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TRANSLATION
Flower can make only the fragrance
But to fan it around is Your power
You are the guardian of my poetry

Only You can make it known to others



(1)

Introduction of God

Lord isrock in the mountains
Lord is hurricane in the oceans
Lord is whirling in the wind
Lord is hotness in the fire
Lord is tinkling of the anklet-bells
Lord is beat of the drums
Lord is claw of the fearless lion
Lord is scream of the helpless deer
Lord is liquor in the flasks
Lord is dancing youth in the party
Lord is in the deep sleep of midnight
Lord is waking call for the Morning Prayer
Lord is wail of the abandoned
Lord is hope of the desolate
Lord alone is the knower of Himself

Lord is the Finder and the Found
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(2)

People follow the calls from palaces and towers
But | follow the calls that come from within
People go to pilgrimage annually
But my pilgrimage is happening each moment
(3]

Those who are absorbed in the love of Oneness
They know not any divisions
They remain ever love-intoxicated
They feel like they are dwelling in a whirlpool
(4)

Love holds the power of tornados
Love is like hurricane in the ocean
Love is cry of the heart
Love is shout of the blood
(5)

Lord made me a clay lamp

He put oil and installed wick in me
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When love enflamed the wick
Light of it spread everywhere
(6)

Love always violates boundaries
But reasoning keeps restricting it
He who fears dies on spot
He who dies (in love), always wins
(7)

Worshippers and ascetics are many
But rare are those who love
Only she ascends the bed of her lover
Who has washed off her uncleanliness
(8)

Keep the pyre of love
Alive and ablaze
Offer your breaths as sacrifice

Thus you would attain in soul
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(9)
Lord is true and beloved
World is liar and swindler
To be free you need only name of God
All the rest is deception and bedazzlement
(10)
When luck is not on your side
Then all cleverness proves futile
Whoever sows vines in saline land
Eventually will see them withering
(11)
When it is thundering in the sky
When wind gushes forth madly in the streets
And doors smash noisily into each other
In such turbulent times, only true lovers persist
(12)
Lovers uprooted the acacia tree (of ego)

And planted the Light Tree (of love)
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Sorrows stand divorced now
Thus the lovers have found eternal peace
(13)

The bat of ego
Findsits nourishmentin darkness
When it encounters the light of God
It hangs itself topsy-turvy
(14)

Only those know the secrets of love
Who made ajourney for it
They can never see the Sun
Who are blind even to the sunshine
(15)

The path of love is arduous
Lovers have to face many torments
Lovers conceal their love

As the virgins are conceal their pregnancy
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(16} (%)
o 2 ;
Hang the ego and tighten the loop around its neck AV gud ’/‘“"H Oy U 32 ‘9 U’“ULH
It betrays its master and roams with the rivals "'C‘"' U’/-"j' GoOH 4 Uw{" ¢9(AJ/(.9')
(17) (<)
Love stands only on one foot l/‘"??"‘-p (G (5/‘{. 'J/,
There is no place for the “other” alg U’?J s> c“ﬁ) %
Whoever stands firm, peace comes to him ¢9(’ /“U’ ¢99L}J 94
And who turns away, he falls in exhaustion olw U‘U ot /
- (14)
In the beginning there was light of Me (God) (;J’ /9} d;l (0
In the end there will be light of Me (God) /! /9 AT s
| am observer on my own being ’) L;)T c"'(,’ /'"(’:’ (e
| am a witness on my own Self o#’?J/L,JT U":{’ (0
(19) (H)
You are the fire eternal UJ/" sVl (}9}
| am a spark in the air 0359 4/1/2 (b
My life is a passing illusion Lp_ﬁ.,; gJ/l Qs ’A‘
Your Being is true existence U:“‘“’ Gy I/_J'
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(20)

Those who sipped on the bowl of love
They have sewn their own shroud
Those can put all six dimensions on fire
Who have chosen love as their mentor
(21)

My heart is sinking in the flood of pain
And eyes are drizzling
Beloved has turned his back on me
Though | tried to win Him a millions times
(22)

If contamination mixes up with purity
O my friend! It is not a healthy mixture
To begis not befitting to lovers
Begging of any kind is leprosy of love
(23)

Without yearning there is no accomplishment

Yearning is an asset to lovers
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Those who have chosen passion as their mentor
They are happy in the presence of God
(24)

There isno harmony between logic and love
Both move on their own wings
To fly in the company of herons
Is not the capacity of crows
(25)

My breath has chosen love as its Master
And | danced, wearing the anklet rings
Reasoning was watching in wonder
Eventually, it too was taken over by love
(26)
| fostered my ego
| lost all my cards because of it
| myself flared my hell

And | myself burnt in it
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(27)

The path of mystic is blindingly dark
Demons scream all over there
Only those reach the destination
Who swing on the scaffold
(28)

Words are just empty bowls
They serve nothing but tease the hunger
Those who are alive in their breaths
They endure sorrows with smiling lips
(29)

Cups don’t serve me anymore
Now let me drink directly from flask

Pour me so much o, the bartender!

Wits must dance in unison with the anklet rings

(30)
The pain of love isincurable

Heart burns endlessly
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Knowledge proves to be of no help
When the Jinn of Ishq takes you unwarned
(31)

Whom | was seeking outside
That thief was hidden within me
He is the mirror, He is the reflection
And He Himself is the watcher
He Himself builds and Himself destroys
And He Himself cries over it
He Himself comes as philanthropist
And He Himself is the penury of the beggars
(32)
| am mad and | am in a maddening dance
Love is my mentor and it is sublime
The magic of negation and affirmation is high
Love has fulfilled me utterly
Love is my mentor and it is sublime

Beloved dwells in each pore of my limbs
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My shroud is colored in the color of Oneness
Every cell of my body is chanting His Name
Love is my mentor and it is sublime
Where eagles hover in sky
Sparrows never dare to fly
Love is my mentor and it is sublime
Love is my mentor and it is sublime
Where the feet of thought burn
My mentor (love) danced there fearlessly
Love is my mentor and it is sublime
(33)

What use | have of colorful dresses?
What use | have of golden ornaments?
What use | have of Henna and Kohl?
What use | have of embroidery threads?
As | am going to run away with my love
O, Friends! | am going to run away with my love

| don't care for my name and fame
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Nor | honor my relations
There isno rest for me in the bed
| stand watching through windows and doors
| am going to run away with my love
O, Friends! | am going to run away with my love
One day | shall depart from all my friends
And shall never come back to this town
Love has become the king of my heart
Nothing else appeals to me now
| am going to run away with my love
O, Friends! | am going to run away with my love
Pages blackened with words are useless
Now words appear to me as snakes
Let me drink from the goblet of love
And let me live a life of ecstasy
| am going to run away with my love

O, Friends! | am going to run away with my love
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(34)
| was worthless clay of the marsh
But the hands of the Potter picked me up
He put me on the wheel and gave me a form
And then He put me in the fire
The clay never complains on wheel and is silent
It moves as the wheel makes it to move
The idea that was in the mind of the Potter
Manifests itself now in the clay
(35)
Within me is a whirlwind
Or | am within a whirlwind
The ‘self’ has lost in the ‘Self’
And each my breath is fully love-drunk
(36)
The spark of love that was smoldering till now
Eventually burst into flames

The lovers have to die sooner or later
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