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In this playful and yet deeply significant poem, 
Jalaluddin Rumi invokes the experience of being alone 
with one’s thoughts in a room at night as the moon 
shines brightly through the window, illumining both the 
outer world of darkness and our inner world of 
reflection. Suddenly the speaker is no longer alone. A 
conscious voice of something far deeper than one’s 
own random thoughts engages the poet in conversation. 
The moon, perhaps, stands as metaphor for that 
ethereal, but real, Presence in this poem.  
 
Meanwhile, outside the room, there is a raucous scene 
unfolding on the streets of the town. In the darkness, 
for whatever reason, people seem confused and are 
running around seeking something, perhaps even the 
moon. All the while the Presence is quietly saying, I am 
here on the inside waiting.  
 
The people in the crowd do not hear the voice and are 
instead caught up in a rumor about some “cat burglar” 
who is among the crowd calling out yet hidden in the 
confusion and obfuscating. This is a commentary on 
what hides from us, like the burglar, and yet deceives 
us by telling us the truth when we are distracted and not 
paying attention.  
 
For the folk milling about in the street, caught up in the 
excitement of the strange story there is no inner 
awareness. In all the noise and the confusion, they 
cannot hear the soft voice speaking from the inner 
moon.  
 
The suggestion is that perhaps the doves and the 
nightingale know something of the real secret, since the 

doves are calling out in Persian, ku ku, where where? 
winged creatures appear to be aware of the Presence; 
the nightingale seems to be crying out from a sense 
of separation. These night scenes are a summary of 
the human condition: excitement, running around, 
confusion, rumors of intrigue and the Presence, but 
nothing can be heard in all the noise. No one but the 
birds, Rumi says, is paying any attention.  
 
And then the inner voice speaks again, and the poet 
hears it. He quotes a saying of Jesus, from the 
Gospel of John, and then makes a metaphysical leap. 
The conscious awareness that hears the Voice is the 
very thing that is actually seeking and looking and 
listening. Our very search is the God-identity and 
Presence which haunts our inner room. This is the 
moon shining and reflecting a higher light deep 
within us.  
 
In that inner light and quietness, as we come to hear 
the Voice and to recognize our larger Self, the 
smaller self melts away like snow in the sunlight of 
something brighter, warmer, more intense.  
 
As the soul melts in the Light’s radiance (and which 
may take awhile), something else is happening. A 
deep watering is seeping into the soils supporting a 
flower that is growing in the darkness. As words fail, 
perhaps, flowers grow within. The tongue goes silent 
and the heart comes alive—touched by the light 
reflected from the inner moon. 
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Jalaluddin Rumi lived in one of the most troubled 
periods of Middle Eastern history—during the time 
of the Mongol Invasion. He was forced to flee 
northeastern Iran and seek safety in Turkey where 
he became a great scholar and died a world-
renowned mystic. Rumi’s form of extraordinary 
poetic seeing was no doubt encouraged by the trials 
and troubles that he endured, not the least of which 
was the loss of his master and friend Shams-e 
Tabrizi (the Sun of Tabriz).  

Reflections on Image and Text:  
 
1. How would you describe or understand the 

metaphor of the moon shining in the inner space of 
your being? Describe how you may have 
experienced this.  

2. Has this experience been a visitation from beyond 
yourself, perhaps even from Voice of the Beloved? 

3. How do most people relate to the moon? Use the 
scene that Rumi sketches out in the streets at night 
to describe the typical response to the Voice and 
the Moon.  

4. Who do you believe the cat burglar to be? Is there a 
cat burglar inside of you? What does his soliloquy 
mean? 

5. Make a list of the teachings and the metaphors in 
the last three stanzas of the poem. Which is most 
meaningful to you? Why?  

6. There is a chant, “Slowly Blooms the Rose Within.” 
If you know it, use it in a time of prayer and 
meditation to explore what is growing within your 
heart in the darkness.  

7. As you meditate on the illuminations for the Visio 
Divina, what do you see that is important to you? 
Do you learn anything new that you did not notice 
in your reading of the poem? Describe what you 
see and hear now.  
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aware, and yet apropos of nothing, you come to 
visit me.  
“Are you here?” I ask.  

“Yes, the moon. The full moon is already here inside your house.” 
 
My friends and I go running out into the street.  
I am in here, comes a voice form the house, but we aren’t listening.  
We’re looking up at the sky. 
My pet nightingale sobs like a drunk in the garden.  
Ringdoves scatter with small cries, Where, where (ku ku).  
It’s midnight. The whole neighborhood is up and out 
In the street thinking, The cat burglar has come back.  
The actual thief is there too, saying out loud,  
Yes, the cat burglar is somewhere in this crowd. 
No one pays any attention.  
 
Lo, I am with you always means when you look for God,  
God is in the look of your eyes, 
in the thought of looking, nearer to you than your self, 
or things that have happened to you, 
there’s no need to go outside anymore.  
 
Be like melting snow, 
washing yourself of your self. 
 
A white flower begins to grow in the quietness. 
Let your tongue stay silent and your heart 
become that flower.  
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