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1 

A Night for Departure 

 

O lovers, lovers, it is time to set out from this world. 

I hear a drum in my soul’s ear coming from the depths of the stars. 

 

Look, our camel driver is at work; and the caravan is being readied. 

He asks that we forgive him for the disturbance he has caused, but he asks why we travelers 

are still asleep. 

 

Everywhere there is the murmur of departure; and the stars are out like candles thrust at us 

from behind blue veils.  

The Unseen world itself has appeared, and for our sakes wondrous souls have revealed 

themselves. 

 

But beneath this water wheel of stars our sleep has been heavy. 

Observe that heaviness and beware...for life is fragile and quick. 

 

Heart, aim yourself at Love! 

Friend, discover the Friend! 

Watchman, be wakeful! 

The whole city could be lost, you’re not here to sleep. 

 

Noise and action on every side, fires and torches everywhere tonight this pregnant world 

gives birth to eternity. 

Lifeless clay becomes living heart. 

The ignorant become aware. 

 

The One who draws you here will lead you further, and as it draws you to Itself, even pain 

will become your pleasure. 

So don’t be afraid.  

 Its flames are like cooling water,  

 and to give your soul its sacred work, and to break your chains. 

 

 

Songs of Longing and Desire 
First Quadrant 

2 
What I want is to see you face in a tree, in the sun coming out, in the air.  

I want to hear the falcon drum, and light again on your forearm. 

You say, tell him I’m not here—not available, and the sound of that brusque dismissal 

becomes what I want. 

I want to see your elegant silver coins in every palm. 

I want to turn with the wheel of the rain. 

I want to fall with the falling breath of every experience.  

 

 



I want to swim like a huge fish in ocean water, or to be Jacob recognizing his son Joseph, 

or to be a desert mountain instead of a crowded city. 

I’m tired of cowards. I want to live with lions, with Moses, not with whining, teary 

people. 

I want the ranting of drunkards. 

I want to sing like birds sing, nor worrying who hears or what they think. 

Last night a great teacher went from door to door with a lamp.  

The one who is not be found is the one I am looking for, beyond wanting, beyond place, 

inside form—that One. 

A flute says I have no hope for finding that, but Love is playing.  

Love plays and plays and is the music played,  

 so let that musician finish this poem. 

O God, I am only a waterbird flying into your sun.  

 

 

Songs of Loss and Understanding 

Entry into the Divine Darkness 

Second Quadrant 

3 

What do you hope to find in the soul’s streets, in the bloody streets of the 

heart that have no news, even of yourself? 

 

4 

Ignorant men are the soul’s enemy. 

So shatter the jar of smug words. 

Cling for life to those who know. 

If you prop a mirror in muddy water it will only rust.  

 

5 

How long will we fill our pockets like children with dirt and stones? 

Let the world Go. Holding it we never know ourselves. We’re never 

airborne. 

 

6 

I lost my world, my fame, my mind—the Sun appeared, and all the shadows 

ran.  

I ran after them, but vanished as I ran. 

Light ran after me and hunted me down. 

 

7 

O body of earth, don’t talk about earth.  

Tell the story of pure mirrors instead. 

The Creator has given you this inner splendor, so what talk of anything else? 



8 

In love with God, my soul lives the subtlest of passions. It lives like a gypsy—each day a 

different house, each night under the stars. 

I was once like you, “enlightened, rational and clever.” 

I too scoffed at lovers. But now I’m drunk, crazed, thin with misery— 

No one’s safe, so watch out! 

 

9 

Reason, leave! Now! You’ll find no wisdom here!  

Were you as thin as a hair, still there’d be no room for you. 

The Sun is risen, and in its vast dazzle, every lamp is drowned. 

 

10 

Desperation let me always know how to welcome you, and to put in your hands the torch 

that will burn down this house. 

 

11 

You need only to smell the wine for vision to flame up from each void—such flames 

coming from wine’s aroma. 

Imagine what would happen if you were actually the wine. 

 

 

 

Songs of Darkness and Despair 

The Birth of Light 

Third Quadrant 

12 
Seizing my life in your hands, you thrashed me clean on the savage rocks of eternal mind. 

O how the colors bled, until they grew white. 

You smile and sit back, and I dry in your sun. 

The Sea around me boils with passion for you.  

Your clouds pour out pearls at our feet. 

A lightening bold from your love has pierced the earth. This smoke curling up to heaven 

is its child.  

 

13 

We were green, we ripened, and began to grow golden. 

The Sea terrified us until we learned how to drown. 

Squat and earthbound, we unfolded huge wings. 

We started out sober, but now are love’s startled drunkards. 

 

14 

O God, you hide in your cloak of nothingness, reflecting ghosts in your glass of being. 

I am nothing, yet I appear—a transparent dream where your eternity briefly trembles.  

 

 

 



15 

The one to whom the mystery of love is unveiled no longer exists, but vanishes into love. 

Place before the Sun a burning candle and watch its brilliance disappear before that blaze. 

The candle exists no longer but is transformed into Light.  

There are no more signs of it, for it has itself become the sign. 

 

16 

You are my soul, my universe, so what shall I do with this soul and this universe? 

For me, you are an ever-flowing treasure, so what do I have to do with profit or loss? 

I have come into this age of ruin, but what do I have to do with time’s melodrama? 

I am drunk on union with you, I need nor want anything else. 

Since I am your prey, what do I care about fate’s bow and arrow? 

I live in the stream, so why would I go searching for water? What can I say about this 

stream that flows and flows? 

I have given up existence, so why go on staggering under the burden of this mountain? 

To find the place of splendor at the bottom of the Sea of truths, you have to dive, dive 

head first into you. O Blessed is the place that you are, and glorious to the eye of the 

heart. By your grace, each atom there is a universe, and every drop of water a living 

soul. 

Do not weigh pain and misery, contemplate love, contemplate divine friendship.  

Do not mull over tyranny and neglect, think only of those who have their eyes fixed on 

you. 

Surname all grief “grace,” transmute pain and anguish into joy. 

Ask from joy contentment, refuge, peace… demand that peace, demand it 

Choose the company of those withdrawn into love.  

With the sword of the One God, you have hacked a path for us, and handed us this 

brimming cup.  

So listen to those who have opened this pathway to you. Listen, and don’t say a word.  

 

17 

The grapes of my being can only become wine after the winemaker tramples me. 

I surrender my spirit like grapes to the trampling, so my inmost heart can blaze and dance 

with joy. 

Although the grapes go on weeping blood and sobbing, “I cannot bear any more anguish, 

any more cruelty.” 

The trampler stuffs cotton in his ears: “I am not working in ignorance. You can deny me 

if you want, you have every excuse, but it is I who am the Master of this Work.  

And when through my passion you reach perfection, you will never stop praising my 

name.  

 

18 

This love sacrifices all souls, however wise, however “awakened.” Cuts off their heads 

without a sword, and hangs them without a scaffold. 

We are the guests of the One who devours his guests.  

The friend of the One who slaughters his friends… 

Although by his gaze he brings death to so many lovers, let yourself be killed, is he not 

the water of life? 

Never, ever grow bitter; for he is the Friend and kills gently.  



For this noble love, keep your heart noble, for he kills only kings and queens near God 

and those free from passion. 

We are like night, earth’s shadow.  

He is the Sun, and splits open the night with a sword soaked in dawn. 

 
 

 

Songs of Return and Union 

with the Realm of Non-Dual Oneness 

Fourth Quadrant 

19 
Suddenly, in the sky at dawn, a moon appeared and descended from the sky. 

Turning its burning gaze on me, like a hawk during a hunt who seizes a bird, it grabbed 

me and flew with me high into the heavens. 

When I looked at myself, I could no longer see myself, for in this moon, my being, by 

grace had become all-Soul. 

And when I traveled in this Soul, I saw nothing but moon, until the mystery of eternal 

theophany was opened to me.  

All the nine heavenly spheres were drowned in this moon—the skiff of my being 

drowned, dissolved entirely in that Sea. 

Then the Sea broke up into waves, Intelligence danced back, and launched its song, and 

the Sea covered over with foam. 

And from each bubble of foam something sprang, clothed in form. 

Something sprang from each light-bubble, clothed in a body—then each bubble of body-

foam, receiving a sign from the Sea,  

melted immediately and followed the waves back into the Sea.  

Without the saving help of the Master, my Lord (Sham-ul Haqq of Tabriz), no one could 

contemplate this moon, no one could become the Sea.  

 

20 

The lamps are different, but the Light is the same. 

So many garish lamps in this dying brain’s lamp shop. 

Forget about them, concentrate on essence, concentrate on Light. 

In lucid bliss, calmly smoking off its own holy fire, the Light streams toward you from all 

things, all people, all possible permutations of good and evil, thought and passion. 

The lamps are different, but the Light is the same. 

One matter, one energy, one Light, one Light-mind endlessly emanating all things. 

One turning, burning diamond—One, One, One. 

So ground yourself, strip yourself down to blind loving silence. 

Stay there until you see that you are gazing at the Light with its own ageless eyes.  

 

21 

Define and narrow me down, you starve yourself of yourself. 

Nail me into a box of cold words and that box becomes your coffin. 

I do not know who I am 

I am in astounding, lucid confusion. 

I am not a Christian, a Jew or a Zoroastrian. 



I am not even a Muslim. 

I do not belong to the land or to any known or unknown sea. 

Nature cannot own or claim me, nor can heaven, nor India, China, or Bulgaria. 

My birthplace is placelessness. 

My sign is to have and give no sign. 

You say you see my mouth, my ears, eyes,  

 or nose—but they are not mine. 

I am the life of Life. 

I am that cat, this stone, no one at all. 

I have thrown duality away like an old dishrag. 

I see and know all times and world as one, one, always one. 

So what do I have to do to get you to admit who is speaking? 

Admit it and change everything. 

This is your own true voice echoing off the walls of God.  

 

22 

Everything you see around you has its roots in the unseen world—visible realities here 

have invisible archetypes there. 

The forms around us wear out and die, yet the Origin and the original does not. 

Every fragile beauty here will disappear, every sweet word will fade. You grieve their 

loss, but the Source they come from is eternal and growing, branching out and giving 

new life and joy over and over again. 

So why do you weep? The Spring is overflowing, 

And that same Source is within you, and this whole world is welling up from within it. 

The Source is full—and its waters never cease. 

Do not grieve, drink your fill. 

And do not think that it will ever run dry for this is an infinite aquifer, an endless ocean. 

From the moment you came into this world, a ladder was placed in front of you that you 

might transcend it.  

From earth, first there is mineral, and then comes plant-life with which you share, and 

then there is animal, and afterwards a human being endowed with knowledge, 

intellect, and skill. 

Behold your body, born of dust, what an intricate beauty it is. So why would you fear its 

end? 

When were you ever made less by dying? 

When you pass beyond this human form, you will become spirit and soar like an angel 

through the heavens. But you must not stop there—Pass again from the heavenly 

realms and plunge, plunge into the infinite Ocean of Divine Consciousness.  

Let the drop of water that is you become a hundred mighty seas, but do not think that the 

drop alone becomes the ocean, the ocean too has become a drop.  
 

 

 


