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​Introduction
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While a pleasant breeze touches my face and body, and I hear the song of birds, I am glad to write this introduction for an enthralling poetry collection: The Spiritual Poems by Rumi.

What fascinates me about Rumi is that he never wrote his poems. His followers were ready and wrote the poems as soon as he began to say them. Rumi spontaneously spoke verses from his connection to the Infinite Love. The poems are not from Rumi’s mind but from his heart. You will find the flame of love, peace, happiness, and acceptance in this collection of poetry. Rumi passed away centuries ago, but his words continue to illuminate hearts around the world. The truth is eternal, while the mundane is temporal.

A Persian Sufi poet and mystic, Rumi lived in the 13th century. He was a dignitary scholar before he met Shams-e-Tabrizi, an unknown, disheveled mystic through whom Rumi experienced Divine Love. In an ecstatic state, Rumi began to whirl spontaneously, expressing his inner joy with his physical body. To this day, Sama or Sufi whirling is practiced by some Sufis while Rumi’s rhythmic poems are chanted. 

Rumi says in his poem:

Sama became a window toward your flower gardens,

The hearts and ears of lovers are over its windows. 

Sama was a unique expression of Rumi's spiritual experience, a connection to the Infinite Love. Experiencing Divine Love is unparalleled for every human, and its expression is manifested in poetry, dancing, art, architecture, painting, kindness, acceptance, understanding, and all other beauties that we can find. And sometimes, experiencing Divine Love is just as simple as staying in the present moment and enjoying its flow in our being. 

This collection is almost a word-for-word translation of 110 spiritual poems of Rumi from his original masterpiece poetry collection, Divan-e-Shams. The poems have been carefully chosen from over 3,200 poems in Divan-e-Shams and lovingly translated to convey the spiritual meanings as purely as possible. As a translator of Rumi's legacy, the authenticity of the poems’ translation is crucial to me.

Some words have different meanings in Rumi’s poems from their usual use. In this case, I have used a capital letter to differentiate the meaning of a word from its usual meaning. For example, in this collection, Wine means Divine Love, while wine in its original definition means the alcoholic drink.

Rumi’s pen name in his poetry collection is Khamosh, meaning Silent. This emphasizes the importance of a quiet mind before speaking from the light. When Rumi spoke, he became the tongue of the Infinite Love to shed light into the world through his poetry.

As the human body needs food to live, the soul needs spiritual nourishment to flourish and stay spirited. The Spiritual Poems by Rumi is an excellent nourishment for the soul. I hope you enjoy this collection of poetry and experience more peace and happiness in your heart.

S. Morteza Lajevardi
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​The Reeds Are Dancing
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I am seated by your door

May loyalty rise,

May you open a door,

Saying, “Get up; come in.”

Drawn in by your ambery and musky scent

My soul waits by your door.

May a hundred thousand blessings be upon your good face forevermore.

Tipsy and reckless, we are oblivious to what others do,

If the world goes away altogether,

May you be forever.

Your love clapping, creating a hundred new worlds,

A hundred new centuries merging out of the vacuity and universes.

O, smiling love like a flower,

Handsome like wisdom,

O, chivalrous sage!

Suppress the Sun!

Today, we are your guests, 

Tipsy with your smiling face.

Upon saying your name,

I swear to God

My heart jumps out.

O sweet-mannered Tapster!​[1]

Where is a roof other than yours?

Where is a name other than yours?

Where is a cup other than yours?

If I find a vivacious soul, 

I’ll clutch the clothes

As I am tipsy and jolly for the charming eyes.

One, seeing your face without going crazy in every alley, is stonehearted.

Is any suffering for the soul worse than being unconscious of you?

O King of humans!

May you not make anyone inwardly blind.

Souls are flowing toward the soul’s seashore,

Disconnecting from the familiars,

Becoming familiar with the sea.

A flood flows eagerly,

Another one loses the way.

O Sun, becoming the Tapster for the thirsty,

You give to your servants with generosity and blessing.

Suddenly, a flower saw your face,

Tore off its clothes,

The deplored lute is embarrassed before you.

Who is the most fortunate in the Venus asterism? 

The Ney flute.

For it puts its lips on yours 

To learn the melody.

The reeds are dancing, 

Longing to be chosen,

Meaning, “You honor whomever you wish.”

Without you,

The lute and Ney are tristful.

One is in your arm,

The other is kissing you,

Tambourine said,

“Beat on my face

So that my visage becomes valuable.”

Tear off the torn soul beautifully,

Making it drunk,

So what was missed last night can be compensated for. 

Either give me the Wine​[2] without reasoning

Or get up and go.

With your favor, 

Treat your servant with a Sufi manner.
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​The Soother of Lovers
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Where am I from?

Where is the advice from?

Tapster! Serve the Wine around,

O Soother of lovers!

Place the cup of soul in my hand.

Far away from the lips of strangers,

Bring the cup secretly.

Give bread to the poor, greedy lover of bread,

Let him sleep in the corner.

O Soul of soul of soul of soul! 

We haven’t come for the bread!

Jump up,

Don’t hesitate before the King’s feast.

First, put the dear cup in the master's hand,

As the master gets drunk,

O Tapster!

Go toward the drunks.

O hope! Persist!

What is shame?

What is tipsiness?

Do you feel shameful?

O Tapster! Pour the cup and drown the shame.

Get up, O Tapster! And Come! 

O Foe of shame and shyness!

Come smiling so that our fortune becomes smiley.
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​The Restless Wind
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O restless wind! 

Tell the flower our message:

O flower! When separated from the flower garden, scurry to the sweetness!

O flower, your origin is from sweetness,

You are more deserving of sweetness.

Sweetness is good,

Flowers are good,

Both are the sweetest loyalty.

Place your face on the face of sweetness,

Feel the pleasure and release the fragrance.

By the fortune of sweetness,

Be free from the annihilation​[3] of bitterness.

Now that you have become a flower-sweet,

You are the strength of the heart, 

Oh, the sight’s light!

Rise from the flower,

Pass the heart,

Where is that from?

Where is this from?

Like mind being befriended by soul,

You have been befriended by thorns.

From the Earth, run to heaven,

Step by step,

Until the Divine meeting.

You are passing the world secretly, 

Entering the path stealthily,

Garden by garden,

Where figures fade away.

O flower! 

You are a rare bird, 

Flying, unlike any other bird.

A message from Divine:

“Let your feathers fall away,

Come without feathers.”

O flower! You have seen this,

So, you laugh at the world,

Tearing off the clothes,

Oh, sage wearing a rosy cassock!

Flowers are shouting in heaven:

“Whoever wants a ladder to sublimation, 

Be ready for a test.”

Distil yourself from the world sky

Like rosewater through a condenser,

Pass beyond the inverted cup, like a soul.

You are blessed and happy with roseate faces,

We were like you,

We became soulful, 

Be subtle!

The flower-sweet is our aim, 

Our being is the Truth’s favor.

Our beings are ferrous,

The Truth’s favor is magnetic.

O, heart, whispering aromatic words!

This talk has no end.

I won’t tell others what you tell me.
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​The Empyreal Wine

[image: ]




O lovers! O lovers!

It is time for connection and gathering!

A call can be heard from the sky:

O beautiful faces! Be awake and ready.

O happy ones! O happy ones!

The skirt-pulled cheerfulness has come.

We have grabbed its chain,

It has grabbed our skirts.

The Empyreal Wine has come!

O devil of sorrow! Sit on the corner!
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