition of the discourse.

How is it that you are not weary of your shop 
and of haggling and disputing in order to cheat people?

How is it that you have not been surfeited by speaking ill of men 
in their absence and backbiting them for sixty years?

Time after time, without wearying, you have gaily spoken 
false words of flattery in pursuit of a vile woman;

And the last time you utter them with fire and energy, 
a hundred times more ardently than the first time.

Passion makes the old medicine new; 
passion lops every bough of weariness.

Passion is the elixir that makes new: 
how weariness where passion has arisen?

Oh, do not sigh heavily from weariness: 
seek passion, seek passion, passion, passion!

Vain remedies beguile passion: they are brigands 
and those who extort money in the form of tolls.

Briny water is no remedy for thirst: 
if it seems cold and delicious at the moment of drinking,

Yet it beguiles and prevents from seeking 
the sweet water by which a hundred plants are made to grow.

با خليل آتش گل و ريحان و ورد
باز بر نمروديان مرگ است و درد

بارها گفتيم اين را اى حسن
مى نگردم از بيانش سير من 

بارها خوردى تو نان دفع ذبول
اين همان نان است چون نبوى ملول 

در تو جوعى مى رسد نو ز اعتدال
كه همى سوزد از او تخمه و ملال 

هر كه را درد مجاعت نقد شد
نو شدن با جزو جزوش عقد شد
لذت از جوع است نه از نقل نو

با مجاعت از شكر به نان جو
پس ز بى جوعى است و ز تخمه ى تمام

آن ملالت نه ز تكرار كلام 
چون ز دكان و مكاس و قيل و قال

در فريب مردمت نايد ملال 
چون ز غيبت و اكل لحم مردمان
شصت سالت سيريى نامد از آن 
عشوه ها در صيد شله ى كفته تو

بى ملولى بارها خوش گفته تو
بار آخر گويى اش سوزان و چست

گرم تر صد بار از بار نخست 
درد داروى كهن را نو كند

درد هر شاخ ملولى خو كند
كيمياى نو كننده دردهاست

كو ملولى آن طرف كه درد خاست 
هين مزن تو از ملولى آه سرد
درد جو و درد جو و درد درد

خادع دردند درمانهاى ژاژ
ره زنند و زرستانان رسم باژ

آب شورى نيست درمان عطش
وقت خوردن گر نمايد سرد و خوش 
ليك خادع گشت و مانع شد ز جست

ز آب شيرينى كز او صد سبزه رست 

4290
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Likewise every piece of spurious gold 
prevents from recognising the good gold wherever it is.

همچنين هر زر قلبى مانع است
از شناس زر خوش هر جا كه هست 

It cuts off your feet and your wings by imposture, saying, 
“I am what you seek: take me, O seeker.”

It says, “I will remove your passion,” in truth it is dregs: 
it is checkmate though it is victory in appearance.

Go; always flee from the false remedy, 
in order that your passion may be successful and rich in perfume.

He said, “You are not a thief and you are not a reprobate: 
you are a good man, but you are foolish and silly.

You make such a long journey, on a phantasy and dream: 
your intelligence has not the least spark of brightness.

I have dreamed many times, continuously, 
that there is a concealed treasure at Baghdad,

Buried in such-and-such a quarter and such-and-such a street” —
the name, in fact, was that of the street where this sorrowful man lived.

“It is in so-and-so’s house: go and seek it!”—
the enemy named the house and mentioned his  name.

“I myself have often dreamed 
that there is a treasure in the dwelling-place at Baghdad.

I never left my home on account of this phantasy, 
you in consequence of a single dream come without thinking of the fatigue.

The dreams of a fool are suitable to his intelligence: 
like it, they are worthless and good-for-nothing.

Know that a woman’s dreams are inferior to those of a man 
because of her deficiency of intelligence and weakness of soul.

The dreams of one deficient in intelligence and foolish are of little value: 
what, then, must be the dreams produced by lack of intelligence? Wind!”

He said to himself, “The treasure is in my house: 
then why am I poverty-stricken and lamenting there?

Living over the treasure, I have died of beggary 
because I am heedless and blind.”

At this good news he was intoxicated: his sorrow vanished, 
and without lips he chanted a hundred thousand praises to God.

He said, “My food depended on these blows: 
the Water of life was in my shop.

پا و پرت را به تزويرى بريد
كه مراد تو منم گير اى مريد

گفت دردت چينم او خود درد بود
مات بود ار چه به ظاهر برد بود

رو ز درمان دروغين مى گريز
تا شود دردت مصيب و مشك بيز

گفت نه دزدى تو و نه فاسقى
مرد نيكى ليك گول و احمقى 

بر خيال و خواب چندين ره كنى
نيست عقلت را تسويى روشنى 

بارها من خواب ديدم مستمر
كه به بغداد است گنجى مستتر

در فلان سوى و فلان كويى دفين
بود آن خود نام كوى اين حزين 
هست در خانه ى فلانى رو بجو
نام خانه و نام او گفت آن عدو

ديده ام خود بارها اين خواب من
كه به بغداد است گنجى در وطن 

هيچ من از جا نرفتم زين خيال
تو به يك خوابى بيايى بى ملال 

خواب احمق لايق عقل وى است
همچو او بى قيمت است و لاشى است 

خواب زن كمتر ز خواب مرد دان
از پى نقصان عقل و ضعف جان 

خواب ناقص عقل و گول آيد كساد
پس ز بى عقلى چه باشد خواب باد

گفت با خود گنج در خانه ى من است
پس مرا آن جا چه فقر و شيون است 

بر سر گنج از گدايى مرده ام
ز انكه اندر غفلت و در پرده ام 

زين بشارت مست شد دردش نماند
صد هزار الحمد بى لب او بخواند
گفت بد موقوف اين لت لوت من

آب حيوان بود در حانوت من 

4315



268

4330

4335

Begone, for I have met with a great piece of fortune, 
to confound the idea that I was destitute.

رو كه بر لوت شگرفى بر زدم
كورى آن وهم كه مفلس بدم 

Deem me foolish or contemptible as you please: 
it is mine, say what you like.

Call me sorrowful, O respected sir: 
in your view I am sorrowful, but in my view I am happy.

Alas, if the case had been reversed 
a rose-garden in your view and miserable in my own!”

Parable.

One day a base fellow said to a dervish, 
“You are unknown to anyone here.”

He replied, “If the ordinary do not know me, 
I know very well who I am.

Alas, if the pain and sore had been reversed and he had seen me, 
while I was blind to myself !”

“Suppose I am a fool, I am a lucky fool: 
luck is better than perversity and a hard face.

These words express your opinion; for my luck at the same time 
endows me with all that belongs to intelligence.”

How that person returned rejoicing and successful and giving thanks to God and prostrating 
himself and amazed at the wondrous indications vouchsafed by God and the coming to light 

of the interpretations thereof in a way that no mind and understanding can conceive.

He returned from Cairo to Baghdad, 
prostrating himself and bowing and giving praise and thanks.

خواه احمق دان مرا خواهى فرو
آن من شد هر چه مى خواهى بگو

تو مرا پر درد گو اى محتشم
پيش تو پر درد و پيش خود خوشم 
واى اگر بر عكس بودى اين مطار
پيش تو گلزار و پيش خويش زار

گفت با درويش روزى يك خسى
كه ترا اينجا نمى داند كسى 

گفت او گر مى نداند عامى ام
خويش را من نيك مى دانم كى ام 

واى اگر بر عكس بودى درد و ريش
او بدى بيناى من من كور خويش 

احمقم گير احمقم من نيك بخت
بخت بهتر از لجاج و روى سخت 

اين سخن بر وفق ظنت مى جهد
ور نه بختم داد عقلم هم دهد

باز گشتن آن شخص شادمان و مراد يافته و خداى را شكر گويان و سجده كنان و حيران در غرايب 
اشارات حق و ظهور تاويلات آن در وجهى كه هيچ عقلى و فهمى بدان جا نرسد

باز گشت از مصر تا بغداد او
ساجد و راكع ثناگر شكر گو

All the way he was bewildered and intoxicated by this marvel, 
by the complete change as regards his daily bread and the method of seeking,

Saying, “Whence did He make me hopeful 
and whence did He shower money and profit upon me!

جمله ره حيران و مست او زين عجب
ز انعكاس روزى و راه طلب 
كز كجا اوميدوارم كرده بود

و ز كجا افشاند بر من سيم و سود

Beyond doubt I have seen my wish: 
call me anything you please, O foul-mouthed one!

من مراد خويش ديدم بى گمان
هر چه خواهى گو مرا اى بد دهان 
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He makes losing the way an avenue to faith; 
He makes going wrong a field for the harvest of righteousness,

To the end that no righteous man may be without fear, 
and that no traitor may be without hope.

The Gracious One has put an antidote in the poison 
in order that they may say He is the Lord of hidden grace.

That bounty is not mysterious in piety; 
Forgiveness bestows a robe of honour in sin.

The unbelievers sought to abase those who were worthy of trust: 
abasement became exaltation and  miracles being displayed.

In their unbelief they attempted to abase the religion: 
that very abasement was turned to glory for the prophets.

Unless every wicked man had shown unbelief, 
why should evidentiary miracles have appeared?

How should a judge require evidence 
until his disbelieving opponent has demanded proof of his veracity?

The miracle is like an honest witness 
to the indubitable veracity of the claimant.

Since they were being attacked by every ignoramus, 
God bestowed on them the gift of miracles and showed them favour.

The plots of Pharaoh were three-hundredfold: 
all became his abasement and subjugation.

He brought magicians, good and bad, into his presence 
in order that he might invalidate the miracles of Moses,

That he might nullify the rod and put it to shame 
and remove from hearts the respect for it.

Those very plots only serve to manifest the veracity of Moses: 
the prestige of his rod goes up.

He leads his army betimes to the neighbourhood of the Nile 
in order to waylay Moses and his people;

گمرهى را منهج ايمان كند
كژروى را محصد احسان كند

تا نباشد هيچ محسن بى وجا
تا نباشد هيچ خاين بى رجا

اندرون زهر ترياق آن حفى
كرد تا گويند ذو اللطف الخفى

نيست مخفى در نماز آن مكرمت
در گنه خلعت نهد آن مغفرت 
منكران را قصد اذلال ثقات

ذل شده عز و ظهور معجزات 
قصدشان ز انكار ذل دين بده

عين ذل عز رسولان آمده 
گر نه انكار آمدى از هر بدى

معجزه و برهان چرا نازل شدى 
خصم منكر تا نشد مصداق خواه

كى كند قاضى تقاضاى گواه 
معجزه همچون گواه آمد زكى
بهر صدق مدعى در بى شكى 

طعن چون مى آمد از هر ناشناخت
معجزه مى داد حق و مى نواخت 

مكر آن فرعون سيصد تو بده
جمله ذل او و قمع او شده 

ساحران آورده حاضر نيك و بد
تا كه جرح معجزه ى موسى كند

تا عصا را باطل و رسوا كند
اعتبارش را ز دلها بر كند

عين آن مكر آيت موسى شود
اعتبار آن عصا بالا رود

لشكر آرد او پگه تا حول نيل
تا زند بر موسى و قومش سبيل 

4340

What wisdom was this, that the Object of desire 
caused me to go forth from my home gladly on a fool’s errand,

So that I was hastening to lose the way and at every moment 
was being farther removed from that which I sought—

And then God in His munificence made that very aberration 
the means of reaching the right road and gaining wealth!”

اين چه حكمت بود كه قبله ى مراد
كردم از خانه برون گمراه و شاد

تا شتابان در ضلالت مى شدم
هر دم از مطلب جداتر مى بدم 

باز آن عين ضلالت را به جود
حق وسيلت كرد اندر رشد و سود
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it only serves to ensure the safety of the followers of Moses, 
he goes under the earth and the plain.

ايمنى امت موسى شود
او به تحت الارض و هامون در رود

If he had stayed in Egypt, he would not have marched: 
how, would the Israelites have been relieved of dread?

He marched and caused the Israelites to be consumed; 
know that safety is concealed in danger.

The hidden grace consists in this is that the Lord shows unto him a fire, 
but it is really a light.

There is nothing mysterious in rewarding piety, 
look at the reward bestowed on the magicians after their sin!

There is nothing mysterious in the favour shown while cherishing, 
He bestowed His favour on the magicians in the amputation.

There is nothing mysterious in journeying with feet that move, 
but look at the journey of the magicians when their feet had been cut off !

The knowers of God are safe for ever 
because they have passed through a sea of blood.

Safety appeared to them from the very midst of terror; 
consequently they are always in a state of increase.

You have seen that safety is concealed in a fear: 
O excellent man, observe also that fear is in hope.

A certain Amír cunningly shadows Jesus: 
Jesus hides himself in the house.

He enters in order that he may wear the crown: 
because of his likeness to Jesus he himself becomes the crown of the gibbet.

“Oh, do not hang me: I am not Jesus, 
I am the Amír, and I am well-disposed to the Jews.”

“Hang him on the gibbet,” “with all speed, for he is Jesus: 
seeking to escape from our hands by personating another.”

How often does an army march to enjoy the fruits: 
its equipment becomes spoil, and it is overthrown?

How often does a merchant go in hope of gain: 
he thinks it will be a feast (‘id), but he is consumed like aloes-wood (‘ud)?

How often in the world does it happen contrariwise to this: 
one fancies poison when it is honey?

Often, soldiers have made up their minds to die, 
splendour and victory appear.

گر به مصر اندر بدى او نامدى
وهم از سبطى كجا زايل شدى 

آمد و در سبط افكند او گداز
كه بدان كه امن در خوف است راز

آن بود لطف خفى كاو را صمد
نار بنمايد خود آن نورى بود

نيست مخفى مزد دادن در تقى
ساحران را اجر بين بعد از خطا
نيست مخفى وصل اندر پرورش

ساحران را وصل داد او در برش 
نيست مخفى سير با پاى روا

ساحران را سير بين در قطع پا
عارفان ز آنند دايم آمنون

كه گذر كردند از درياى خون 
امنشان از عين خوف آمد پديد

لاجرم باشند هر دم در مزيد
امن ديدى گشته در خوفى خفى

خوف بين هم در اميدى اى صفى 
آن امير از مكر بر عيسى تند

عيسى اندر خانه رو پنهان كند
اندر آيد تا شود او تاجدار

خود ز شبه عيسى آيد تاج دار
هى مياويزيد من عيسى نى ام

من اميرم بر جهودان خوش پى ام 
زوترش بر دار آويزيد كاو

عيسى است از دست ما تخليط جو
چند لشكر مى رود تا بر خورد

برگ او فى گردد و بر سر خورد
چند بازرگان رود بر بوى سود
عيد پندارد بسوزد همچو عود
چند در عالم بود بر عكس اين

زهر پندارد بود آن انگبين 
بس سپه بنهاده دل بر مرگ خويش

روشنيها و ظفر آيد به پيش 
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Abraha came with the elephant to dishonour the House, 
that he might throw down the living as though dead,

ابرهه با پيل بهر ذل بيت
آمده تا افكند حى را چو ميت 

And destroy the holy Ka‘ba 
and cause all to wander forth from that place,

In order that all the pilgrims might gather round him 
and might all turn in worship to his Ka‘ba,

And that he might take vengeance on the Arabs for the injury, 
for “why,” said he, “should they set my Ka‘ba on fire?”

His efforts only turned to glory for the Ka‘ba: 
they caused the House to be glorified.

The glory of the Meccans had been one: it became a hundred: 
their glory was now extending to the Resurrection.

He and his Ka‘ba were eclipsed more. Whence is this? 
From the favours of the Decree.

Those poor Arabs were enriched 
by the equipment and baggage of Abraha, like a wild beast.

He thought that he was bringing an army: 
he was bringing gold for the defenders of the House.

He was every step of the way, 
in contemplating this annulment of fixed purposes and ambitions.

He came home, he discovered the treasure: 
by Divine grace his fortune was restored.

How the brothers repeated their advice to eldest, and how he was unable to endure it and ran away 
from them and went off, frenzied and beside himself, and rushed into the King’s audience-chamber 

without asking permission; but from excess of passionate love, not from disrespect and recklessness, etc.

The two said to him, 
“In our souls are answers, like stars in the sky.

Unless we speak, the game will not come out right; 
and if we speak, your heart will be grieved.

We are like frogs in the water: it is painful to speak, 
while the result of silence is suffocation and illness.

تا حريم كعبه را ويران كند
جمله را ز آن جاى سر گردان كند

تا همه زوار گرد او تنند
كعبه ى او را همه قبله كنند

و ز عرب كينه كشد اندر گزند
كه چرا در كعبه ام آتش زنند
عين سعيش عزت كعبه شده
موجب اعزاز آن بيت آمده 

مكيان را عز يكى بد صد شده
تا قيامت عزشان ممتد شده 

او و كعبه ى او شده مخسوف تر
از چى است اين از عنايات قدر

از جهاز ابرهه ى همچون دده
آن فقيران عرب توانگر شده 

او گمان برده كه لشكر مى كشيد
بهر اهل بيت او زر مى كشيد
اندر اين فسخ عزايم وين همم

در تماشا بود در ره هر قدم 
خانه آمد گنج را او باز يافت

كارش از لطف خدايى ساز يافت

مكرر كردن برادران پند دادن بزرگين را و تاب ناآوردن او پند را و در رميدن او از ايشان و شيدا 
و بى خود رفتن و خود را در بارگاه پادشاه انداختن بى دستورى خواستن ليك از فرط عشق نه از 

گستاخى و لا ابالى، الى آخره 

آن دو گفتندش كه اندر جان ما
هست پاسخها چو نجم اندر سما
گر نگوييم آن نيايد راست نرد
ور بگوييم آن دلت آيد به درد

همچو چغزيم اندر آب از گفت الم
و ز خموشى اختناق است و سقم 

If we speak not, friendship has no light; 
and if we speak, it is without leave.”

گر نگوييم آشتى را نور نيست
ور بگوييم آن سخن دستور نيست 
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Straightway he sprang up, crying, “Farewell, O kinsmen: 
truly this world and all therein is but a passing enjoyment,”

در زمان بر جست كاى خويشان وداع
انما الدنيا و ما فيها متاع 

And darted away like an arrow from the bow, 
so that there was no opportunity to speak at that time.

He came intoxicated into the presence of the King of China 
and at once kissed the earth frenziedly.

To the King their feelings, their passion and agitation, 
were open in every detail from first to last.

The sheep are busy in their pasture, 
but the shepherd knows all about the sheep.

“Each of you is a shepherd,” 
knows which of the flock is feeding and which is in combat.

Although apparently he was far from those ranks, 
yet he was like the tambourine at a wedding-feast.

Well acquainted with the burning and flaming of those who came to his court, 
in his wisdom he had ignored them and kept silence.

That exalted was in the midst of their souls, 
but he had purposely feigned to be unfamiliar.

The form of the fire is beneath the kettle; 
the spirit of the fire is in the soul of the kettle.

Its form is outside and its spirit inside: 
the spirit of the soul’s Beloved is like blood in the veins.

The prince knelt before the King, 
ten announcers gave a description of his state.

Although the King knew it all long ago, 
yet the announcer was performing the duties of his office.

O sincere man, a single atom of the light of knowledge within 
is better than a hundred announcers.

To confine one’s attention to the announcer 
is a mark of being debarred and of conjecture and opinion.

He whose scout is his inward eye—
his eye will behold with the very acme of clairvoyance.

His soul is not content with traditional authority; 
nay, his feeling of certainty comes from the inward eye.

Then the announcer opened his lips 
to describe his plight in the presence of the elect King.

پس برون جست او چو تيرى از كمان
كه مجال گفت كم بود آن زمان 

اندر آمد مست پيش شاه چين
زود مستانه ببوسيد او زمين 

شاه را مكشوف يك يك حالشان
اول و آخر غم و زلزالشان 

ميش مشغول است در مرعاى خويش
ليك چوپان واقف است از حال ميش 

كلكم راع بداند از رمه
كى علف خوار است و كى در ملحمه 

گر چه در صورت از آن صف دور بود
ليك چون دف در ميان سور بود
واقف از سوز و لهيب آن وفود

مصلحت آن بد كه خشك آورده بود
در ميان جانشان بود آن سمى

ليك قاصد كرده خود را اعجمى 
صورت آتش بود پايان ديگ
معنى آتش بود در جان ديگ 

صورتش بيرون و معنيش اندرون
معنى معشوق جان در رگ چو خون 

شاه زاده پيش شه زانو زده
ده معرف شارح حالش شده 

گر چه شه عارف بد از كل پيش پيش
ليك مى كردى معرف كار خويش 

در درون يك ذره نور عارفى
به بود از صد معرف اى صفى 

گوش را رهن معرف داشتن
آيت محجوبى است و حزر و ظن 

آن كه او را چشم دل شد ديدبان
ديد خواهد چشم او عين العيان 

با تواتر نيست قانع جان او
بل ز چشم دل رسد ايقان او
پس معرف پيش شاه منتجب
در بيان حال او بگشود لب 

4390
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He said, “O King, he is fallen a prey to your beneficence: 
show kingly favour, for he has no means of escape.

گفت شاها صيد احسان تو است
پادشاهى كن كه بى بيرون شو است 

He has clutched the saddle-strap of this empire: 
stroke his distraught head with your hand!”

The King replied, “This youth will obtain 
every high dignity and sovereignty that he seeks.

I will bestow on him here twenty times as many kingdoms 
as he has relinquished, and myself into the bargain.”

He said, “Since your royal majesty sowed in him the seed of love, 
how could it leave any passion except passion for you?

It is so agreeable to him to be your slave 
that kingship has become cold comfort to his heart.

He has gambled away kingship and princedom: 
for your sake he has put up with living in exile.

He is a Sufi: he has flung away his mantle in ecstasy: 
how should he turn again to his mantle?

To hanker for the given away mantle and repent 
is as much as to say, ‘I have been swindled:

Put the mantle back here, O comrade, 
for that was not worth it, that is, this.’

Far be it from a lover that such a thought should occur to him; 
and if it does, dust ought to be on his head.

Love is worth a hundred mantles like that of the body, 
which contains a life and sensation and reason;

Especially the mantle of worldly dominion, which is cut short: 
a pennyworth of intoxication with it is headache.

Worldly dominion is lawful to those who indulge the body: 
we are devoted to the everlasting kingdom of Love.

He is Love’s agent: do not deprive him of his employment, 
do not let him be employed in aught but loving you.

The office that veils me from your face 
is the very essence of unemployment, though it is called ‘office.’

The cause of delay in coming hither 
was lack of capability and defect of skill.”

You go into a mine without capability; 
you will not gain possession of a single grain,

دست در فتراك اين دولت زده ست
بر سر سر مست او بر مال دست 

گفت شه هر منصبى و ملكتى
كالتماسش هست يابد اين فتى 

بيست چندان ملك كاو شد ز آن برى
بخشمش اينجا و ما خود بر سرى 

گفت تا شاهيت در وى عشق كاشت
جز هواى تو هوايى كى گذاشت 

بندگى تش چنان در خورد شد
كه شهى اندر دل او سرد شد

شاهى و شه زادگى در باخته است
از پى تو در غريبى ساخته است 

صوفى است انداخت خرقه ى وجد در
كى رود او بر سر خرقه دگر
ميل سوى خرقه اى داده و ندم

آن چنان باشد كه من مغبون شدم 
باز ده آن خرقه اين سو اى قرين

كه نمى ارزيد آن يعنى بدين 
دور از عاشق كه اين فكر آيدش

ور بيايد خاك بر سر بايدش 
عشق ارزد صد چو خرقه ى كالبد

كه حياتى دارد و حس و خرد
خاصه خرقه ى ملك دنيا كابترست
پنج دانگ مستى اش درد سر است 

ملك دنيا تن پرستان را حلال
ما غلام ملك عشق بى زوال 

عامل عشق است معزولش مكن
جز به عشق خويش مشغولش مكن 
منصبى كانم ز رويت محجب است

عين معزولى است و نامش منصب است 
موجب تاخير اينجا آمدن

فقد استعداد بود و ضعف فن 
بى ز استعداد در كانى روى
بر يكى حبه نگردى محتوى 

4410
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Like an impotent man who buys a virgin for a slave: 
even if she is silver-breasted, how can he enjoy?

همچو عنينى كه بكرى را خرد
گر چه سيمين بر بود كى بر خورد

Like a lamp without oil or wick 
that gets neither much nor little from the taper.

One who cannot smell enter a garden, 
how should his brain be delighted by the fragrant herbs?—

Like a beautiful and heart-attracting woman who is the guest of an 
impotent man; like the sound of a harp or lute in the ears of the deaf;

Like the land-bird that falls into great waters: 
what should it find there but death and perdition?

Like one who, having no wheat, goes to a mill: 
nothing will be given to him except the whitening of his beard and hair.

The celestial mill bestows on those who have no wheat 
whiteness of hair and weakness in the loins;

But on those who bring wheat with them 
this mill bestows empire and gives them sovereign power.

You must first be qualified for Paradise 
in order that from Paradise the life may be born to you.

What pleasure has the new-born child 
in wine and roast-meat and palaces and domes?

These parables have no limit: do not seek words: 
go and acquire capability!

“He tarried until now for the sake of capability, 
ere it was acquired his longing burst bounds.”

He said, “Capability too is imparted by the King: 
how should the body be made capable without the soul?”

The favours of the King did away with his anguish: 
he had gone to hunt the King: he became the King’s prey.

“Whoever goes in chase of a quarry like you 
does not catch his quarry till he is himself caught.”

It is certain that every seeker of princedom 
is thrown into captivity before it.

Know that what is depicted on this mundane frontispiece is preposterous: 
every slave to the world is named “lord of the world.”

O wrong-thinking perversely-acting body, 
you that have enthralled a hundred thousand freemen,

چون چراغى بى ز زيت و بى فتيل
نه كثير استش ز شمع و نه قليل 

در گلستان اندر آيد اخشمى
كى شود مغزش ز ريحان خرمى 

همچو خوبى دلبرى مهمان غر
بانگ چنگ و بربطى در پيش كر

همچو مرغ خاك كايد در بحار
ز آن چه يابد جز هلاك و جز خسار

همچو بى گندم شده در آسيا
جز سپيدى ريش و مو نبود عطا

آسياى چرخ بر بى گندمان
مو سپيدى بخشد و ضعف ميان 

ليك با با گندمان اين آسيا
ملك بخش آمد دهد كار و كيا

اول استعداد جنت بايدت
تا ز جنت زندگانى زايدت 

طفل نو را از شراب و از كباب
چه حلاوت و ز قصور و از قباب 

حد ندارد اين مثل كم جو سخن
تو برو تحصيل استعداد كن 

بهر استعداد تا اكنون نشست
شوق از حد رفت و آن نامد به دست 

گفت استعداد هم از شه رسد
بى ز جان كى مستعد گردد جسد
لطفهاى شه غمش را در نوشت

شد كه صيد شه كند او صيد گشت 
هر كه در اشكار چون تو صيد شد

صيد را ناكرده قيد او قيد شد
هر كه جوياى اميرى شد يقين

پيش از آن او در اسيرى شد رهين 
عكس مى دان نقش ديباچه ى جهان

نام هر بنده ى جهان خواجه ى جهان 
اى تن كژ فكرت معكوس رو
صد هزار آزاد را كرده گرو
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Abandon this guileful plotting for a time: 
live free a few moments ere you die;

مدتى بگذار اين حيلت پزى
چند دم پيش از اجل آزاد زى 

For if, like the ass, you have no way of attaining to freedom, 
your movement, like that of the bucket can only be into the well.

Go; take leave of my spirit for awhile: 
go, seek another companion instead of me.

My turn is finished: set me free, 
espouse another, someone else.

O body with your hundred concerns bid me farewell: 
you have taken my life: seek another.

How a cadi was infatuated with the wife of Juhi and remained in a chest, and how the cadi’s 
deputy purchased the chest; and how next year Juhi’s wife came again, hoping to play the same 

trick last year, the cadi said, “Set me free and seek someone else”; and so on to the end of the story.

Every year, on account of poverty, 
Juhi would artfully turn to his wife and say, “O sweetheart,

Since you have the weapons, go; 
catch some game in order that we may get milk from your prey.

Why has God given you the bow of your eyebrow, the arrow of your 
amorous glance, and the snare of your craftiness? For hunting.

Go; lay the snare for a big bird: 
show the bait, but do not let him eat it.

Show him his wish, but disappoint him: 
how can he eat the bait when he is imprisoned in the snare?”

His wife went to the cadi to complain, saying, 
“I appeal for help against my faithless husband.”

To cut the tale short, 
the cadi fell a prey to the words and beauty of the fair woman.

He said, “There is such a noise in the court of justice 
I cannot understand this complaint;

If you will come to my private house, O cypress-slender one, 
and describe to me the injurious behaviour of your husband”—

ور در آزاديت چون خر راه نيست
همچو دول ات سير جز در چاه نيست 

مدتى رو ترك جان من بگو
رو حريف ديگرى جز من بجو

نوبت من شد مرا آزاد كن
ديگرى را غير من داماد كن 

اى تن صد كاره ترك من بگو
عمر من بردى كسى ديگر بجو

مفتون شدن قاضى بر زن جوحى و در صندوق ماندن و نايب قاضى صندوق را خريدن، باز سال دوم 
آمدن زن جوحى بر اميد بازى پارينه و گفتن قاضى كه مرا آزاد كن و كسى ديگر را بجوى الى آخر 

القصه 

جوحى هر سالى ز درويشى به فن
رو به زن كردى كه اى دل خواه زن 
چون سلاحت هست رو صيدى بگير

تا بدوشانيم از صيد تو شير
قوس ابرو تير غمزه دام كيد

بهر چه دادت خدا از بهر صيد
رو پى مرغى شگرفى دام نه
دانه بنما ليك در خوردش مده 

كام بنما و كن او را تلخ كام
كى خورد دانه چو شد در حبس دام 

شد زن او نزد قاضى در گله
كه مرا افغان ز شوى ده دله 

قصه كوته كن كه قاضى شد شكار
از مقال و از جمال آن نگار

گفت اندر محكمه است اين غلغله
من نتانم فهم كردن اين گله 

گر به خلوت آيى اى سرو سهى
از ستمكارى شو شرحم دهى 
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“In your house,” she replied, “there will be a coming and going of every sort 
of people, good and bad, for the purpose of making complaints.”

گفت خانه ى تو ز هر نيك و بدى
باشد از بهر گله آمد شدى 

If the house of the head be wholly filled with a mad passion, 
the breast will be full of anxiety and commotion.

The rest of the members are undisturbed by thinking, 
while those breasts are consumed by thoughts that return.

Take refuge in the autumn gale of fear of God: 
let last year’s flowers be shed;

These flowers prevent the new buds, 
and it is for the sake of their growth that the tree of the heart exists.

Put yourself to sleep from this thinking: 
lift up your head from sleep into wakefulness.

Like the Men of the Cave, pass quickly, O Khwaja, into awake, 
though you would deem them asleep.

“O adorable one,” said the cadi, “what can be contrived?” 
She answered, “This handmaid’s house is quite empty.

The enemy has gone into the country, and the caretaker is not there either: 
it is a very good place for meeting in private.

Come there to-night if possible: 
what one does by night is without making hear of it or see it;

All the spies are intoxicated with the wine of sleep: 
all have been beheaded by the Negro, Night.”

The sugar-lipped chanted wondrous spells over the cadi—
and then with what lips!

How often did Iblís chatter with Adam!—
but when Eve told him to eat, then did he eat.

The first blood in this world of iniquity and justice 
was shed by Cain for the sake of a woman.

Whenever Noah was frying meat in the frying-pan, 
Wahila would throw stones at the frying-pan,

And his wife’s plotting would defeat his work; 
the clear water of his exhortation would become turbid;

She used to send secret messages to the folk, saying, 
“Preserve your religion from these erring men!”

خانه ى سر جمله پر سودا بود
صدر پر وسواس و پر غوغا بود

باقى اعضا ز فكر آسوده اند
و آن صدور از صادران فرسوده اند

در خزان و باد خوف حق گريز
آن شقايقهاى پارين را بريز

اين شقايق منع نو اشكوفه هاست
كه درخت دل براى آن نماست 

خويش را در خواب كن زين افتكار
سر ز زير خواب در يقظت بر آر

همچو آن اصحاب كهف اى خواجه زود
رو به ايقاظا كه تحسبهم رقود

گفت قاضى اى صنم معمول چيست
گفت خانه ى اين كنيزك بس تهى است 
خصم در ده رفت و حارس نيز نيست

بهر خلوت سخت نيكو مسكنى است 
امشب ار امكان بود آن جا بيا

كار شب بى سمعه است و بى ريا
جمله جاسوسان ز خمر خواب مست

زنگى شب جمله را گردن زده ست 
خواند بر قاضى فسون هاى عجب

آن شكر لب و آن گهانى از چه لب 
چند با آدم بليس افسانه كرد

چون حوا گفتش بخور آن گاه خورد
اولين خون در جهان ظلم و داد

از كف قابيل بهر زن فتاد
نوح چون بر تابه بريان ساختى

واهله بر تابه سنگ انداختى 
مكر زن بر كار او چيره شدى
آب صاف وعظ او تيره شدى 

قوم را پيغام كردى از نهان
كه نگه داريد دين زين گمرهان 
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رفتن قاضى به خانه ى زن جوحى و حلقه زدن جوحى به خشم بر در و گريختن قاضى در صندوق الى آخره 

How the cadi went to the house of Juhi’s wife, and how Juhi knocked angrily at the door, 
and how the cadi took refuge in a chest, etc.

The guile of woman is infinite. 
The sagacious cadi went at night to the wife for the sake of crawling .

The wife set two candles and the dessert for his entertainment. 
“Without this drink,” said he: “I am intoxicated.”

At that moment Juhi came and knocked at the door: 
the cadi looked for a place into which he could slink for refuge.

He saw no hiding-place but a chest: 
in his fright the man went into the chest.

Juhi came in and said, “O spouse, 
O you who are my plague in spring and autumn,

What do I possess that is not sacrificed to you: 
that you are always crying out at me?

If, my dear, I suffer from these two maladies, 
one comes from you and the other from God.

What do I possess but that chest, 
which is a source of suspicion and a ground for surmise?

People think I keep gold in it, 
and because of these opinions charity is withheld from me.

The appearance of the chest is very pleasing, 
but it is quite empty of goods and silver and gold.

Like the hypocrite, handsome and dignified; 
in the basket you will find nothing except a snake.

To-morrow I will take the chest into the street 
and burn it in the midst of the market at the cross-ways,

That true believer and Zoroastrian and Jew 
may see there was nothing in this chest but cursing.”

“O husband,” cried the woman, “come now, and give up this idea!” 
He swore several times that he would do just as he had said.

Early he like the wind, fetched a porter, 
and immediately put the chest on his back.

مكر زن پايان ندارد رفت شب
قاضى زيرك سوى زن بهر دب 

زن دو شمع و نقل مجلس راست كرد
گفت ما مستيم بى اين آب خورد
اندر آن دم جوحى آمد در بزد

جست قاضى مهربى تا در خزد
غير صندوقى نديد او خلوتى

رفت در صندوق از خوف آن فتى 
اندر آمد جوحى و گفت اى حريف

اى وبالم در ربيع و در خريف 
من چه دارم كه فدايت نيست آن
كه ز من فرياد دارى هر زمان 

اين دو علت گر بود اى جان مرا
آن يكى از تست و ديگر از خدا

من چه دارم غير آن صندوق كان
هست مايه ى تهمت و پايه ى گمان 

خلق پندارند زر دارم درون
داد واگيرند از من زين ظنون 

صورت صندوق بس زيباست ليك
از عروض و سيم و زر خالى است نيك 

چون تن زراق خوب و با وقار
اندر آن سله نيابى غير مار

من برم صندوق را فردا به كو
پس بسوزم در ميان چار سو
تا ببيند مومن و گبر و جهود

كه در اين صندوق جز لعنت نبود
گفت زن هى در گذر اى مرد از اين

خورد سوگند ان كه نكنم جز چنين 
از پگه حمال آورد او چو باد

زود آن صندوق بر پشتش نهاد

You have let loose your tongue at my dry crusts: 
now you call me ‘pauper,’ now ‘cuckold.’

بر لب خشكم گشادستى زبان
گاه مفلس خوانيم گه قلتبان 
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The cadi inside the chest shouted in an agony, 
“O porter! O porter!”

اندر آن صندوق قاضى از نكال
بانگ مى زد كاى حمال و اى حمال 

The porter looked to the right and the left 
to see from what direction the shouts and warnings were coming.

“I wonder,” Said he, “is it a hatif, this voice which is calling me, 
or is it a peri summoning me mysteriously?”

When the shouts followed one another in succession and increased, 
he said, “’It is not a hatif,” and recovered himself.

At last he perceived that the shouts and cries for help 
came from the chest and that somebody was concealed in it.

The lover who has fallen passionately in love with an object of affection 
has gone into the chest, though he is outside.

He has spent his life in the chest on account of cares: 
he can see nothing of the world except a chest.

The head that is not above the sky—
know that it is in that chest by its vain desires.

When he goes forth from the chest of the body, 
he will go from one tomb to another tomb.

This topic is endless. The cadi said to him, 
“O porter, O carrier of the chest,

Give news of me to my deputy at the court of justice 
and acquaint him with all this as quickly as possible,

In order that he may buy this with gold from this witless fellow 
and take it fastened, just as it is, to my house.”

O Lord, appoint a spiritually endowed company 
to redeem us from the chest of the body!

Who but the prophets and apostles 
can redeem the people from confinement in the chest of guile?

Among thousands there is one person of comely aspect, 
who knows that he is inside the chest.

He must formerly have beheld the world, so that 
by means of that contrary this contrary should be made evident to him.

Because “knowledge is the true believer’s lost camel,” 
he recognises his own lost camel and feels certain.

He that has never seen good fortune, 
how will he be perturbed in this calamity?

كرد آن حمال راست و چپ نظر
كز چه سود در مى رسد بانگ و خبر

هاتف است اين داعى من اى عجب
يا پرى ام مى كند پنهان طلب 

چون پياپى گشت آن آواز و بيش
گفت هاتف نيست باز آمد به خويش 

عاقبت دانست كان بانگ و فغان
بد ز صندوق و كسى در وى نهان 

عاشقى كاو در غم معشوق رفت
گر چه بيرون است در صندوق رفت 

عمر در صندوق برد از اندهان
جز كه صندوقى نبيند از جهان 
آن سرى كه نيست فوق آسمان

از هوس او را در آن صندوق دان 
چون ز صندوق بدن بيرون رود
او ز گورى سوى گورى مى شود

اين سخن پايان ندارد قاضى اش
گفت اى حمال و اى صندوق كش 

از من آگه كن درون محكمه
نايبم را زودتر با اين همه 

تا خرد اين را به زر زين بى خرد
همچنين بسته به خانه ى ما برد
اى خدا بگمار قومى روحمند
تا ز صندوق بدنمان واخرند

خلق را از بند صندوق فسون
كى خرد جز انبيا و مرسلون 

از هزاران يك كسى خوش منظر است
كه بداند كاو به صندوق اندر است 
او جهان را ديده باشد پيش از آن

تا بدان ضد اين ضدش گردد عيان 
زين سبب كه علم ضاله ى مومن است

عارف ضاله ى خود است و موقن است 
آن كه هرگز روز نيكو خود نديد
او در اين ادبار كى خواهد طپيد
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Either he fell into captivity in childhood, 
or was born a slave at first from his mother’s womb.

يا به طفلى در اسيرى اوفتاد
يا خود از اول ز مادر بنده زاد

His soul has never known the delight of freedom: 
the chest of forms is his arena.

His mind is forever imprisoned in forms: 
he passes from cage into cage.

He has no means of passing beyond the cage aloft:
he goes to and fro into cages.

In the Qur’an, “If you have the power, pass beyond”: 
these words came from Him to the Jinn and mankind.

He said, “There is no way for you to pass beyond the sky 
save by authority and by inspiration from Heaven.”

If he goes from chest to chest, 
he is not of Heaven, he is of the chest.

The pleasure of changing his chest stupefies him anew: 
he does not perceive that he is inside the chest.

If he is not deluded by these chests, 
he seeks release and deliverance, like the cadi.

Know that the mark of one who apprehends this 
is his crying for help and being in terror.

Like the cadi, he will be quaking: 
how should a breath of joy rise from his soul?

The arrival of the cadi’s deputy in the bazaar and his purchase of the chest from Juhi, etc.

The deputy arrived and asked, “How much for your chest?” 
“They are offering nine hundred pieces of gold and more,” said he,

“I will not come lower than a thousand: 
if you intend to buy, open your purse and produce.”

He replied, “Have some shame, you in the short felt frock! 
The value of the chest is self-evident.”

He said, “To buy without seeing is an iniquity: 
our bargain is in the dark: this is not right.

I will open: if it is not worth, don’t buy, 
lest you be defrauded, O father!”

ذوق آزادى نديده جان او
هست صندوق صور ميدان او
دايما محبوس عقلش در صور

از قفس اندر قفس دارد گذر
منفذش نه از قفس سوى علا

در قفسها مى رود از جا به جا
در نبى ان استطعتم فانفذوا

اين سخن با جن و انس آمد ز هو
گفت منفذ نيست از گردونتان

جز به سلطان و به وحى آسمان 
گر ز صندوقى به صندوقى رود

او سمايى نيست صندوقى بود
فرجه ى صندوق نو نو مسكر است
درنيابد كاو به صندوق اندر است 

گر نشد غره بدين صندوقها
همچو قاضى جويد اطلاق و رها
آن كه داند اين نشانش آن شناس

كاو نباشد بى فغان و بى هراس 
همچو قاضى باشد او در ارتعاد

كى بر آيد يك دمى از جانش شاد

آمدن نايب قاضى ميان بازار و خريدارى كردن صندوق را از جوحى الى آخره 

نايب آمد گفت صندوقت به چند
گفت نه صد بيشتر زر مى دهند

من نمى آيم فروتر از هزار
گر خريدارى گشا كيسه بيار
گفت شرمى دار اى كوته نمد

قيمت صندوق خود پيدا بود
گفت بى رويت شرى خود فاسدى است

بيع ما زير گليم اين راست نيست 
بر گشايم گر نمى ارزد مخر
تا نباشد بر تو حيفى اى پدر
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He said, “O Veiler, do not reveal the secret!”, 
“I will buy it with the lid on: come to terms with me.

گفت اى ستار بر مگشاى راز
سر ببسته مى خرم با من بساز

Veil in order that veiling may be vouchsafed to you: 
do not deride any one till you see security.

Many like you have been left in this chest 
and have landed themselves in tribulation.

Inflict upon another the pain and injury 
that you would wish and approve for yourself,

For God is lying in wait and in ambush, 
ready to give retribution before the Day of Judgement.

All-encompassing is the Throne of Him who is enthroned in grandeur: 
over all souls is spread the Throne of His justice.

A corner of His throne is touching you: 
beware, do not move a hand to act impiously or unjustly.

Keep a careful watch over your own behaviour: 
observe that the honey is in justice and that after injustice the sting comes.”

He said, “Yes, what I did is wrong, 
but at the same time know that the aggressor is the more unjust.”

The deputy replied, “We are aggressors, every one of us, 
but notwithstanding our blackness of face we are happy,

Like the Negro who is happy and pleased, 
he does not see his face, others see it.”

The altercation in bidding was prolonged: 
he paid a hundred dinars and bought it from him.

O you that find wickedness agreeable, you are always in the chest: 
the hatifs and those who belong to the Unseen are redeeming you.

Expounding the Tradition that Mustafá said, the blessings of God be upon him: 
“When I am the protector of any one, ‘Alí too is his protector,” so that the Hypocrites 

asked sarcastically, “Was not he satisfied with the obedience and service rendered by us to himself 
that he bids us render the same service to a snivelling child?” etc.

For this reason the Prophet, who laboured with the utmost zeal, 
applied the name “protector” to himself and to Alí.

He said, “My cousin Alí is the protector and friend of everyone 
who is under my protection.”

ستر كن تا بر تو ستارى كنند
تا نبينى ايمنى بر كس مخند

بس در اين صندوق چون تو مانده اند
خويش را اندر بلا بنشانده اند

آن چه بر تو خواه آن باشد پسند
بر دگر كس آن كن از رنج و گزند
ز انكه بر مرصاد حق و اندر كمين

مى دهد پاداش پيش از يوم دين 
آن عظيم العرش عرش او محيط
تخت دادش بر همه جانها بسيط

گوشه ى عرشش به تو پيوسته است
هين مجنبان جز به دين و داد دست 

تو مراقب باش بر احوال خويش
نوش بين در داد و بعد از ظلم نيش 
گفت آرى اين چه كردم استم است
ليك هم مى دان كه بادى اظلم است 

گفت نايب يك به يك ما بادييم
با سواد وجه اندر شادييم 

همچو زنگى كاو بود شادان و خوش
او نبيند غير او بيند رخش 

ماجرا بسيار شد در من يزيد
داد صد دينار و آن از وى خريد

هر دمى صندوقيى اى بد پسند
هاتفان و غيبيانت مى خرند

در تفسير اين خبر كه مصطفى صلوات اللَّه عليه فرمود من كنت مولاه فعلى مولاه تا منافقان طعنه 
زدند كه بس نبودش كه ما مطيعى و چاكرى نموديم او را چاكرى كودكى خلم آلودمان هم مى فرمايد 

الى آخره 

زين سبب پيغمبر با اجتهاد
نام خود و آن على مولا نهاد

گفت هر كاو را منم مولا و دوست
ابن عم من على مولاى اوست 
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Who is the “protector”? He that sets you free 
and removes the fetters of servitude from your feet.

كيست مولا آن كه آزادت كند
بند رقيت ز پايت بر كند

Since prophethood is the guide to freedom, 
freedom is bestowed on true believers by the prophets.

Rejoice O community of true believers: 
show yourselves to be “free” as the cypress and the lily;

But do you, like the gay-coloured garden, 
at every moment give unspoken thanks to the Water.

The cypresses and the green orchard mutely thank the water 
and show gratitude for the justice of spring:

Clad in robes and trailing their skirts, 
drunken and dancing and jubilant and scattering perfume;

Every part impregnated by royal spring, 
their bodies as caskets filled with pearly fruit;

Like Maries, having no husband, yet big with a Messiah; 
silent ones, wordless and devoid of articulate expression,

“Our Moon has shone brightly without speech: 
every tongue has derived its speech from our beauty.”

The speech of Jesus is from the beauty of Mary; 
the speech of Adam is a ray of the Breath.

In order that from thanksgiving, O men of trust, increase may accrue; 
then other plants are amidst the herbage.

Here the reverse is, he that is content shall be abased; 
in this case, he that covets shall be exalted.

Do not go so much into the sack of your fleshly soul; 
do not be forgetful of your purchasers.

How next year Juhi’s wife returned to the court of the cadi, hoping for the same contribution as 
last year, and how the cadi recognised her, and so on to the end of the story.

After a year Juhi, in consequence of the afflictions, 
turned to his wife and said, “O clever wife,

Renew last year’s contribution: 
complain of me to the cadi.”

چون به آزادى نبوت هادى است
مومنان را ز انبيا آزادى است 

اى گروه مومنان شادى كنيد
همچو سرو و سوسن آزادى كنيد

ليك مى گوييد هر دم شكر آب
بى زبان چون گلستان خوش خضاب 

بى زبان گويند سرو و سبزه زار
شكر آب و شكر عدل نو بهار

حله ها پوشيده و دامن كشان
مست و رقاص و خوش و عنبر فشان 

جزو جزو آبستن از شاه بهار
جسمشان چون درج پر در ثمار
مريمان بى شوى آبست از مسيح

خامشان بى لاف و گفتارى فصيح 
ماه ما بى نطق خوش بر تافته ست
هر زبان نطق از فر ما يافته ست 

نطق عيسى از فر مريم بود
نطق آدم پرتو آن دم بود

تا زيادت گردد از شكر اى ثقات
پس نبات ديگر است اندر نبات 
عكس آن اينجاست ذل من قنع

اندر اين طور است عز من طمع 
در جوال نفس خود چندين مرو

از خريداران خود غافل مشو

باز آمدن زن جوحى به محكمه ى قاضى سال دوم بر اميد وظيفه ى پارسال و شناختن قاضى او را، 
الى اتمامه 

بعد سالى باز جوحى از محن
رو به زن كرد و بگفت اى چست زن 

آن وظيفه ى پار را تجديد كن
پيش قاضى از گله ى من گو سخن 
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The wife came before the cadi with women: 
she made a certain woman her interpreter,

زن بر قاضى در آمد با زنان
مر زنى را كرد آن زن ترجمان 

Lest the cadi should recognise her by her speech 
and remember his past misfortune.

The coquettish glances of a woman are fascinating,
but that is increased a hundredfold by her voice.

Since she durst not raise a sound, 
the wife’s ogling looks alone were of no avail.

“Go,” said the cadi, “and fetch the defendant, 
that I may settle your quarrel with him.”

Juhi arrived; the cadi did not recognise him at once, 
for at meeting he was in the chest.

He had heard his voice outside, 
during the buying and selling and chaffering.

He said, “Why won’t you give your wife all the money she needs for expenses?” 
He replied, “I am devoted with soul to the religious law,

But if I die I do not possess the shroud: 
I am bankrupt in this game, I have gambled everything away.”

From these words the cadi, as it happened, recognised him 
and called to mind his roguery and the trick he had played.

“You played that game with me,” he said: 
“last year you put me out of action.

My turn is past: this year try that gamble on someone else 
and keep your hands off me!”

The knower of God has been isolated from the six and the five: 
he has become on his guard against the sixes and fives of the backgammon.

He has escaped from the five senses and the six directions: 
he has made you acquainted with beyond all that.

His intimations are the intimations of Eternity: 
he has transcended all conceptions and withdrawn himself apart.

Unless he is outside of this hexagonal well, 
how should he bring up a Joseph from the inside?

He is one who goes to draw water above the pillarless firmament, 
his body, like a bucket, is in the well, helping.

The Josephs cling to his bucket, escape from the well, 
and become kings of Egypt.

نا بنشناسد ز گفتن قاضى اش
ياد نايد از بلاى ماضى اش 

هست فتنه غمزه ى غماز زن
ليك آن صد تو شود ز آواز زن 
چون نمى تانست آوازى فراشت

غمزه ى تنهاى زن سودى نداشت 
گفت قاضى رو تو خصمت را بيار

تا دهم كار ترا با او قرار
جوحى آمد قاضيش نشناخت زود
كاو به وقت لقيه در صندوق بود

زو شنيده بود آواز از برون
در شرى و بيع و در نقص و فزون 

گفت نفقه ى زن چرا ندهى تمام
گفت از جان شرع را هستم غلام 

ليك اگر ميرم ندارم من كفن
مفلس اين لعبم و شش پنجزن 

زين سخن قاضى مگر بشناختش
ياد آورد آن دغل و آن باختش 
گفت آن شش پنج با من باختى

پار اندر شش درم انداختى 
نوبت من رفت امسال آن قمار

با دگر كس باز دست از من بدار
از شش و از پنج عارف گشت فرد

محترز گشته است زين شش پنج نرد
رست او از پنج حس و شش جهت

از وراى آن همه كرد آگهت 
شد اشاراتش اشارات ازل

جاوز الاوهام طرا و اعتزل 
زين چه شش گوشه گر نبود برون

چون بر آرد يوسفى را از درون 
واردى بالاى چرخ بى ستن

جسم او چون دلو در چه چاره كن 
يوسفان چنگال در دلوش زده

رسته از چاه و شه مصرى شده 
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The other buckets seek water from the well: 
his bucket has no concern with the water, it seeks friends.

دلوهاى ديگر از چه آب جو
دلو او فارغ ز آب اصحاب جو

The buckets plunge into the water for food: 
his bucket is the food and life of the soul of the fish.

The buckets are attached to the lofty wheel: 
his bucket is in two Almighty fingers.

What bucket and what cord and what wheel? 
This is a very weak comparison, O pasha.

Where shall I get a comparison that is without frailty? 
One to match him will not come, and never has come.

A hundred thousand men concealed in a single man, 
a hundred bows and arrows enclosed in a single blowpipe;

You did not throw when you threw, a temptation, 
a hundred thousand stacks in a handful.

A sun hidden in a mote: 
suddenly that mote opens its mouth.

The heavens and the earth crumble to atoms before that Sun 
when he springs forth from ambush.

How is a spirit like this meet for the body? 
Listen, O body, wash your hands of this spirit!

O body that has become the spirit’s dwelling-place, it is enough: 
how long can the Sea abide in a water-skin?

O you who are a thousand Gabriels in man, 
O you, who are Messiahs inside the ass,

O you who are a thousand Ka‘bas concealed in a church, 
O you who causes ifrít and devil to fall into error,

You are the spaceless Object of worship in space: 
the devils have their shop destroyed by you,

“How should I pay homage to this clay? 
How should I bestow on a form a title signifying obedience?”

He is not the form: rub your eye well, 
that you may behold the radiance of the light of glory!

دلوها غواص آب از بهر قوت
دلو او قوت و حيات جان حوت 

دلوها وابسته ى چرخ بلند
دلو او در اصبعين زورمند

دلو چه و حبل چه و چرخ چى
اين مثالى بس ركيك است اى اچى 

از كجا آرم مثالى بى شكست
كفو آن نه آيد و نه آمده ست 

صد هزاران مرد پنهان در يكى
صد كمان و تير درج ناوكى

ما رميت إذ رميتى فتنه اى
صد هزاران خرمن اندر حفنه اى 

آفتابى در يكى ذره نهان
ناگهان آن ذره بگشايد دهان

ذره ذره گردد افلاك و زمين
پيش آن خورشيد چون جست از كمين 

اين چنين جانى چه در خورد تنست
هين بشو اى تن از اين جان هر دو دست 

اى تن گشته وثاق جان بس است
چند تاند بحر در مشكى نشست
اى هزاران جبرئيل اندر بشر

اى مسيحان نهان در جوف خر
اى هزاران كعبه پنهان در كنيس

اى غلط انداز عفريت و بليس
سجده گاه لامكانى در مكان

مر بليسان را ز تو ويران دكان
كه چرا من خدمت اين طين كنم

صورتى را من لقب چون دين كنم 
نيست صورت چشم را نيكو بمال

تا ببينى شعشعه ى نور جلال 
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باز آمدن به شرح قصه ى شاه زاده و ملازمت او در حضرت شاه 

Resuming the explanation of the Story of the prince and his constant attendance 
at the court of the King.

The prince in the presence of the King was bewildered by this: 
he beheld the Seven Heavens in a handful of clay.

Nowise was it possible to open his lips in discussion, 
but never for a moment did soul cease to converse with soul.

It came into his mind that It was exceedingly mysterious— 
“all this is reality: whence, then, comes the form?”

A form that frees you from form, 
a sleeper that awakens everyone who is asleep.

The words deliver from words 
and the sickness lets you escape from the sickness.

Therefore the sickness of love is the soul of health: 
its pains are the envy of every pleasure.

O body, wash your hands of this soul now, 
or if you will not wash, seek another soul than this!

In short, the King cherished him fondly, 
and in that Sun he was melting away like the moon.

The melting away of lovers is growth:
like the moon, he has a fresh face while he is melting away.

All the sick hope to be cured, but this sick one sobs, 
crying, “Increase my sickness!

I have found no drink sweeter than this poison: 
no state of health can be sweeter than this disease.

No act of piety can be better than this sin: 
years in comparison with this moment are an hour.”

In this fashion he remained with this King for a long while, 
his heart kabab and his soul laid on the tray.

He said, “The King beheads every one once, 
I am sacrificed anew by the King at every instant.

I am poor in gold, but rich in heads: 
my head has a hundred heads to take its place.

No one can run in Love with two feet: 
no one can play Love with one head;

شاه زاده پيش شه حيران اين
هفت گردون ديده در يك مشت طين 

هيچ ممكن نى به بحثى لب گشود
ليك جان با جان دمى خامش نبود

آمده در خاطرش كاين بس خفى است
اين همه معنى است پس صورت ز چيست 

صورتى از صورتت بيزار كن
خفته اى هر خفته را بيدار كن 
آن كلامت مى رهاند از كلام

و آن سقامت مى جهاند از سقام 
پس سقام عشق جان صحت است

رنجهايش حسرت هر راحت است 
اى تن اكنون دست خود زين جان بشو

ور نمى شويى جز اين جانى بجو
حاصل آن شه نيك او را مى نواخت

او از آن خورشيد چون مه مى گداخت 
آن گداز عاشقان باشد نمو

همچو مه اندر گدازش تازه رو
جمله رنجوران دوا دارند اميد
نالد اين رنجور كم افزون كنيد

خوشتر از اين سم نديدم شربتى
زين مرض خوشتر نباشد صحتى 

زين گنه بهتر نباشد طاعتى
سالها نسبت بدين دم ساعتى 

مدتى بد پيش اين شه زين نسق
دل كباب و جان نهاده بر طبق 

گفت شه از هر كسى يك سر بريد
من ز شه هر لحظه قربانم جديد
من فقيرم از زر از سر محتشم

صد هزاران سر خلف دارد سرم 
با دو پا در عشق نتوان تاختن
با يكى سر عشق نتوان باختن 
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Yet everyone has two feet and one head: 
the body with thousands of feet and heads is a rarity.”

هر كسى را خود دو پا و يك سر است
با هزاران پا و سر تن نادر است 

On this account all combats are in vain, 
this combat grows hotter every moment.

The source of its heat lies beyond the realm of space: 
the seven Hells are a smoke from the sparks of its fire.

Setting forth how Hell will say, when the Bridge Sirat is over it, “O believer, pass more quickly 
across the Sirat! Quick, make haste, lest the greatness of your light put out my fire,”, 

“Pass, O believer, for lo, your light has extinguished my fire.”

For this reason, O sincere man, 
Hell is enfeebled and extinguished by the fire of Love.

It says to him, “Pass speedily, O respected one, 
or else my fire will be destroyed by your flames.”

Behold how this breath dissolves infidelity, 
which alone is the brimstone of Hell!

Quickly entrust your brimstone to this passion, 
in order that neither Hell nor its sparks may assail you.

Paradise says to him, “Pass like the wind, 
or else all that I possess will become unsalable;

For you are the owner of the stack, I am a gleaner: 
I am an idol, you are the provinces of China.”

Both Hell and Paradise are trembling in fear of him: 
neither the one nor the other feels safe from him.

His life sped away and he found no opportunity to cure: 
the waiting consumed him exceedingly and his soul could not endure it.

For a long time, gnashing his teeth, he suffered this: 
ere he attained, his life reached its end.

The form of the Beloved vanished from him: 
he died and was united with the reality of the Beloved.

He said, “Though his raiment was of silk and Shushtar cloth, 
his unscreened embrace is sweeter.

I am denuded of my body, and he of phantasy: 
I am advancing triumphantly in the consummation of union.”

زين سبب هنگامه ها شد كل هدر
هست اين هنگامه هر دم گرمتر
معدن گرمى است اندر لامكان

هفت دوزخ از شرارش يك دخان 

ز آتش عاشق از اين رو اى صفى
مى شود دوزخ ضعيف و منطفى 

گويدش بگذر سبك اى محتشم
ور نه ز آتشهاى تو مرد آتشم 

كفر كه كبريت دوزخ اوست بس
بين كه مى پخساند او را اين نفس 

زود كبريتت بدين سودا سپار
تا نه دوزخ بر تو تازد نه شرار
گويدش جنت گذر كن همچو باد

ور نه گردد هر چه من دارم كساد
كه تو صاحب خرمنى من خوشه چين

من بتى ام تو ولايتهاى چين
هست لرزان زو جحيم و هم جنان
نه مر اين را نه مر آن را زو امان 

رفت عمرش چاره را فرصت نيافت
صبر بس سوزان بد و جان بر نتافت 

مدتى دندان كنان اين مى كشيد
نارسيده عمر او آخر رسيد

صورت معشوق زو شد در نهفت
رفت و شد با معنى معشوق جفت 

گفت لبسش گر ز شعر و ششتر است
اعتناق بى حجابش خوشتر است 

من شدم عريان ز تن او از خيال
مى خرامم در نهايات الوصال 
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These topics may be discussed up to this point; 
all that comes after this must be kept hid;

اين مباحث تا بدين جا گفتنى است
هر چه آيد زين سپس بنهفتنى است 

And if you would tell it and make a hundred thousand efforts, 
It is fruitless labour, for it will never become clear.

As far as the sea, it is a journey on horseback: 
after this you have a wooden horse.

The wooden horse is no good on the dry land: 
it carries exclusively those who voyage on the sea.

The wooden horse is this silence: 
silence gives instruction to the sea-folk.

Every silent one who wearies you 
is uttering shrieks of love Yonder.

You say, “I wonder why he is silent”; 
he says, “How strange! Where is his ear?

I am deafened by the shrieks, he is unaware.” 
The sharp-eared are deaf to this converse.

Someone cries aloud in his dream 
and gives a hundred thousand discussions and communications,

This other sitting beside him is unaware: 
it is really he who is asleep and deaf to that turmoil and tumult.

And he whose wooden horse is shattered and sunk in the water, 
he in sooth is the fish.

He is neither silent nor speaking: he is a marvel: 
there is no name to describe his state.

He does not belong to these two, that prodigy is both: 
to explain this would transgress the limits of due reverence.

This comparison is poor and unsuccessful, 
but in the sensible there was none better than this.

ور بگويى ور بكوشى صد هزار
هست بيگار و نگردد آشكار

تا به دريا سير اسب و زين بود
بعد از اينت مركب چوبين بود

مركب چوبين به خشكى ابتر است
خاص آن درياييان را رهبر است 

اين خموشى مركب چوبين بود
بحريان را خامشى تلقين بود

هر خموشى كه ملولت مى كند
نعره هاى عشق آن سو مى زند

تو همى گويى عجب خامش چراست
او همى گويد عجب گوشش كجاست 

من ز نعره كر شدم او بى خبر
تيز گوشان زين سمر هستند كر
آن يكى در خواب نعره مى زند

صد هزاران بحث و تلقين مى كند
اين نشسته پهلوى او بى خبر

خفته خود آن است و كر ز آن شور و شر
و آن كسى كش مركب چوبين شكست
غرقه شد در آب او خود ماهى است 

نه خموش است و نه گويا نادرى است
حال او را در عبارت نام نيست 

نيست زين دو هر دو هست آن بو العجب
شرح اين گفتن برون است از ادب 

اين مثال آمد ركيك و بى ورود
ليك در محسوس از اين بهتر نبود
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متوفى شدن بزرگين از شه زادگان و آمدن برادر ميانين به جنازه ى برادر كه آن كوچكين صاحب 
فراش بود از رنجورى و نواختن پادشاه ميانين را تا او هم لنگ احسان شد، ماند پيش پادشاه صد 

هزار غنايم غيبى و عينى بدو رسيد از دولت و نظر آن شاه، مع تقرير بعضه 

The death of the eldest prince, and how the middle brother came to his funeral—for the youngest 
was confined to his bed by illness; and how the King treated the middle brother with great affection, 

so that he too was crippled by his kindness; he remained with the King, and a hundred thousand spoils, 
from the unseen and visible worlds, were conferred upon him by the fortune and favour of the King; 

with an exposition of some part thereof.

The youngest was ill, 
and the middle one came alone to the funeral of the eldest.

The King espied him, he said with a purpose, 
“Who is this?—for he is of that sea, and he too is a fish.”

Then the announcer said, “He is a son of the same father: 
this brother is younger than that brother.”

The King greeted him affectionately, saying, “You are a keepsake”; 
and by this enquiry made him too his prey.

In consequence of the kindness shown by the King, 
that wretched man, roasted, found in his body a soul other than the soul.

He felt within his heart a sublime emotion 
which the Sufi does not experience during a hundred chilas.

Court-yard and wall and mountain woven of stone 
seemed to split open before him like a laughing pomegranate.

One by one, the atoms were momently opening their doors to him, 
like tents, in a hundred diverse ways.

The door would become now the window, now the sunbeams; 
the earth would become now the wheat, now the bushel.

In eyes the heavens are very old and threadbare; 
in his eye it was a new creation at every moment.

When the beauteous spirit is delivered from the body, 
no doubt an eye like this will be conferred upon it by destiny.

A hundred thousand mysteries were revealed to him: 
he beheld that which the eyes of the initiated behold.

He opened eye on the form 
of that which he had read in books.

كوچكين رنجور بود و آن وسط
بر جنازه ى آن بزرگ آمد فقط

شاه ديدش گفت قاصد اين كى است
كه از آن بحر است و اين هم ماهى است 

پس معرف گفت پور آن پدر
اين برادر ز آن برادر خردتر
شه نوازيدش كه هستى يادگار

كرد او را هم بدين پرسش شكار
از نواز شاه آن زار حنيذ

در تن خود غير جان جانى بديد
در دل خود ديد عالى غلغله

كه نيابد صوفى آن در صد چله 
عرصه و ديوار و كوه سنگ بافت
پيش او چون نار خندان مى شكافت 

ذره ذره پيش او همچون قباب
دم به دم مى كرد صد گون فتح باب 

باب گه روزن شدى گاهى شعاع
خاك گه گندم شدى و گاه صاع 

در نظرها چرخ بس كهنه و قديد
پيش چشمش هر دمى خلق جديد

روح زيبا چون كه وا رست از جسد
از قضا بى شك چنين چشمش رسد
صد هزاران غيب پيشش شد پديد

آن چه چشم محرمان بيند بديد
آن چه او اندر كتب برخوانده بود
چشم را در صورت آن بر گشود
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From the dust of the mighty King’s horse 
he obtained a precious eye salve for his eyesight.

از غبار مركب آن شاه نر
يافت او كحل عزيزى در بصر

In such a garden of flowers he was trailing his skirt, 
while every part of him was crying, “Is there any more?”

The flowers that grow from plants are a moment; 
the flowers that grow from Reason are fresh.

The flowers that bloom from earth become faded; 
the flowers that bloom from the heart—oh, what a joy!

Know that the delightful sciences known to us 
are two or three bunches of flowers from that Garden.

We are devoted to these two or three bunches of flowers 
because we have shut the Garden-door on ourselves.

Alas, O on account of bread 
such keys are always dropping from your fingers!

And if for a moment you are relieved from preoccupation with bread, 
you dangle about the chador and your passion for women;

And then, when your dropsy breaks into billows, 
you must have under your sway a city full of bread and women.

You were a snake: indeed you have become a dragon. 
You had one head: now you have seven heads.

Hell is a seven-headed dragon: 
your greed is the bait and Hell the snare.

Pull the snare to pieces, burn the bait, 
open new doors in this tenement!

O sturdy beggar, unless you are a lover, 
you have an echo, like the unconscious mountain.

How should the mountain possess a voice of its own? 
The echo is reflected from another, O trusty man.

In the same fashion as your speech is the reflection of another, 
so all your feelings are nothing but a reflection.

Both your anger and your pleasure are reflected from others, 
the joy of the procuress and the rage of the night-patrol.

Pray, what did that poor fellow do to the night-patrol t
hat he should punish and torment him in revenge?

How long the glittering phantom reflected? 
Strive to make this actual for yourself,

بر چنين گلزار دامن مى كشيد
جزو جزوش نعره زن هَلْ مِنْ مزيد

گلشنى كز بقل رويد يك دم است
گلشنى كز عقل رويد خرم است 

گلشنى كز گل دمد گردد تباه
گلشنى كز دل دمد وا فرحتاه 
علمهاى با مزه ى دانسته مان

ز آن گلستان يك دو سه گلدسته دان 
ز آن زبون اين دو سه گل دسته ايم

كه در گلزار بر خود بسته ايم 
آن چنان مفتاحها هر دم به نان
مى فتد اى جان دريغا از بنان 

ور دمى هم فارغ آرندت ز نان
گرد چادر گردى و عشق زنان 
باز استسقات چون شد موج زن
ملك شهرى بايدت پر نان و زن 

مار بودى اژدها گشتى مگر
يك سرت بود اين زمانى هفت سر

اژدهاى هفت سر دوزخ بود
حرص تو دانه ست و دوزخ فخ بود

دام را بدران بسوزان دانه را
باز كن درهاى نو اين خانه را

چون تو عاشق نيستى اى نر گدا
همچو كوهى بى خبر دارى صدا

كوه را گفتار كى باشد ز خود
عكس غير است آن صدا اى معتمد

گفت تو ز آن سان كه عكس ديگرى است
جمله احوالت بجز هم عكس نيست 

خشم و ذوقت هر دو عكس ديگران
شادى قواده و خشم عوان 

آن عوان را آن ضعيف آخر چه كرد
كه دهد او را به كينه زجر و درد

تا به كى عكس خيال لامعه
جهد كن تا گرددت اين واقعه 
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So that your words will be by your immediate feelings, 
and your flight will be made with your own wings and pinions.

تا كه گفتارت ز حال تو بود
سير تو با پر و بال تو بود

It is with alien feathers that the arrow captures its prey; 
consequently it gets no share of the bird’s flesh;

The falcon brings its quarry from the mountains itself; 
consequently the king lets it eat partridge and starling.

The speech that is not from inspiration springs from self-will: 
it is like dust in the air and among the motes.

If this saying appears to the Khwaja to be erroneous, 
recite a few lines at the beginning of Wa’l-Najm.

Down to, Mohammed does not speak from self-will: ’
It is only gained by inspiration.

O Ahmad, since you despair not of inspiration, 
leaves investigation and conjecture to the corporealists;

For in case of necessity a carcass is lawful, 
but there is no need to investigate in the Ka‘ba of union.

Whoever willfully adopts a heresy without investigation 
and the utmost efforts to discover the right way,

The wind will lift him up and kill him, like Ad: 
he is no Solomon that it should waft his throne along.

For Ad the wind is a treacherous carrier: 
as a lamb in the hands of a glutton,

Which he lays in his lap as though it were his own child 
and carries away to slaughter like a butcher.

That wind was (the punishment) for Ad because of their pride: 
they indeed deemed it a friend, it was a stranger.

When of a sudden it turned its coat, 
that evil comrade shattered them piecemeal.

Shatter the wind—for the wind is a great temptation— 
ere it shatter you, like Ad

Hud admonished them, saying, “O prideful folk, 
this wind will tear out of your hands the skirt.

The wind is God’s army, 
and in hypocrisy has it embraced you for a few days.

Secretly it is loyal to its Creator: 
when the appointed term arrives, the wind will throw up its hands.”

صيد گيرد تير هم با پر غير
لاجرم بى بهره است از لحم طير
باز صيد آرد به خود از كوهسار

لاجرم شاهش خوراند كبك و سار
منطقى كز وحى نبود از هواست

همچو خاكى در هوا و در هباست 
گر نمايد خواجه را اين دم غلط

ز اول و النجم بر خوان چند خط
تا كه ما ينطق محمد عن هوى

ان هو الا بوحى احتوى 
احمدا چون نيستت از وحى ياس

جسميان را ده تحرى و قياس 
كز ضرورت هست مردارى حلال
كه تحرى نيست در كعبه ى وصال 

بى تحرى و اجتهادات هدى
هر كه بدعت پيشه گيرد از هوا
همچو عادش بر برد باد و كشد

نه سليمان است تا تختش كشد
عاد را باد است حمال خذول

همچو بره در كف مردى اكول 
همچو فرزندش نهاده بر كنار
مى برد تا بكشدش قصاب وار
عاد را آن باد ز استكبار بود
يار خود پنداشتند اغيار بود
چون بگردانيد ناگه پوستين

خردشان بشكست آن بئس القرين 
باد را بشكن كه بس فتنه ست باد

پيش از آن كت بشكند او همچو عاد
هود دادى پند كاى پر كبر خيل

بر كند از دستتان اين باد ذيل 
لشكر حق است باد و از نفاق

چند روزى با شما كرد اعتناق 
او به سر با خالق خود راست است

چون اجل آيد بر آرد باد دست 
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See how the wind passes through the mouth, 
coming and going at every moment in advance and retreat.

باد را اندر دهن بين رهگذر
هر نفس آيان روان در كر و فر

The throat and teeth are in no danger from it; 
when God commands, it attacks the teeth;

An atom of wind becomes a mountain and heavy, 
and toothache keeps him miserable and ill.

This is the same wind that used to pass by harmlessly: 
it was the life of the crops and it became the death of the crops.

The hand of the person who kissed your hand—
in the moment of anger that hand becomes a mace.

He cries from his soul, “O Lord! O Lord! 
Take away this wind, O You whose aid is besought!

O mouth, you were heedless of this wind: 
go and betake yourself to asking pardon of God with utter abasement.”

His hard eye sheds tears like rain: 
pain causes the unbelievers to call unto God.

Since you have not received the breath of men from a man, listen; 
receive the Divine inspiration from pain.

The wind says, “I am a messenger from the King of mankind: 
now I bring good news, now calamitous and bad;

For I am subject to command, I am not in command of myself: 
when am I forgetful, like you, of my King?

If your state resembled that of Solomon, 
I should have carried you as I carried Solomon.

I am lent; I should have become a possession in your hand: 
I should have made you acquainted with my mystery.

But since you are rebellious and I am taken on loan 
to serve you for three or four days,

Therefore I will lay you low, like Ad, 
and dash away in revolt from your army,

In order that your faith in the Unseen 
may become firm at the moment when your faith is a source of woe.”

At that moment, in truth, all become believers: 
at that moment even the headstrong run on their heads.

At that moment they cry piteously and make humble supplication, 
like robbers and brigands under the gibbet.

حلق و دندانها از او ايمن بود
حق چو فرمايد به دندان در فتد

كوه گردد ذره ى باد و ثقيل
درد دندان داردش زار و عليل 

اين همان باد است كايمن مى گذشت
بود جان كشت و گشت او مرگ كشت 

دست آن كس كه بكردت دست بوس
وقت خشم آن دست مى گردد دبوس 

يا رب و يا رب بر آرد او ز جان
كه ببر اين باد را اى مستعان 

اى دهان غافل بدى زين باد رو
از بن دندان در استغفار شو

چشم سختش اشكها باران كند
منكران را درد اللهَّ خوان كند

چون دم مردان نپذرفتى ز مرد
وحى حق را هين پذيرا شو ز درد

باد گويد پيكم از شاه بشر
گه خبر خير آورم گه شور و شر

ز انكه مأمورم امير خود نى ام
من چو تو غافل ز شاه خود كى ام 

گر سليمان وار بودى حال تو
چون سليمان گشتمى حمال تو

عاريه ستم گشتمى ملك كفت
كردمى بر راز خود من واقفت 
ليك چون تو ياغيى من مستعار

مى كنم خدمت ترا روزى سه چهار
پس چو عادت سر نگونيها دهم

ز اسپه تو ياغيانه بر جهم 
تا به غيب ايمان تو محكم شود

آن زمان كايمانت مايه ى غم شود
آن زمان خود جملگان مومن شوند

آن زمان خود سركشان بر سر دوند
آن زمان زارى كنند و افتقار

همچو دزد و راه زن در زير دار
4700
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But if you become upright in the Unseen, 
you are owner of the two worlds and a magistrate over yourself.

ليك گر در غيب گردى مستوى
مالك دارين و شحنه ى خود توى 

The abiding magistracy and kingship 
is not taken on loan for two days and ailing.

You are delivered from strife and can act for yourself: 
you are king and at the same time beating your own drum.

When the World squeezes our throats tightly, 
would that our gullets and mouths had eaten earth!

This mouth, indeed, has been an eater of earth; 
but an earth that has been coloured.

This roast-meat and this wine and this sugar 
are coloured and painted earth, O son.

When you have eaten or drunk and they have become flesh and skin, 
He gives them the colour of flesh, but they are still the earth of street.

It is from a bit of earth that He stitches the clay, 
and then makes the whole a bit of earth again.

Hindus, Turks, Greeks and Abyssinians— 
all have quite the same colour in the grave.

So you may know that all those colours and pictures 
are entirely a mask and deceit and borrowed.

The only lasting colour is the dye of Allah: 
know that all the rest are tied on like a bell.

The colour of sincerity and the colour of piety and intuitive faith 
will endure in the worshippers for evermore;

And the colour of doubt and the colour of ingratitude and hypocrisy 
will endure in the undutiful soul for evermore;

Like wicked Pharaoh’s blackness of face, 
the colour whereof is enduring, though his body passes away.

The radiance and glory in the beauteous faces of the sincere: 
their bodies pass away, but that remains till the Day of Judgement.

The only ugly one is that ugly one; the only beautiful one is that beautiful one: 
this one is always laughing and that one scowling.

He gives to earth a certain colour and variety and value, 
and causes childish folk to wrangle over it.

A piece of dough is baked in the shape of a camel or lion; 
children bite their fingers in their greed for it.

شحنگى و پادشاهى مقيم
نه دو روزه و مستعار است و سقيم 

رستى از بيگار و كار خود كنى
هم تو شاه و هم تو طبل خود زنى 
چون گلو تنگ آورد بر ما جهان

خاك خوردى كاشكى حلق و دهان 
اين دهان خود خاك خوارى آمده ست
ليك خاكى را كه آن رنگين شده ست 
اين كباب و اين شراب و اين شكر
خاك رنگين است و نقشين اى پسر

چون كه خوردى و شد آنها لحم و پوست
رنگ لحمش داد و اين هم خاك كوست 

هم ز خاكى بخيه بر گل مى زند
جمله را هم باز خاكى مى كند

هندو و قفچاق و رومى و حبش
جمله يك رنگ اند اندر گور خوش 

ا بدانى كان همه رنگ و نگار
جمله رو پوش است و مكر و مستعار

رنگ باقى صِبْغَةَ اللهَِّ است و بس
غير آن بر بسته دان همچون جرس 

رنگ صدق و رنگ تقوى و يقين
تا ابد باقى بود بر عابدين 

رنگ شك و رنگ كفران و نفاق
تا ابد باقى بود بر جان عاق 

چون سيه رويى فرعون دغا
رنگ آن باقى و جسم او فنا

برق و فر روى خوب صادقين
تن فنا شد و آن بجا تا يوم دين 

زشت آنزشت است و خوب آنخوب و بس
دايم آن ضحاك و اين اندر عبس

خاك را رنگ و فن و سنگى دهد
طفل خويان را بر آن جنگى دهد

از خميرى اشتر و شيرى پزند
كودكان از حرص آن كف مى گزند
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The lion or camel turns to bread in the mouth, 
but it is futile to tell this to children.

شير و اشتر نان شود اندر دهان
درنگيرد اين سخن با كودكان 

The child is in an ignorance and fancy and doubt: 
at any rate, thank God, his strength is little.

The child is quarrelsome and very mischievous: 
thank God for his lack of skill and strength.

Alas for these childish undisciplined elders 
who in their strength have become an affliction to every guardian!

When weapons and ignorance are brought together, 
he becomes in his tyranny a world-consuming Pharaoh.

O poor man, thank God for your deficiency, 
for you are delivered from being a Pharaoh and ungrateful.

Thank God that you are the oppressed, not the oppressor: 
you are secure from acting like Pharaoh and from every temptation.

An empty belly never bragged of Divinity, 
for it has no faggots to feed its fire.

An empty belly is the Devil’s prison, 
because anxiety for bread prevents him from plotting and deceiving.

Know that a belly full of viands is the Devil’s market, 
where the Devil’s merchants raise a clamour:

Merchants who practice sorcery and sell worthless goods 
and obfuscate wits by vociferation.

By sorcery they cause a vat to run like a horse 
and make a piece of linen out of moonshine and twilight.

They weave earth like silk 
and throw earth in the eyes of the discerning.

They give to a bit of sandal-wood the appearance of a piece of wood; 
they put in us the envious desire for a clod.

Holy is He who gives earth a colour 
and causes us to quarrel over it like children.

A skirt full of earth, and we are like little children: 
in our sight the earth is as gold of the mine.

There is no room for a child beside men: 
how should God let a child sit with men?

If fruit become old, so long as it is immature and not ripe 
it is called ghúra (unripe grapes).

كودك اندر جهل و پندار و شكى است
شكر بارى قوت او اندكى است

طفل را استيزه و صد آفت است
شكر اين كه بى فن و بى قوت است 

واى از اين پيران طفل نااديب
گشته از قوت بلاى هر رقيب 

چون سلاح و جهل جمع آيد بهم
گشت فرعونى جهان سوز از ستم 

شكر كن اى مرد درويش از قصور
كه ز فرعونى رهيدى و ز كفور

شكر كه مظلومى و ظالم نه اى
ايمن از فرعونى و هر فتنه اى 

اشكم تى لاف اللهى نزد
كآتشش را نيست از هيزم مدد

اشكم خالى بود زندان ديو
كش غم نان مانع است از مكر و ريو

اشكم پر لوت دان بازار ديو
تاجران ديو را در وى غريو
تاجران ساحر لاشى فروش

عقلها را تيره كرده از خروش 
خم روان كرده ز سحرى چون فرس

كرده كرباسى ز مهتاب و غلس 
چون بريشم خاك را بر مى تنند

خاك در چشم مميز مى زنند
چندلى را رنگ عودى مى دهند
بر كلوخيمان حسودى مى دهند
پاك آن كه خاك را رنگى دهد

همچو كودكمان بر آن جنگى دهد
دامنى پر خاك ما چون طفلكان

در نظرمان خاك همچون زر كان 
طفل را با بالغان نبود مجال

طفل را حق كى نشاند با رجال 
ميوه گر كهنه شود تا هست خام

پخته نبود غوره گويندش بنام 
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Though immature and sour reach the age of a hundred years, 
he is a child and unripe in the opinion of every sagacious person.

گر شود صد ساله آن خام ترش
طفل و غوره ست او بر هر تيز هش 

Though his hair and beard be white, 
he is still in the childish state of fear and hope,

Saying, “Shall I attain, or am I left immature? 
Oh, I wonder, will the Vine bestow that bounty on me?

Notwithstanding such an incapacity and remoteness, will He confer on 
these unripe grapes of mine perfection like that of the ripe grape (angúr)?

I have no hopes from any quarter, 
but that Bounty is saying to me, ‘Do not despair!’”

Our Khaqan has made a perpetual feast: 
He is always pulling our ears, “Do not lose hope! ”

Although we are in the ditch by this despair, 
let us go dancing along since He has invited us.

Let us dance like mettlesome horses 
galloping towards the familiar pasturage.

Let us toss our feet, though no foot is there; 
let us drain the cup, though no cup is there,

Because all things there are spiritual: 
It is reality on reality on reality.

Form is the shadow, reality is the sun: 
the shadowless light is in the ruin.

When not a brick is left on a brick there, 
no ugly shadow remains in the moonlight.

If the brick be of gold it must be torn away, 
since the brick is the price paid for inspiration and light.

In order to remove the shadow the mountain is razed to the ground: 
It is a small matter to fall to pieces for the sake of this light.

When the light of the Lord struck on the surface of the mountain, 
it fell to pieces in order that it should penetrate its interior too.

As soon as a loaf of bread touches the palm of a hungry man, 
his eyes and mouth open wide in desire it.

This is worth falling into a hundred thousand pieces: 
soar up through the heaven, O earth,

That the light of heaven may consume your shadow: 
the night is caused by your shadow, O enemy of Day.

گر چه باشد مو و ريش او سپيد
هم در آن طفلى خوف است و اميد

كه رسم يا نارسيده مانده ام
اى عجب با من كند كرم آن كرم 

با چنين ناقابلى و دوريى
بخشد اين غوره مرا انگوريى 

نيستم اوميدوار از هيچ سو
و آن كرم مى گويدم لا تيأسوا
دايما خاقان ما كردست طو

گوشمان را مى كشد لا تقنطوا
گر چه ما زين نااميدى در گويم

چون صلا زد دست اندازان رويم 
دست اندازيم چون اسبان سيس
در دويدن سوى مرعاى انيس 

گام اندازيم و آن جا گام نى
جام پردازيم و آن جا جام نى 

ز انكه آن جا جمله اشيا جانى است
معنى اندر معنى اندر معنى است 
هست صورت سايه معنى آفتاب

نور بى سايه بود اندر خراب 
چون كه آن جا خشت بر خشتى نماند

نور مه را سايه ى زشتى نماند
خشت اگر زرين بود بر كندنى است

چون بهاى خشت وحى و روشنى است 
كوه بهر دفع سايه مندك است

پاره گشتن بهر اين نور اندك است 
بر برون كه چو زد نور صمد
پاره شد تا در درونش هم زند

گرسنه چون بر كفش زد قرص نان
واشكافد از هوس چشم و دهان 

صد هزاران پاره گشتن ارزد اين
از ميان چرخ برخيز اى زمين 

تا كه نور چرخ گردد سايه سوز
شب ز سايه ى تست اى ياغى روز
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This earth is like a cradle for babes: 
it cramps the movements of grownup men.

اين زمين چون گاهواره ى طفلكان
بالغان را تنگ مى دارد مكان

On account of the babes God has called the earth a cradle, 
and He has bestowed milk on the babes in their cradle.

The house is crowded with these cradles: 
let the babes grow up quickly, O King!

O cradle, do not incommode the house, 
so that the grown-up man can move freely.

The vicious distempered thoughts that arose in the prince in consequence of the self-sufficiency 
and illumination with which his heart had been endowed by the King: how he proceeded to show 

ingratitude and rebelliousness, and how the King, being made aware of it in an inspired 
and mysterious manner, was pained at heart and, though outwardly unconscious, 

dealt his spirit a wound, etc.

When from the inward nature of the King the allowance was paid over, 
without sale or purchase, into his soul,

His moon-like soul was feeding on the light of the King’s soul 
as the moon on the sun,

And the spiritual ration from the peerless King 
was arriving in his intoxicated soul at every moment.

It was not that which polytheists and Christians 
eat part of the food which the angels eat.

He felt self-sufficient within himself, 
and from self-sufficiency emerged a feeling of insolent pride.

“Am not I,” said he, “both a king and a king’s son? 
How have I let this King take control of me?

Now that a resplendent moon has risen for me, 
why should I be following a cloud of dust?

The water is in my river-bed, and it is time to show disdain: 
why should I who want nothing endure disdain from another?

Why should I bandage my head when my headache is gone? 
The time for pale face and tearful eye is past.

Since my lips have become as sugar and my cheeks as the moon, 
I must open another shop.”

بهر طفلان حق زمين را مهد خواند
در گواره شير بر طفلان فشاند
خانه تنگ آمد از اين گهواره ها

طفلكان را زود بالغ كن شها
اى گواره خانه را ضيق مدار

تا تواند كرد بالغ انتشار

وسوسه اى كه پادشاه زاده را پيدا شد از سبب استغنايى و كشفى كه از شاه دل او را حاصل شده بود 
و قصد ناشكرى و سركشى مى كرد، شاه را از راه الهام و سر خبر شد، دلش درد كرد، روح او را 

زخمى زد چنان كه صورت شاه را خبر نبود الى آخره 

چون مسلم گشت بى بيع و شرى
از درون شاه در جانش جرى 

قوت مى خوردى ز نور جان شاه
ماه جانش همچو از خورشيد ماه 

راتبه ى جانى ز شاه بى نديد
دم به دم در جان مستش مى رسيد

آن نه كه ترسا و مشرك مى خورند
ز آن غذايى كه ملايك مى خورند

اندرون خويش استغنا بديد
گشت طغيانى ز استغنا پديد

كه نه من هم شاه و هم شه زاده ام
چون عنان خود بدين شه داده ام 

چون مرا ماهى بر آمد با لمع
من چرا باشم غبارى را تبع 

آب در جوى من است و وقت ناز
ناز غير از چه كشم من بى نياز
سر چرا بندم چو درد سر نماند

وقت روى زرد و چشم تر نماند
چون شكر لب گشته ام عارض قمر

باز بايد كرد دكان دگر
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When his carnal soul began to spawn from this egoism, 
he began to chew a hundred thousand thistles.

زين منى چون نفس زاييدن گرفت
صد هزاران ژاژ خاييدن گرفت 

Even the evil eye can traverse a hundred deserts 
to reach the object of its greed and envy:

How should the sea of the King, to which every water returns, 
be ignorant of what is in torrent and river?

The King’s heart was pained by his thoughts 
and the ingratitude for his virgin munificence.

He said, “Please, O base ill-mannered fellow 
was this bounty deserved? Marvellous!

How I have dealt with you in this precious treasure! 
How you have dealt with me in your mean-spiritedness!

I have put in your bosom a moon 
that will never set till the Day of Reckoning,

And in requital for that gift of pure light 
you have thrown thorns and earth in my eye.

I have become for you a ladder to Heaven, 
and you have become a bow and arrow in combat with me.”

Pangs of jealousy arose in the King: 
the reflection of the King’s pangs entered into him.

The bird of his felicity fluttered violently in reproaching him 
and tore the veil of him who had sought seclusion.

When the comely youth felt within himself 
the dust and effects of his wicked behaviour,

The allowance of favour and bounty had failed 
and that the house of his joy was filled with sorrow,

He came to himself from the intoxication caused by the wine; 
in consequence of that sin his head became the abode of crop sickness.

He had eaten the wheat, his celestial robe had been stripped off him, 
and Paradise had become for him a desert and sandy plain.

He perceived that that draught had made him ill 
and that the poison of those egoistic pretensions had done its work.

His soul that was like a peacock in the garden of delight 
became like an owl in the wilderness of unreality.

Like Adam, he was left far away from Paradise, 
driving an ox on the earth for the purpose of sowing.

صد بيابان ز آن سوى حرص و حسد
تا بدان جا چشم بد هم مى رسد

بحر شه كه مرجع هر آب اوست
چون نداند آن چه اندر سيل و جوست 

شاه را دل درد كرد از فكر او
ناسپاسى عطاى بكر او

گفت آخر اى خس واهى ادب
اين سزاى داد من بود اى عجب 

من چه كردم با تو زين گنج نفيس
تو چه كردى با من از خوى خسيس 

من ترا ماهى نهادم در كنار
كه غروبش نيست تا روز شمار

در جزاى آن عطاى نور پاك
تو زدى در ديده ى من خار و خاك 

من ترا بر چرخ گشته نردبان
تو شده در حرب من تير و كمان 

درد غيرت آمد اندر شه پديد
عكس درد شاه اندر وى رسيد

مرغ دولت در عتابش بر طپيد
پرده ى آن گوشه گشته بر دريد

چون درون خود بديد آن خوش پسر
از سيه كارى خود گرد و اثر

آن وظيفه ى لطف و نعمت كم شده
خانه ى شادى او پر غم شده 
با خود آمد او ز مستى عقار

ز آن گنه گشته سرش خانه ى خمار
خورده گندم حله زو بيرون شده
خلد بر وى باديه و هامون شده 
ديد كان شربت و را بيمار كرد

زهر آن ما و منيها كار كرد
جان چون طاوس در گلزار ناز

همچو جغدى شد به ويرانه ى مجاز
همچو آدم دور ماند او از بهشت

در زمين مى راند گاوى بهر كشت 
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He was shedding tears and crying, “O Hindu mighty, 
you have made the lion a captive of the cow’s tail.

اشك مى راند او كه اى هندوى زاو
شير را كردى اسير دم گاو

O wicked fleshly soul with your chill breath, 
you have acted disloyally to the King who answers every call for help.

In your greed for a grain of wheat you have chosen the trap, 
and every grain of its wheat has become a scorpion to you.

The vain fancy of egoism came into your head: 
behold a shackle weighing fifty mann on your foot!”

In this fashion was he mourning for his soul, saying, 
“Why did I become the antagonist of my sovereign?”

He came to himself and asked pardon of God, 
and with his repentance he combined something else.

The pain that arises from dread of losing one’s faith—
take pity, for that is the irremediable pain.

May no human being have perfect raiment! 
As soon as he is delivered from enduring he at once seeks the seat of honour.

May no human being possess a fist and nails! 
Then he never thinks of devotion and righteousness.

It is best for a man to be killed in tribulation: 
the carnal soul is an ingrate and one that has gone astray.

How God addressed Azrael, saying, “Of all these creatures whose souls you have seized, 
whom did you pity most?” and the answer given by Azrael to the Lord.

God was saying to Azrael, “O marshal, 
whom of all the miserable ones did you pity?”

He replied, “My heart burns with grief for them all, 
but I am afraid to neglect the command,

So that I should say, 
‘would that God might sacrifice me in exchange for the youth!’”

God asked, “For whom did you feel the greatest pity? 
On account of whom was your heart most filled with flame and grilled?”

“One day,” said he, “by Your command 
I wrecked a ship on the fierce waves, so that it went to pieces.

كردى اى نفس بد بارد نفس
بى حفاظى با شه فريادرس 

دام بگزيدى ز حرص گندمى
بر تو شد هر گندم او كژدمى 
در سرت آمد هواى ما و من

قيد بين بر پاى خود پنجاه من 
نوحه مى كرد اين نمط بر جان خويش

كه چرا گشتم ضد سلطان خويش 
آمد او با خويش و استغفار كرد

با انابت چيز ديگر يار كرد
درد كان از وحشت ايمان بود

رحم كن كان درد بى درمان بود
مر بشر را خود مبا جامه ى درست

چون رهيد از صبر در حين صدر جست 
مر بشر را پنجه و ناخن مباد

كه نه دين انديشد آن گه نه سداد
آدمى اندر بلا كشته به است

نفس كافر نعمت است و گمره است

خطاب حق به عزرائيل كه ترا رحم بر كه بيشتر آمد از اين خلايق كه جانشان قبض كردى، و جواب 
دادن عزرائيل حضرت را

حق به عزرائيل مى گفت اى نقيب
بر كه رحم آمد ترا از هر كئيب 
گفت بر جمله دلم سوزد به درد

ليك ترسم امر را اهمال كرد
تا بگويم كاشكى يزدان مرا

در عوض قربان كند بهر فتى 
گفت بر كى بيشتر رحم آمدت

از كه دل پر ز سوز و بريان تر شدت 
گفت روزى كشتيى بر موج تيز

من شكستم ز امر تا شد ريز ريز
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Then You bade me take the souls of them all, except one woman and 
one child belonging to that company.

بس بگفتى قبض كن جان همه
جز زنى و غير طفلى ز آن رمه 

The two were left on a plank, 
and the plank was being driven on by the waves.

Then You said, ‘Take the mother’s soul 
and leave the child alone in obedience to the command Be!’

When I parted the child from its mother, 
You yourself know how bitter It was to me.

Often have I seen sighs in great mourning, 
the bitter grief of that child has never gone from my recollection.”

God said, “Of My grace 
I bade the waves cast that child into a forest—

A forest abounding in lilies and sweet basils and roses, 
full of trees laden with fruit good to eat,

And fountains of sweet limpid water. 
I fostered the child with a hundred endearments.

Myriads of melodious singing-birds 
poured forth a hundred songs in that garden.

I made for him a couch of wild-rose leaves; 
I made him secure from the shock of afflictions.

I told the sun not to scorch him; 
I told the wind to blow on him gently;

I told the clouds not to rain upon him; 
I told the lightning not to dart at him.

I said, ‘O December, do not cut off the mild weather from this orchard; 
O November, do not let your fist fall on this garden.’”

The miracles of Shayban Ra’i, May God sanctify his venerable spirit!

Just as Shayban Ra’i, because of the stubborn wolf, 
used to draw a line round his flock at the hour of the Friday prayers,

In order that no sheep should go beyond that line, 
and that no wolf or mischievous robber should come inside.

It was on the model of Hud’s circle of refuge, 
in which his followers were safe from the sarsar wind.

هر دو بر يك تخته اى درماندند
تخته را آن موجها مى راندند

باز گفتى جان مادر قبض كن
طفل را بگذار تنها ز امر كن 
چون ز مادر بگسليدم طفل را

خود تو مى دانى چه تلخ آمد مرا
بس بديدم دود ماتمهاى زفت
تلخى آن طفل از فكرم نرفت 

گفت حق آن طفل را از فضل خويش
موج را گفتم فگن در بيشه ايش 

بيشه ى پر سوسن و ريحان و گل
پر درخت ميوه دار خوش اكل 

چشمه هاى آب شيرين زلال
پروريدم طفل را با صد دلال 

صد هزاران مرغ مطرب خوش صدا
اندر آن روضه فگنده صد نوا
بسترش كردم ز برگ نسترن

كرده او را ايمن از صدمه ى فتن 
گفته من خورشيد را كاو را مگز

باد را گفته بر او آهسته وز
ابر را گفته بر او باران مريز

برق را گفته بر او مگراى تيز
زين چمن اى دى مبر آن اعتدال

پنجه اى بهمن بر اين روضه ممال 

كرامات شيخ شيبان راعى و بيان معجزه ى هود عليه السلام 

همچو شيبان راعى از گرگ عنيد
وقت جمعه بر رعا خط مى كشيد
تا برون نايد از آن خط گوسفند
نه در آيد گرگ و دزد با گزند

بر مثال دايره ى تعويذ هود
كاندر آن صرصر امان آل بود



298

4820

4825

4830

“Stay quietly within this line for eight days 
and view the terrible mutilation outside.”

هشت روزى اندر اين خط تن زنيد
و ز برون مثله تماشا مى كنيد

It lifted into the air and flung them on the stones, 
so that flesh and bone were torn asunder.

One party it hurled against each other in the air, 
so that their bones crumbled like poppy-seed.

There is no room in the Masnaví 
to describe fully that chastisement whereat Heaven trembled.

If, O icy wind, you are doing this by nature, 
try to invade the line and circle drawn by Hud!

O natural philosopher, perceive that this kingdom is above Nature, 
or else come and wipe out this from the Holy Book!

Prohibit those who recite the Qur’an and impose a ban, 
or punish the teacher and put terror into him!

You are helpless and unable to understand the cause of this helplessness: 
your helplessness is a reflection of the Day of Retribution.

O perverse man, you have many a helpless plight before you: 
the hour comes, lo, the hidden ones will emerge!

Happy is he whose food is this helplessness and bewilderment 
and who in both worlds are sleeping in the shadow of the Beloved.

He is conscious of being helpless both in the stable and in the last state: 
he is dead; he has adopted “the old women’s religion.”

Like Zalikha, when Joseph beamed upon her, 
found the way from decrepitude to youth.

Life depends on dying and on suffering tribulation: 
the Water of Life is in the Darkness.

Resuming the Story of the most High God’s bringing up Nimrod in his childhood 
without the intervention of mother and nurse.

“In short, that garden, like the orchard of gnostics, 
was secure from the simoom and the sarsar wind.

A leopardess had newly given birth to cubs: 
I bade her give milk to him, and she obeyed.

بر هوا بردى فگندى بر حجر
تا دريدى لحم و عظم از همدگر
يك گره را بر هوا در هم زدى

تا چو خشخاش استخوان ريزان شدى 
آن سياست را كه لرزيد آسمان

مثنوى اندر نگنجد شرح آن 
گر به طبع اين مى كنى اى باد سرد

گرد خط و دايره ى آن هود گرد
اى طبيعى فوق طبع اين ملك بين
يا بيا و محو كن از مصحف اين 

مقريان را منع كن بندى بنه
يا معلم را بمال و سهم ده 

عاجزى و خيره كاين عجز از كجاست
عجز تو تابى از آن روز جزاست 

عجزها دارى تو در پيش اى لجوج
وقت شد پنهانيان را نك خروج 

خرم آن كاين عجز و حيرت قوت اوست
در دو عالم خفته اندر ظل دوست 
هم در آخور هم در آخر عجز ديد

مرده شد دين عجايز را گزيد
چون زليخا يوسفش بر وى بتافت
از عجوزى در جوانى راه يافت 

زندگى در مردن و در محنت است
آب حيوان در درون ظلمت است 

رجوع كردن به قصه ى پروردن حق تعالى نمرود را بى واسطه ى مادر و دايه در طفلى 

حاصل آن روضه چو باغ عارفان
از سموم و صرصر آمد در امان 

يك پلنگى طفلكان نوزاده بود
گفتم او را شير ده طاعت نمود



299

4850

4835

4845

So she gave him milk and tended him 
till he grew up and became strong and valiant.

پس بدادش شير و خدمتهاش كرد
تا كه بالغ گشت و زفت و شير مرد

When he was weaned, 
I told the peris to teach him how to discourse and deal justice.

I gave him nourishment from that garden: 
how should My artfulness be contained in words.

I bestowed on Job a father’s love 
in order that he might entertain the worms hospitably and do them no harm.

I bestowed on the worms love for him like that of children for their father. 
Look, here is Power, here is Hand!

I have taught mothers to care: 
how must be the kindness that I have kindled!

I showed a hundred favours and a hundred ties, 
that he might experience My kindness directly,

And not be distracted by any secondary cause, 
to the end that every call for help should be made by him to Me,

Or at least that he should have no excuse and no occasion 
to complain of any evil companion.

He enjoyed this tender care by a hundred ties, 
for I fostered him without an intermediary.

His thanks, O honoured servant, were this 
that he became Nimrod and the burner of Khalíl”—

Just as this prince, in return for the favours of the King, 
showed arrogance and sought to aggrandise himself,

Saying, “Why should I become the follower of another 
when I possess empire and new fortune?”

The King’s favours, of which the tale has been told above, 
were veiled from his heart by his outrageous insolence—

“Even so did Nimrod ignorantly and blindly 
trample underfoot those favours.

Now he has become an infidel and is waylaying: 
he is acting with arrogance and pretending to Divinity.

By means of three vultures he has gone towards august Heaven 
in order to battle with Me,

And has killed a hundred thousand innocent children 
that he may find Abraham;

چون فطامش شد بگفتم با پرى
تا در آموزيد نطق و داورى 

پرورش دادم مر او را ز آن چمن
كى به گفت اندر بگنجد فن من 

داده من ايوب را مهر پدر
بهر مهمانى كرمان بى ضرر
داده كرمان را بر او مهر ولد

بر پدر من اينت قدرت اينت يد
مادران را داب من آموختم

چون بود لطفى كه من افروختم 
صد عنايت كردم و صد رابطه

تا ببيند لطف من بى واسطه 
تا نباشد از سبب در كش مكش

تا بود هر استعانت از منش 
ور نه تا خود هيچ عذرى نبودش

شكوتى نبود ز هر يار بدش 
اين حضانه ديد با صد رابطه
كه بپروردم و را بى واسطه 

شكر او آن بود اى بنده ى جليل
كه شد او نمرود و سوزنده ى خليل 

همچنان كاين شاه زاده شكر شاه
كرد استكبار و استكثار جاه 
كه چرا من تابع غيرى شوم

چون كه صاحب ملك و اقبال نوم 
لطفهاى شه كه ذكر آن گذشت
از تجبر بر دلش پوشيده گشت 

همچنان نمرود آن الطاف را
زير پا بنهاد از جهل و عمى 

اين زمان كافر شد و ره مى زند
كبر و دعوى خدايى مى كند
رفته سوى آسمان با جلال

با سه كركس تا كند با من قتال 
صد هزاران طفل بى تلويم را

كشته تا يابد وى ابراهيم را

4840
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For the astrologers declared that, according to the forecast for the 
year, there would be born an adversary to combat him,

كه منجم گفت كاندر حكم سال
زاد خواهد دشمنى بهر قتال 

‘Listen, take precautions to repel that enemy’; 
in his craziness he would eagerly kill every child that was born.

To confound him, the inspired child was saved; 
the blood of the others remained upon his neck.

Oh, it is wonderful! Did he obtain that empire from his father 
so that he was befooled by the darkness of noble lineage?

If father and mother were an obstacle to others, 
he derived the jewels in his pocket from Me.”

Assuredly your wicked carnal soul is a rapacious wolf: 
why are you laying the blame on every comrade?

In its misguidedness the foul disbelieving unconscionable carnal soul 
is a cap for a hundred baldpates.

For this reason, O poor slave, I am always saying, 
“Do not remove the collar from the neck of the cur.”

If this cur has become a teacher, it is a cur still: 
be you one whose carnal soul is abased, for it is evil-natured.

You will perform your bounden duty 
if you go round about Suhayl as Tá’if hide,

In order that Suhayl may redeem you from the vices of the skin, 
and that you may fit the foot of the Beloved like a boot.

The entire Qur’an is a description of the viciousness of carnal souls: 
look into the Holy Book! Where is your eye?

An account of the carnal soul of people like Ad, which found weapons, 
took the utmost pains to combat the prophets.

From generation to generation, the wickedness of the undisciplined 
carnal soul was the cause of the world being suddenly set on fire.

Returning to the Story of the prince who was smitten by a blow from the heart of the King 
and departed from this world before he was fully endowed with the other excellences.

Abridge the tale: after a year the indignation of that jealous one 
brought him to the grave.

When the King emerged from the state of self-effacement into consciousness, 
his martial eye had wrought that bloodshed.

هين بكن در دفع آن خصم احتياط
هر كه مى زاييد مى كشت از خباط

كورى او رست طفل وحى كش
ماند خونهاى دگر در گردنش 
از پدر يابيد آن ملك اى عجب
تا غرورش داد ظلمات نسب 

ديگران را گر ام و اب شد حجاب
او ز ما يابيد گوهرها بجيب 

گرگ درنده ست نفس بد يقين
چه بهانه مى نهى بر هر قرين 

در ضلالت هست صد كل را كله
نفس زشت كفرناك پر سفه 

زين سبب مى گويم اى بنده ى فقير
سلسله از گردن سگ بر مگير

گر معلم گشت اين سگ هم سگ است
باش ذلت نفسه كاو بد رگ است 

فرض مى آرى بجا گر طايفى
بر سهيلى چون اديم طايفى 

تا سهيلت واخرد از شر پوست
تا شوى چون موزه اى هم پاى دوست 

جمله قرآن شرح خبث نفسهاست
بنگر اندر مصحف آن چشمت كجاست 

ذكر نفس عاديان كآلت بيافت
در قتال انبيا مو مى شكافت 

قرن قرن از شوم نفس بى ادب
ناگهان اندر جهان مى زد لهب 

رجوع كردن بدان قصه كه شاه زاده زخم خورد از خاطر شاه، پيش از استكمال فضايل ديگر از دنيا برفت 

قصه كوته كن كه رشك آن غيور
برد او را بعد سالى سوى گور

شاه چون از محو شد سوى وجود
چشم مريخيش آن خون كرده بود
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When the peerless looked at his quiver 
he perceived that one arrow was missing from his quiver.

چون به تركش بنگريد آن بى نظير
ديد كم از تركشش يك چوبه تير

He said “Where is that arrow?” and requested God. 
He replied, “In his throat, for it is by your arrow.”

The King, whose heart was like an ocean, pardoned him; 
but, alas, the arrow had struck a vital spot.

He was slain, and the King wept in mourning for him, 
he is all: he is both the slayer and the next of kin;

For if he is not both, then he is not all; 
he is both the slayer of people and a mourner.

The pale-cheeked martyr was thanking that it had smitten his body 
and had not smitten that which is real.

The visible body is doomed to go at last 
that which is real shall live rejoicing forever.

If that punishment was inflicted, yet it fell only on the skin: 
the lover went unscathed to the Beloved.

Although he laid hold of the Emperor’s saddle-strap, 
in the end he was admitted by the eye whose glances kill.

And the third was the laziest of the three: 
he won completely—the form as well as the reality.

The injunctions given by a certain person that after he died his property should be inherited 
by whichever of his three sons was the laziest.

Long ago a certain person, in giving injunctions on his death-bed, 
had spoken—

He had three sons like three moving cypresses: 
to them he had devoted his soul and his spirit.

He said, “Whichever of these three is the laziest, 
let him take all the goods and gold in my possession.”

He told the cadi and enjoined him strictly: 
after that, he drained the wine cup of death.

The sons said to the cadi, “O noble sir, 
we three orphans will not depart from his decision.

گفت كو آن تير و از حق باز جست
گفت كاندر حلق او كز تير تست 

عفو كرد آن شاه دريادل ولى
آمده بد تير او بر مقتلى 

كشته شد در نوحه ى او مى گريست
اوست جمله هم كشنده و هم ولى است

ور نباشد هر دو او پس كل نيست
هم كشنده ى خلق و هم ماتم كنى است 

شكر مى كرد آن شهيد زرد خد
كان بزد بر جسم و بر معنى نزد

جسم ظاهر عاقبت هم رفتنى است
تا ابد معنى بخواهد شاد زيست 

آن عتاب ار رفت هم بر پوست رفت
دوست بى آزار سوى دوست رفت 

گر چه او فتراك شاهنشه گرفت
آخر از عين الكمال او ره گرفت 
و آن سوم كاهلترين هر سه بود
صورت و معنى بكلى او ربود

وصيت كردن آن شخص كه بعد از من او برد مال مرا از سه فرزند من كه كاهل تر است 

آن يكى شخصى بوقت مرگ خويش
گفته بود اندر وصيت پيش پيش 

سه پسر بودش چو سه سرو روان
وقف ايشان كرده او جان و روان 

گفت هر چه در كفم كاله و زر است
او برد زين هر سه كاو كاهلتر است 

گفت با قاضى و بس اندرز كرد
بعد از آن جام شراب مرگ خورد
گفته فرزندان به قاضى كاى كريم

نگذريم از حكم او ما سه يتيم 
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We accept and obey: control belongs to him: 
what he has commanded must be executed by us.

سمع و طاعه مى كنيم او راست دست
آن چه او فرمود بر ما نافذ است 

We are like Ishmael: we will not recoil from our Abraham 
though he is offering us in sacrifice.”

The cadi said, “Let each one, using his intelligence, 
and give some account of his laziness,

That I may perceive the laziness of each 
and know beyond any doubt the case of every one.”

The gnostics are the laziest folk in the two worlds, 
because they get their harvest without ploughing.

They have made laziness their prop 
since God is working for them.

The vulgar do not see God’s working 
and never rest from toil at morn or eve.

“Come,”, “define laziness, so that from the disclosure of the secret 
I may learn its definition.”

It is unquestionable that every tongue is a curtain over the heart: 
when the curtain is moved, the mysteries reach us.

A little curtain like a slice of roast-meat 
conceals the forms of a hundred suns.

Even if the oral explanation is false, 
yet the scent makes one acquainted with his veracity or falsehood.

The zephyr that comes from a garden 
is distinct from the simoom of the ash-heap.

The scents of truth and fool-catching falsehood 
are apparent in the breath, like musk and garlic.

If you cannot distinguish a friend from a double-hearted person, 
complain of your own rotten sense of smell.

The voices of cowards and brave courageous men 
are as distinct as the characteristics of the fox and the lion.

Or, the tongue is just like the lid of a cooking-pot: 
when it is moved you know what sort of food is inside;

One whose sense is keen can tell by the vapour 
whether it is a pot of sweetmeat or sour sikbáj (stew flavoured with vinegar).

When a man taps a new pot with his hand 
at the time when he is buying it, he detects the cracked one.

ما چو اسماعيل ز ابراهيم خود
سر نپيچيم ار چه قربان مى كند
گفت قاضى هر يكى با عاقليش

تا بگويد قصه اى از كاهليش 
تا ببينم كاهلى هر يكى

تا بدانم حال هر يك بى شكى 
عارفان از دو جهان كاهلترند

ز آنك بى شد يار خرمن مى برند
كاهلى را كرده اند ايشان سند

كار ايشان را چو يزدان مى كند
كار يزدان را نمى بينند عام

مى نياسايند از كد صبح و شام 
هين ز حد كاهلى گوييد باز
تا بدانم حد آن از كشف راز

بى گمان كه هر زبان پرده ى دل است
چون بجنبد پرده سرها واصل است 

پرده ى كوچك چو يك شرحه ى كباب
مى بپوشد صورت صد آفتاب 

گر بيان نطق كاذب نيز هست
ليك بوى از صدق و كذبش مخبر است 

آن نسيمى كه بيايد از چمن
هست پيدا از سموم گولخن 

بوى صدق و بوى كذب گول گير
هست پيدا در نفس چون مشك و سير

گر ندانى يار را از ده دله
از مشام فاسد خود كن گله 

بانگ هيزان و شجاعان دلير
هست پيدا چون فن روباه و شير

يا زبان همچو سر ديگ است راست
چون بجنبد تو بدانى چه اباست 

از بخار آن بداند تيز هش
ديگ شيرينى ز سكباج ترش 

دست بر ديگ نوى چون زد فتى
وقت بخريدن بديد اشكسته را
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He said, “I know a man at once by his mouth; 
and if he do not speak, I know him within three days.”

گفت دانم مرد را در حين ز پوز
ور نگويد دانمش اندر سه روز

The second said, “I know him if he speak, 
and if he do not speak, I engage him in conversation.”

He said, “If he has heard of this device, 
he will close his lips and take refuge in silence.”

Parable.

The case is like that of the mother who said to her child, 
“If a ghost comes to you in the night,

Or if in a graveyard and frightful place 
you behold a black boogeyman full of rage,

Keep a stout heart and rush at it, 
and immediately it will turn its face away from you.”

“Said the child, “Suppose the devilish boogeyman’s mother 
has said this to it;

If I rush at it, by its mother’s orders it will fall on my neck: 
what shall I do then?

You are teaching me to stand firm, 
the ugly boogeyman has a mother too.”

The instructor of devils and of mankind is the One: 
through Him the enemy prevails if he is in small force.

On whichever side that Gracious One may be, go and for God’s sake, 
for God’s sake, be you also on that side!

He said, “Suppose the worthy man 
is not induced to speak by your device and has perceived the trick,

و آن دگر گفت ار بگويد دانمش
ور نگويد در سخن پيچانمش 
گفت اگر اين مكر بشنيده بود
لب ببندد در خموشى در رود

آن چنان كه گفت مادر بچه را
گر خيالى آيدت در شب فرا

يا به گورستان و جاى سهمگين
تو خيالى بينى اسود پر ز كين 
دل قوى دار و بكن حمله بر او

او بگرداند ز تو در حال رو
گفت كودك آن خيال ديووش

گر بدو اين گفته باشد مادرش 
حمله آرم افتد اندر گردنم

ز امر مادر پس من آن گه چون كنم 
تو همى آموزى ام كه چست ايست

آن خيال زشت را هم مادرى است 
ديو و مردم را ملقن آن يكى است

غالب از وى گردد ار خصم اندكى است 
تا كدامين سوى باشد آن يواش

اللهَّ اللهَّ رو تو هم ز آن سوى باش 
گفت اگر از مكر نايد در كلام
حيله را دانسته باشد آن همام 
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The speech in my heart comes from that auspicious quarter, 
for there is a window between heart and heart.”

Tell me truly, how can you know his hidden nature?” 
He replied, “I sit before him in silence

And make patience a ladder to climb upwards: 
patience is the key to success.

And if in his presence there should gush from my heart 
a speech beyond this joy and sorrow,

I know that he has sent it to me 
from the depths of a soul like Canopus in Yemen.

در دل من آن سخن ز آن ميمنه است
ز انكه از دل جانب دل روزنه ست 

سر او را چون شناسى راست گو
گفت من خامش نشينم پيش او
صبر را سلم كنم سوى درج
تا بر آيم صبر مفتاح الفرج 

ور بجوشد در حضورش از دلم
منطقى بيرون از اين شادى و غم 

من بدانم كاو فرستاد آن به من
از ضمير چون سهيل اندر يمن 
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مر بزرگى و را گردن نهم
منتى هم بر دل و بر تن نهم 

چون فتاد از روزن دل آفتاب
ختم شد و الله اعلم بالصواب 

پايان دفتر ششم


