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[ntro&uction

OR THE MAJORITY OF THOSE LIVING in Iran, Iraq, Turkey, India, and

much of the Islamic world, Shamsuddin Muhammad-i-Hafiz-i-Shiraz,
known simply as Hafiz, is considered to be the greatest poet of all time. Since
his death around 1389, his legendary status has continued down through the
centuries, inspiring praise from Western literary luminaries such as Goethe
(“In his poetry Hafiz has inscribed undeniable truth indelibly—Hafiz has no
peer!”), Emerson (“Hafiz fears nothing. He sees too far to see; such is the
only man [ wish to see orbe . . "), and Lorca (“Hahz’s ghazals are sublime!”).
And some spiritual authorities have declared that Hafiz was not only a great
poet but a spiritually advanced mystic as well. The modern Indian spiritual
leader Meher Baba identified Hafiz as a fully realized Perfect Master and
said, “There is no equal to Hahz in poetry. His Divan is the best book in the
world because it engenders feelings which ultimately lead to illumination.”

Hafiz is said to have been a Suf, but in truth his “religion” was the love
of God and the expression of that love. No spiritual institution could contain
him, although his popularity has grown so since his death that even orthodox
Muslims have claimed him as one of their own. In fact, Hafiz often criticized
the false Suhs who wore rags to draw attention to themselves, as well as those
who wore fine blue robes and paraded their holiness in the marketplace.
Perhaps no other poet from any time or tradition has equaled Hafiz in his
outspokenness against deceit and hypocrisy at all levels of society. The ghaz-
als of his Divan, or collection of poems, are rife with such criticism, often
scathingly sarcastic if not downright confrontational.
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But there is another side to the poems of Hafiz—a softer, more spiritually
sensitive side that is the principal reason why he was loved by so many dur-
ing his lifetime and by millions in the centuries that followed. Hazrat Inayat
Khan, the founder of the Sufi Movement of the West, wrote: “The work of
Hafiz, from beginning to end, is one series of beautiful pictures, ever reveal-
ing and most inspiring. Once a person has studied Hafiz he has reached the
top of the mountain, from whence he beholds the sublimity of the imma-
nence of God.” And Paul Smith ventures in the introduction to his Book of
the Winebringer that “if God had taken form as a Poet, it seems He would
have been happy to have written as Hahz wrote.”

Despite Hafiz's high profile in the East, his work is little known in the
West. In the last one hundred vears or more, only a few scholars, military
adventurers, and poet-anthologists have tried their hand at bringing, as best
they could, the poetry of Hafiz to an English-speaking audience. But in no
case that [ have seen have any of the translations or versions been true to both
the literary form of the ghazal and the distinctive voice of what I would call
“the original.” While this may be seen as a credit to the complexity and sub-
tleties of Hafiz's work—as well as an example of the ditficulty of importing a
literary form of the East articulatelv to the West—it is still somewhat curious
that, especially in the last fifty years, there haven’t been more attempts to give
this great poet’s work a more accessible modern narrative voice, one that
would speak to the masses of today much as it did to those during his own
time.

After Hafiz's death, two collections of his ghazals and other poems were
assembled. One of these, compiled by a voung student of his named Sayvid
Kasim-i-Anvar (died 1431), consisted of 569 ghazals and was called the Divan-
i-Khwaja-i-Hafiz, a work that is considered by poets and scholars alike to be
the peak of perfection of the ghazal form.

Ghazals were originally Ivrical poems recited or sung by minstrels in the
roval courts of pre-Islamic Iran. The word ghazal is of Arabic origin and
means “love song,” and even today many of Hafiz's ghazals, set to music, are
performed as popular songs in Iran, Turkey, and India. A unique verse form,
the ghazal is usually between five and fifteen beyts, or lines of verse split into
two equal parts—what we in the West think of as couplets. The rhyme
appears at the end of each line and repeats throughout the entire poem. As
an innovator, Hafiz did much to change the existing ghazal form of his day to
suit his needs. He is known, for instance, for inventing an internal rhyme
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structure, producing an effect that is chantlike in its repetition of words
and sounds.

Hafiz also revolutionized the ghazal by making the focus and subject mat-
ter more populist, political, and personal, and by adding greater emphasis to
the final couplet containing the poet’s name. The Persian practice of includ-
ing the poet’s pseudonym, or takhallus, in the last couplet can be traced back
as far as the first half of the sixth century and was used as a device by which
the poet could be identified with his work. All of Hafiz's innovations to this
poetic form made his work (and the work that followed) more accessible to
audiences, opening up more windows and doors to the voice and presence
of God.

Almost all of Hahiz’s ghazals contain sentiments of romantic love, images
of nature, and moral counsel. But the overriding subject is love of God, sym-
bolized by the metaphor of wine. In Hahz’s case, the ghazals are used main-
ly as a vehicle or voice to express his divine longing. This love and longing is
represented in his work symbolically in many ways and in many guises, in
keeping with the rigors of the ghazal “rules” of the time. The metaphor of
wine, for instance, while referring principally to divine love, can also mean
truth, grace, or knowledge, while the metaphor of the wineglass or cup is a
direct reference to the heart. So, when Hafiz says, “O Winebringer, fill my
cup to the brim with your best wine,” he is really saying: “O God, pour your
divine love into my heart!” In this collection, such endearing occupational
surnames as Winebringer, Winemaker, and Wineseller are all allusions to
God, or, more particularly, His representative in the human form of the
master. “The Beloved” is an even more direct reference to the spiritual
master who is one with God. And here it might be useful to note that in Farsi
the pronouns do not indicate gender, making the business of translating all
this longing and love somewhat nonspecific in relation to gender or sex,
literalness or symbology. While this ambiguousness only adds to the myste-
riousness and cosmic consciousness of Hafiz’s voice, [ have followed in the
footsteps of other translators in leaving it up to the mind and persuasion of
readers to make these gender associations for themselves, as it suits their
own preferences.

In a similar vein, there may be questions as to who or what, in fact, “the
Beloved” is in Hafiz's mind. Symbolically, the Beloved appears at times in
the guise of the rose, the sun, the falcon, the Friend, the Painter, the
Architect, and the Gardener, in whose Garden the lover and the Beloved
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meet. (Although there is no capitalization of words in Farsi as in English, I
have capitalized pronouns such as You and He to indicate that Hafiz is
addressing the Beloved or God.) In these conversations or meetings, the
lover may appear as the moth, the slave, the pearl diver, or the nightingale.
The field (the physical world) upon which the game of love is played can be
the desert (waiting, longing, thirst), the sea (the ocean of love or turbulence),
or the sky (change, fate). Regardless of the venue, the waxing and waning
love affair between lover (Hafiz) and the Beloved (God) continues. . . .

Other important and often-repeated symbols appear throughout these
poems: the Breeze (the messenger of God, usually bearing good news or
divine inspiration), the Boat (the vehicle that carries the lover to union with
God), the Winehouse (the place a lover of God goes to be with the Beloved),
the Moon (physical beauty), the Nightingale (the poet, bard), the Parrot (the
unenlightened, and/or the followers of religion). While some of these images
may not be particularly “modern” in a twenty-first-century American sense,
they are universally accessible enough to have allowed me to leave them
intact in the midst of my more contemporary language. If [ had manipulat-
ed these symbolic images too drastically (or at all), I felt, I'd be running the
risk of misrepresenting or missing altogether the deeper original meanings of
these symbols that Hafiz uses to repeatedly emphasize the profound nature
of his criticisms as well as his longing and his love.

While much of the action of these ghazals takes place in the Winehouse
or in Wineseller’s Street, and much of the talk is of wine and drunkenness,
with cup or glass in hand, we must be careful not to read too much literal-
ness into these scenes, even though it may be familiar and fun to do so. The
Winehouse of Hafiz’s ghazals is clearly not simply a tavern or bar, and the
winedrinkers to whom Hafiz directs his monologues are rarely common
drunks. Hafiz’s recitations of his poems usually took place, as far as we know,
in the context of spiritual or literary gatherings where music and poetry were
a customary pastime.

Because wine was and is forbidden to pious Muslims, this particular poet-
ic image becomes even more potent in the context of Hafiz’'s Winehouse
poems. All this superimposed “decadence” was used merely as a kind of cam-
ouflage for the deeper spiritual messages hidden beneath the veil of symbol-
ic imagery. The ultimate effect was that the poems reached a larger and more
diverse audience, especially, in centuries following the fourteenth, the peas-
ant and working classes.
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Just as Hafiz revolutionized the ghazal form. making it more accessible to
his audiences, so, too, have I attempted to bring them comfortably to the
modern reader, through familiar American speech and narrative rhythms. In
doing so, I have leaped, fully conscious, into a controversy of my own—the
business of “versioning” or, more to the point, translating from a nonoriginal
language source. Since the mid-1960s, when it became first popular in the
United States for poets who were not fluent linguists to do “versions” or “ren-
derings” of poems from other cultures already poorly or academically and
unpoetically translated into English, the debate has raged between the two
camps over the legitimacy of such a process. While the academics embrace
literalness and the artists prefer a more poetic and/or populist text, the stan-
dard dictionaries of the day use the terms “translation,” “rendering,” and “ver-
sion” interchangeably and consistently—making the whole argument a
semantic one and in the end a waste of evervone's time when the real issue
is to find wavs to bring poetic and spiritual credibility and relevance from one
era and readership to another.

In my case, | have done my transformative work (which one would hope
might be transhgurative as well). trying to remain true to the original couplet
form while, at the same time, breaking down the strict meter and rhyme rules
in favor of a free and open verse form. This lends itself to the profound power
of Hafiz's narrative poetic message, thus bringing the work to a novice
English-speaking readership. And since Hafiz was considered to be, first and
foremost, an oral poet, these versions were translated in such a way as to be
read aloud —much like the poems of Dylan Thomas or Vachel Lindsay.

In defense of my versioning efforts, [ should cite the inherent problems of
translating anything from fourteenth-century Persian into a modern
American idiom. Time, culture, and outdated forms are the hurdles that any
translator of this conversion must face. Aside from the fact that no poem can
successfully be translated literally and to perfection from one tongue to
another, the least we can do is to give our poets some sort of literal text to
work with in their efforts to carry the translated poet’s spirit and voice into a
more modern age and a foreign environment.

In bringing these poems from the Divan trans-nationally (and trans-ration-
ally) into an American idiom. not the least of my problems was giving a lyric
personality a narrative face. Confronting this and the other hurdles I have
alluded to, my process consisted in taking the scholarship of Wilberforce
Clarke and trving to create a believable, if not authentic, blend of fourteenth-
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Wine ancl Love

Meher Baba

T HE SUFI MASTER POETS often compared love with wine. Wine is the
most fitting figure for love because both intoxicate. But while wine
causes self-forgetfulness, love leads to Self-realization.

The behavior of the drunkard and the lover are similar; each disregards
the world’s standards of conduct and each is indifferent to the opinion of the
world. But there are worlds of difference between the course and the goal of
the two: the one leads to subterranean darkness and denial; the other gives
wings to the soul for its flight to freedom.

The drunkenness of the drunkard begins with a glass of wine which elates
his spirit and loosens his affections and gives him a new view of life that
promises a forgetfulness from his daily worries. He goes on from a glass to two
glasses, to a bottle; from companionship to isolation, from forgetfulness to
oblivion—oblivion which in Reality is the Original state of God, but which,
with the drunkard, is an empty stupor—and he sleeps in a bed or in a gutter.
And he awakens in a dawn of futility, an object of disgust and ridicule to the
world.

The lover’s drunkenness begins with a drop of God’s love which makes
him forget the world. The more he drinks, the closer he draws to his Beloved,
and the more unworthy he feels of the Beloved's love; and he longs to sacri-
fice his very life at the Beloved's feet. He, too, does not know whether he

From The Evervthing and the Nothing by Mcher Baba (Myrtle Beach, S.C.: Sheriar
Foundation, 1995), p. 23. Copyright ©198g Avatar Meher Baba Perpetual Public Trust. Used
by permission.
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O Pi[grim

O pilgrim, come and look into the mirror of this glass of wine!

And pick up your net, the Pure Bird can never be caught.
There is nothing in this cage but wind.

Live for the moment! When the water in the lake dried up,
Even Adam left the Garden of Safe Joy.

At the Mardi Gras of Life, have one or two cups of wine, then leave.
Don’t hang around waiting for an enlightened drunk!

Say to your heart: “My youth is gone.”
Even though you have picked no roses, use your old head skillfully,
then do the right thing.

The puritan know-it-all never sees the drunkard
Or secrets hidden behind the veil.

O Wise One, those of us who sit all day on Your threshold have more than
Earned our pay. For service rendered, to pay Your slaves in pity is OK.

When I handed the reins of my heart to You,
I gave up, forever, any hope of becoming anything other than a horse.

O student of the cup of Hafiz: drink! And then go like the wind
To the Master, and tell him the story of this great wine!

|8}
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Ha”-Heartec{ Hugs

O minstrel, please compose a sweet melody in Persian
That I can sing!

The sound of the harp and the Winebringer’s clapping
Have brought back sweet memories of my youth.

And give some wine to my friends

So that they can be happy, too!

Winebringer, come here, and bring me a quart of wine!
God would not want me drinking from this little cup.

Let’s all join in together in singing these songs,
So that Your jubilation can be shared.

The spring of my life has been spent, and has passed, in His care;
In this time of togetherness, may He watch over us all!

O Beloved, because of my blindness, I have missed many chances
To be with You: and now I am older, and alone.

The Winemaker’s daughter would make a beautiful bride, but
Her beauty is a sure sign of yet more separation and divorce.

Even Christ, who was always Himself, had the sense to
‘Take the Sun to be His bride.

At my age, youth no longer has any appeal;
I only get kindly kisses and half-hearted hugs from these beautiful girls.

Do not think that I am angry just because 1 cry. Remember:
The seas and oceans all come from the source of a very small stream.

It is not always our fate to be surrounded by happy and adoring friends;
To Hahz, the poems of Persia sound like sad, sad songs.
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Listen to M Pen’s Aclvice
Y

O Beloved, why do you treat us this way?
For too long we have been ignored and deprived of Your light.

Pilgrim, listen to my pen’s advice, for this pearl of wisdom is worth
More than all your suffering or your gold.

O Winebringer, bring wine to those drinkers who are mad for more wine,
That is, if You have any of last night’s good wine left.

But I want to know how are You going to show us Your face,
With the light of the sun and moon reflecting in our eyes?

O philosopher, be sensible and don’t speak out against love,
Have you some sort of bone to pick with God?

Aren’t you at all afraid of my burning sigh,
Standing there in that cotton coat so close to the flames?

Hafiz, yours is the most beautiful verse I have ever heard,
You must have the Koran and the Bible in your heart, combined!
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O fool, do something, so you won't just stand there looking dumb.
If you are not traveling and on the road, how can you call yourself a guide?

In the School of Truth, one sits at the feet of the Master of Love.
So listen, son, so that one day you may be an old father, too!

All this eating and sleeping has made vou ignorant and fat;
By denying yourself food and sleep, you may still have a chance.

Know this: If God should shine His lovelight on your heart,
[ promise you'll shine brighter than a dozen suns.

And [ say: wash the tarnished copper of your life from your hands;
To be Love’s alchemist, you should be working with gold.

Don't sit there thinking; go out and immerse yourself in God’s sea.
Having only one hair wet with water will not put knowledge in that head.

For those who see only God, their vision
Is pure, and not a doubt remains.

Even if our world is turned upside down and blown over by the wind,
If you are doubtless, you won't lose a thing.

O Hafiz, if it is union with the Beloved that you seek,
Be the dust at the Wise One’s door, and speak!
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[ Have Become Famous

I promised the Beloved that as long as my heart beats,
I'd love His lovers as much as [ love my own life here in His street.

Because of His candle there is a little light in this closet where I live.
In the moon I can see the reflection of His heart and eyes.

What do I care what the gossips in town think of the way I live?
I have been given this small shelter by You, and it is home.

Not even a hundred beautiful women could lure me from this place,
Could ambush my heart with an army of idols reeking of perfume.

O all you peeping toms, for Christ’s sake get some sleep and give vour eves
A rest! And let me have at least one night in silent prayer.

As I walk through the beauty of this world praising Your name,
Not to white rose, red narcissus, or lovely tulip am [ drawn—
but only to Your face.

Hey there, politician, don’t tell me I am banned from the Winehouse;
Who died and left vou sitting on the throne of God?
I made God a promise, and I'm never going to give up this cup.

It's only fitting that I should praise the Winebringer;
He is my best friend, and His wine is the only wine there is.

No one has a Lover as good as mine!
Why should I be fearful of sin or Satan when to such a Master I can pray?

So, don’t worry about Hafiz; from vears of abstinence
I have become famous for my drinking and my love.
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No Rosary or Holy Coat

O pilgrim, there is something that I want to say:
Since your glass of wine is full, share it with others, that
they, too, may taste the love of God.

Let those old and with experience do the talking.
To you, young one, I say take my advice and keep silent
so that you will become old and wise before your time.

The hand of Love doesn’t shackle, with chains, he who is sober and full
Of his own wit. If you want to run your fingers through the Beloved’s hair,
then drink!

No rosary or holy coat can give you the high of being drunk;
So go to the Wineseller, He will give you all the help you need.

Don’t worry about property and money in this life. Even if you have enough
Friends to sell a hundred houses or family to live a hundred lives, it would
not pay for His advice.

But be careful, for Satan will tempt you at every turn:
He is everywhere, so be silent and listen for the advice of angels
and your heart.

Because of all this talk of money, the world has been ruined and there is
Little joy. To remedy this, let’s bring out the harp. Beat loudly on the drum!

Winebringer, may Your cup never be empty of wine!
And give me the dregs if that is all you have left.

Even in his shaggy clothes, Hafiz wants to give You a kiss;
He may be drunk, but he will never soil Your flowing gown of gold.
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The ROSC

Today, the wine in the Winehouse is clear and all the songbirds in the world
Are drunk. This is proof of love’s seasons, when love’s mystery arrives.

From the corners of the earth, I can smell the scent of happiness;
The breeze has brought it and it smells just like a rose.

O newlywed, stop your complaining. Life’s hardships
Are only this bridal dress of beauty and a skillful bride.

O nationalists, don’t go making war against small sovereign states;
This outrage of injustice is wrong and there is a heavy price to pay.

All the garden’s flowers, in the evening light, look like jewels—
Except the rose, which was sculpted in the image of God.

On the trees that are attached to the world, only the fruit of burden grows.
Happy is the cypress that is free of burden and free of fruit.

O Minstrel, come and sing us some of the sweet songs of Hafiz;
They are full of happiness and timeless in their joy.
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Good News!

Good news! These hard times won't last forever;
Good times and bad times are both the same: neither lasts.

To those who gossip, I'm a heathen and as worthless as dust;
But in the Beloved’s eyes, they are worthless, too.

Since the doorkeep to this Winehouse is a moral man,
The rich ones with their harems will be chased out with his sword.

O candle! attracting the moth is not a cause for grief.
Celebrate this union, for dawn and the end to self-reflection are near.

Today I got good news from the world beyond the veil: Gabriel told me
That with all the sorrow in the world today, no one will stay.

No matter what the future brings, why be happy or sad,
For even on the pages of the Book of Life the writing will someday fade.

The song at last night's partv went like this:
“Bring me the cup of wine, for all this liquid is soon gone.”

O strongman, crush this dervish heart with vour hands;
Even a warchouse of gold or a storehouse of silver is quickly spent.

On the dome of this Winehouse it has been written in gold:
“We only accept credit cards made from plastic of pure hearts.”

This moming, there was more good news: permission to unite with Him.

The message said: “Caught in grief’s cage, surrender is vour reward.”

Hahz, don't ever stop longing for the wine of the Beloved;

His goodness will wash all this tyranny and violence away!
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Tl‘le Great Forgetter

The moment I touch the tip of Your hair, You run away;
And then if [ try to find solace, You criticize me for being sad.

And if [ try to sleep after drinking too much wine,
You show up in my dreams, keeping me awake.

And if, during the day, I try to explain my behavior,
You become drowsy and begin to snore.

O heart, the path of love is not paved or cushioned with soft grass,
And he who runs along this rocky road will fall.

When the wind of pride kicks up, all bubbles are burst,
And the one who is thirsty will be told there’s no more wine.

Hey, old man, it won’t do you any good to boast of beauty and eloquence.
In this world of youth, everyone will laugh.

Even if someone offers you an empire, don’t sell your beggar’s rags
At the Winehouse door. Do you know anyone who has moved from
the ghetto to the rich side of town?

They call me “The Great Forgetter,” and I'm afraid that now
I'm stuck with this name.

Hafiz says: Come out from behind that veil!
The only thing standing between yourself and the Beloved, is you.

2 )1 f ."
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Hey you, parrot! speaking in riddles,
Sugar wouldn’t melt in your mouth!

Clear your head so your heart will be happy,
And then mimic the words of the Beloved!

To everyone who walks by, you have given mixed messages;
For God’s sake, tell us something we don’t know.

O Winebringer, throw some of Your best wine in our face,
For it is time to wake up!

What chord was it last night that the Minstrel played
That caused the drunk and the pious both to dance?

What drug did You put in their cups
That caused them to lose both their hats and their heads?

Not even to Alexander the Great would Your lovers give the Wine of Life;
He hadn’t the power or the gold for that price.

Today, reason is the currency of the world,
But compared with Love, even alchemy has lost its flash.

Come, and listen to our stories of pain;
Even with few words, the truth is still there.

O Lord, don't tell our secrets to those who don’t drink;
One cannot give a picture on the wall Your enlightened touch.

To a millionaire, money is the standard of the world,;
Hahz says: O beggars, | have exchanged all my money for these poems!
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T}ie Letter

Even though I can't read or write, [ know no letter came from You today.
Where is that old scribe who has been writing all my notes?
Has he not been putting my letters in the mail?

O Teacher, I know You taught us that we couldn’t get to You
Without much effort and without Your help, but all this silence
is leading me astray.

Maybe if I drink some more from this jug of wine,
Time will pass and a letter from You will come.

Eating candy with this sweet wine will not take this pain away.
Think about tomorrow —it’s better to mix something sour
with what is sweet.

O fundamentalist, get out of this Winehouse while you can;
If you stay any longer, you too may end up drunk and misbehaved.

You've preached to us about the dangers of drink, both night and day;
Now tell us something good. About the Winemaker and the beauty of
His wine, what have you to say?

O winelovers, in the Winehouse , God is your only friend.
He doesn’t come here with pockets filled with trinkets to buy your love.

Remember those wise words the Winebringer last night told the drunk:
“Don’t accept wine or the heart of some young punk who can’t pray.”

Hafiz is consumed by the sun that shines on the Beloved’s face.
O postman, don’t you have a letter for one who is dying of thirst today?
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Practice What YOU Preacli

Beware these preachers who use altar and pulpit as a stage for a one-act play,
For in their chambers and with friends, they have nothing at all to say.

I say: “You silver-tongued devils,
Go practice what you preach!”

They must not believe in karma or the Judgment Day,
Making all this noise in the name of God.

They brag, today, of their new beach house and their sporty car;
O Lord, teach them a lesson, and tomorrow kick them in the head!

[ am a slave to the Beloved. In the Winehouse,

All His lovers are simple folk and are made from Adam’s clay.
O monk in the monastery, jump up! The Winebringer

Is making strong wine and He is giving it away!

O greedy ones, go home and clean up your house;
Would you want God to live with all those idols and in all that mess?
And make room for us, so when drunk, we’ll have a place to stay.

O Sufy, it’s no use, these selfish preachers will never learn to whirl;
They give equal value to the shell as to the pearl.

Hahz, come sing us some of that lovely verse.
God woke up this morning and decreed that forever this will be vour day!
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LOOL at ’”ﬁs

Look at this! The Beloved is drunk, His hair is messed up,
His clothes are torn, and it looks like He’s not had a bath in days!

Late last night, at midnight, the Beloved came this way to my bed —
Holding a jug of wine.

He whispered in mv ear: “O poor lover
P 3 p :
Are you awake or are you asleep?”

[ said; “Whatever You have put into my cup I have drunk without question.
[ have been faithful and have never denied my love of wine.”

Even though [ stay up late at night, and wait,
This drinking has been my fate.

So, go away, preacher, and leave me alone.
Stop giving me hell for drinking only dregs—it’s all I can afford.

Everything the Beloved has poured into our cups, we've tried;
Whether it was the wino’s brand or the Elixir of Life.

Like the laughter from a cup of wine and the braid of the Beloved’s hair,
Hafz has had a life that is joyous and then has come untied.
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No Guarantees

These days the only friend that is faultless
Is a bottle of red wine and a book of poems.

Wherever you are going, go alone; for the road to enlightenment is
Very narrow and full of curves. And take your wineglass with you,

for there are no guarantees.

I am not the only writer that is worried about having a job.
Knowledge without experience is the “wise man’s” fate.

In this noisy street, the voice of reason says:
The world and all its possessions is no security.

Let me tell you an old story: the face of an old camel, destined by
Fate to be black, cannot become white from washing and cleaning.

Everything you see around you will one day disappear,
Except Love, which lasts forever.

I had great hopes that, with my heart, I would unite with You.
But along the Road of Life, death lurks like highway robbery.

I say hold on to the Moon-Faced One’s hair, and don't tell a soul!
For the effect of Saturn and the stars, is agony and good luck.

No one will ever see Hafiz sober, never.

He is drunk on the wine of endless Eternity, and keeps asking for more!
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On a Roac{ Outsicle o[i Town

On a road outside of town at dawn,
A traveler said to his companion:

“O Sufy, the only pure wine is that which
Has been in the jug for forty days.”

Unless the seal-ring is on the finger of Solomon’s hand,
What special power does that seal-stone convey?

God frowns on those who wear long, loose coats,
Where a slave might have a hundred idols hidden away.

Even though there is darkness within, from Beyond
A'lamp can light up the cell of a monk.

Even though generosity is only a word whose origin cannot be traced,
Go ahead and give what you have to those who are hungry and in need.

O Lord of the harvest, if vou show a little more attention to the corn-picker,
I'll make sure you get your pay.

Nowhere, today, do I see cheerfulness and ease,
Or medicine for the heart of those without faith.

No hope or dreams,
Or words of love written in blood on any page.

Don’t listen to what the wise man says, he doesn’t have a clue.
Nor does Hafiz, alone in his cabin and reading all day.

Show me the door of the Winehouse!
So that I can ask the Sage about my fate.

Hahz says: It is the nature of the beautiful ones to be cruel, so how do
You think they would feel being blessed by a sad, humble man like me?
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Ta“dng to the Moon

If ever I get the chance to sit down with The-One-Who-Owns-My-Heart,
From fortune’s cup I'll drink my wine and from the Garden of Union
gather flowers.

That hot Sufi-burning wine is not so strong;
Winebringer, give us a little kiss and take my life in trade.

Loving You this way is driving me mad, for already I
Talk to the moon and see angels in my sleep.

Your lips have been sugar to drunkards and Your eyes like sight to the blind.
Without Your gifts, | have nothing, neither candy nor the wine.

O Winebringer, when I get up from this Winehouse chair, I'm going to the
Palace of the dark-haired girl to give away my life—but only if you promise
to be the candle beside my bed.

Every grain of dust the wind has brought is a gift of Your grace.
I am an old servant, so don’t forget me when I'm out of sight.

Not everyone who writes verses is a poet and is welcomed with applause;
But in this world of illustrious birds, | am a poor falcon and have learned
to fly fast!

If you don't believe this, then go and ask the greatest painter in China,
For he will tell you he covets the images that come from my pen.

O Winebringer, where are You? Get out of bed!
From last night’s drinking, all I hear in my head today is the twang of that
awful harp!

It’s not everyone who is faithful and speaks the truth;
I am the slave of the Chief of the Age, Jalaluddin, the Truth Speaker.

From my pen, listen to the mysteries of love and wine,
For each night you'll find Hafz drinking with the Pleiades and the moon.
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ln a State o[ Drun]<enness

O Friend, I hope this road we are traveling goes by the Winehouse,
For we're all thirsty and needing a drink that lies behind that door.

On the first day of our journey we fell into drunkenness and telling lies,
And after we had promised our teachers and families we wouldn’t
come this way.

In this world full of wind, why is it that we go astray?
Better to drink wine and let the chips fall where they may.

In this state of drunkenness, I wonder if we can even hold on to Your belt
Sitting here in the heart’s blood like a little red boat.

Preacher, why do you want to always give advice to those who are grieving
And insane? For those of us sitting here in the dust at the Beloved’s feet
are not looking for Eden or some magic lake.

While the Sufis lose themselves in the rapture of the dervish dance,
We are possessed by love’s music and lift our hands and sway.

Here in this dust, Your helpless lovers are as valuable as rubies,
On which You have sprinkled wine, today.

O Beloved, please allow us one look at Your face,
For life is short and soon You will be gone.

Hahz, when the way to the tower of the Beloved’s palace is blocked,
Then in the dust of this door’s threshold let us put our head and stay.
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FOI’QVGI‘ YOung

This morning, while trying to repent, I said: “Hear me, God, and tell me what
To do.” But in the middle of this grieving, spring arrived.
What else can [ say?

I'm telling you the truth, this should not be hard for you to understand;
While I sit in renunciation, my friends are all out drinking wine.

O Winebringer, bring me some wine, for I am surely mad
And need Your cure if I am to give up all feasting and happiness for You.

O Beloved, here, let me put this offering upon Your throne of roses
While at the heads of my enemies [ am hurling stones.

A necklace of lilies and a bracelet of hyacinths, all for You.
Now I can finally see Your face!

Although I am only a beggar in Wineseller’s Street, when I'm drunk
I can control the stars and paint the whole sky blue!

And know that abstinence and deprivation are not my way,
Let the so-called “righteous” make fun of happy drunkards as their play.

Like the laughing lip of the rosebud, I raise my glass to You and drink,
Then tear my coat of rags in two.

Should I be the lucky one to be kissed by the Beloved's red lips,
[ swear I'll be born again and become, forever, young!

[t is not for us to be judge and jury,
Making profits from the condemnation of the lovers of wine.

Hafiz says: All you charlatans, enough of all this plotting against God!
With only a harp and a single glass of wine, I will expose vou and dash
your dreams today.
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Singing Out o[ Key

O Beloved, come over here so we can throw some roses into Your cup of wine,
And tell us of divine knowledge and the life of the heart before we
tear off the roof of the sky and go out on the wrong path.

Should a hostile army invade our town and cause the blood of lovers to flow,
The Winebringer and I will go gladly, with our captive friends, to jail.

We'll pour Your rosewater into the muddy water and the cheap red wine,
And change it to sweet sugar that tastes like the blowing breeze.

Minstrel, since you've got your harp in your hand, sing us a song of love
So we can dance, waving hands, as we make our way down the dance line.

O breeze, take our dust to the house of the Beloved,
So that along with the lucky, we, too, may get a glimpse of His face.

While one person boasts of reason, another speaks of inspired trance;
Come, let’s take this discourse to God and let Him be the judge.

If it is of Paradise and Eden that you dream, then come with us
To His Winehouse, so we can throw you into the Master’s pool from the
bottom of this wine barrel where you hide.

O Beloved, light up our gathering with the radiance of Your face
And with my head at Your feet, sing my love song all out of key.

Almost nowhere now do they appreciate the art of poetry and spiritual talk.
Hafiz says: Don’t worry, to somewhere else that is rich with freedom we will go.
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Notl‘ling

The value of all the gold in the world is worthless: nothing.
Winebringer, bring wine! Because this whole world and its business
is nothing too.

Both heart and soul of Hafiz desire the Beloved’s presence.
To him this is everything! And without that, life and happiness are nothing.

Good luck comes to the heart, painless and without blood.
Food picked in the Garden of Paradise gained by blood and stress
is not real food.

So, if you are tired and hot, don’t go looking for shade beneath the Tree of Life
Or beneath the lotus! There is no cool breeze unless you know the Truth.

Life on this earth is short, and is gone, like a forgotten dream.
Use this time to rest, for even this time does not exist.

O Winebringer, we are merely waiting on the shore of the ocean of death.
Fill our cups while You can. Even the time it takes to drink a sip of wine
is gone too fast.

And friends, don’t worry about what people say, be the happy rose.
The power of this passing world is like the breeze —gone —and is nothing.

And I say to the professors: Be careful, and don’t always think you are right.
For the distance from the monk’s cell to the Master’s abode
is less than you think.

[ have been worn away to nothing from all this grief and suffering.
Yet there’s no need for me to confess to any priest, for this, too, is nothing.

“Hahz” is a name that has the seal of approval.
But the wino is not impressed. To have much and to have nothing
is the same, and is Nothing.
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For /\“ T[’liS \X/riting

For all this writing, they paid me with a branch of sugar cane,
But all the honey and sugar that flows from my pen is my true reward.

Today an angel came to me and gave me some happy news:
“When the world is filled with tyranny and violence, We'll give you
the gift of patient calm.”

It's so much fun being the slave of the Beloved!
For being dust at His feet, I got the highest medal that they give.

That same day, they promised me a life without end;
And all along I had only been able to write of such things!

The moment I fell into the Beloved’s trap,
I was released from the chains of anguish and despair.

Because of this blessing and the magic of the sun and moon,
I have been free of the illness of fate and time.

Hafiz, for now at least: rejoice —then scatter the sugar of thanks.
With sweet wine on your lips, you have drunk fully of this life,
and how sweet it is!
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Tlﬁe Gkost o[ the Winehouse

From the church to the Winehouse our Master came last night.
O friends, now that He’s here, what are we going to do?

How can we, now, bow to Mecca,
With the Beloved here and drinking our wine?

Since we are staying here in the Winehouse too,
This must be destiny, and something more than luck.

If only they knew how blessed we are to be chained to Your hair,
The wise would be rushing out and buying chains.

We have fallen prey to the falcon of Your heart:
O Beloved, shake your beautiful hair so that we may take flight!

Your face, alone, contains all the wonder of the Koran;
All we need is grace and beauty to explain this book.

Can You tell us if Your heart of stone can be touched
At all by our hearts that burn and by their flame?

When the wind blew Your hair out of place, my world turned black.
Now I need only a lock of Your black hair to prove to others I am rich.

Hahz, be quiet! How can you hit the target with arrows made of sighs
And longing? Be sensible and make something aerodynamic out of wood.

Hahz says: The Beloved has become the ghost of the Winehouse.
I'am going to live on the doorstep my whole life and haunt
this Winehouse, too!

~erim D h ."'
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The Greater tl‘le E,“ort, tl‘le Worse t}le Pain

O Beloved, do you think that my love for You is so fickle
That I've forgotten You and have given it away?

[ live for You and my heart is love-drunk:
My love for You entered me at birth from my mother’s milk.

Love is both its own pain and its remedy;
This irony is almost more than I can take: the greater my effort,
the worse the pain.

Here, in Shiraz, every night my love-sick cry is the first
One you will hear.

If you added my tears to the Zinda River,
All the farmlands in Iraq would be washed away by flood.

Last night, I swear, [ saw the Beloved’s face!
With the wind blowing, the clouds were lifted, and it was lit up by the moon.

I went after Him with a passion, my lips ready for a kiss,
But He put me off, saying: “I've got a headache, and it’s bad luck to
make love on a waning moon.”

O Hafiz, watch out! Even though you love Him,
The King is all-powerful, and His love can take your life!
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The Pearl

O Beloved, I can see the beauty and grace in that moonlike face;
Won'’t You share some of those gifts with me?

In the eyes of the law, a child is not even guilty of murder;
So what happens if the one who steals my heart, and kills me, is a child?

Sufi, look out for yourself. Who knows what the child who
Hasn'’t been taught good from bad will do next?

Knowing this, I have taken a lover only fourteen years old,
Who prays to the soul of slavery and the full moon.

The smell of mother’s milk still comes from his lip,
But his black eyes covered with blood give him away.

O Lord, where did we leave our hearts looking for that new rose?
It has been missing now for a long, long time.

O Beloved, if this young lover of mine tries to steal my heart, will You
Send Your palace guards to replace him and then take him away?

O Pearl, with pleasure I would give to You my life,
If You would come to rest in the shell of Hafiz’s eye  and stay.
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\X/aterl)oy o[ tlle Drunl(s

O Beloved, when I drink from Your red glass, I lose consciousness.
When I look into Your drunken eyes, I go deaf.

Even though I am Your slave, and useless,
Sell me to the owner of the Winehouse, so I won't be far from Your lips.

Everywhere I go, I carry a wine cask on my shoulder,
Hoping that someone will give me, in exchange, Your cup.

In this street, [ am the waterboy of the drunks.
My destination is the Winehouse, and at that door I cry all day.

Don't tell me to meditate or try to hold my breath to remedy my pain.
Would the bird in the meadow take such ill advice?

In all my searching I can't tell the difference between patience and rest.
Even if | wanted to talk about You, who would have the patience to listen
and understand?

The moral of this story is: Don’t give aged wine to those who are heartless:
This wine is too hot for those who are free of pain.

So lovers of wine, drink up! The Beloved has lifted his red glass
And Paradise cannot be, now, far away.

O Hafiz, stop all this talking and tears.
You are the Sultan of Love, so how can you act this way?
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Don’t Worry, Be Happy

If I'm forced to drink musky wine, so be it;
For the taste of fasting and hypocrisy is certainly not sweet.

Even if everyone in all God’s creation forbids me love,
I'll do whatever my Beloved wishes, whatever that may be.

Don’t worry, be happy for Hafiz; for it is the nature of God
To pardon sin and for lovers to forgive.

He who sits in the center of the Sufi’s circle
Sits in hope that his sitting will gain blessings from the Beloved.

To those of you whom God has given beauty and fortune,
What else do you think you need?

With clean air, beautiful scenery, and good wine,
All that’s needed for perfection is a joyous heart.

It’s true that the bride-of-the-world is beautiful, but be careful,
Because no one will ever tie this beauty’s feet.

The earth will never be without flowers and trees,
For as one dies, another comes to take its place.

O beggar, don’t ask me what you should do: look inside.
This mirror will tell you all you need to know.

To the moon-eyed girl, I said: “Come on, give us a little kiss.
Your sweet lips will save me from a broken heart.”

She only laughed: “Hafiz, I am not afraid of your kiss,
But turn your lips instead to the face of the Beloved!”
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Ec[ipse

O Winebringer, bring me some wine, and one or two cups won't do.
I'm feeling old, so bring me something that will make me feel young.

Wine is the remedy for pain,
So it must be the remedy for old age, too.

If the sun is the wine and the moon is the cup,
Then pour some of that sun into my mooncup and let’s cause an eclipse!

Because all this reason is so hard to shake,
Bring that rope of wine for a noose and we’ll string it up!

Please dowse this burning heart with water,
And fill me with fire that’s more like water, instead.

The rose of my life has left me. I told her: “Go with joy.”
Now bring me some wine as pure as rosewater to fill this void.

So what. if the world stops spinning and the birds no longer sing.
As long as the sound of the gulping of wine fills my ears, I am content.

The reason-mongers say that being a wine addict is either right or wrong.
Winebringer, I don't care what they say. Bring me some more wine!

Friends, don’t be sad for the time that wine and the wind have blown away;
The sound of the lute and the lyre will bring it back.

Since we can only see the Beloved's face in sleep,
Bring me that medicine that makes sleep come.

Although I'm already a little tipsy, bring me three or four more
Cups of wine so I'll be good and drunk and can disappear.

Winebringer, even if it is a sin, draw two large jugs of wine
From that cask, and bring it over here!
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A F[OO(J O[ T@&I‘S

I lay down in the road where she drives to work,
But she never came.

I prayed for a hundred kinds of kindness,
And she never even looked my way.

O Master, protect me from this young beauty;
All T do all day is sit here and sigh.

Even a flood of tears hasn’t washed the hardness from her heart.
No impression on that stone was ever made by rain from the sky.

As a candle wick drowns in its own wax, [ want to die at her feet,
But neither she nor the breeze pass by this morning where I lie.

O my soul, who is so hard-hearted and stupid that he
Wouldn’t make a shield against the arrows she let fly?

Last night [ cried so hard that neither fish nor fowl could sleep,
But that young lovely, sleeping, never even blinked an eye.

O you young thing, behold the bird of my heart with its wings and
Feathers consumed. Get out of my head! You are driving this lover mad.

Poor Hafiz! We all know your sad story of love,
But there is nothing that we can do to help.
If given the choice, all we'd want to do is die.
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Tlm DrinLer o( Dregs

In life, pure wine and the Winebringer are obstacles along the way
From whose noose even the wise ones will one day swing.

[ am an outlaw, a lover, and a drunk who cannot read.
Thank God I am not living in the city in sin.

f you are coming to the Winehouse, come with respect.
If you are a friend of the king, then vou will not get in.

It's not natural for either the dervish or the pilgrim to be cruel;
So Winebringer, bring wine, for your lovers are never led astray.

Even if His slaves and servants leave Him,
God goes on about His work as if nothing had ever changed.

Don'’t think that the drunks and the beggars in the Winehouse door
Are contemptible, for they are beltless kings and crownless monarchs
in disguise.

Wake up! and spare us from all your hot air and pride,
For there is not enough barley in a thousand harvests to pay for
all this wine!

Unlike those who wear blue gowns or black hearts on their sleeves,
I am of only one color and am the drinker of dregs.

The Beloved told Hafiz: “Make up your mind; to reach nirvana is a lofty goal.
To get there, get out that map of love and find your way back to Me!”
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Searcl\ing [or Truth

All over town, people call me a ladies’ man and a lover.
I don’t understand—I don’t despise them and am not jealous of their ways.

I'm faithful and happy even with all this talk.
“Don’t worry, be happy” is my motto, and I'm not deceived.

When I asked the Winemaster about the path to Truth,
He told me to keep quiet and took my glass of wine away.

To prove His point, He poured my wine into the water
Destroying my reflection, and I lost all sense of who I was.
“Now,” He said, “you can search for truth.”

O Beloved, I have tied my trust to the tip of Your long, flowing hair;
Why should I do anything else? For without You, I don’t exist.

But the beautiful soft cheek of a lover teaches us how to also love the
Friend. To praise her beautiful face is praising His face, too.

Today, instead of going to church, I'm going to the Winehouse
To drink some wine. I don’t have time to listen to those jobless preachers
and their empty words.

Hafiz, kiss only the Beloved’s lips and drink only the Beloved’s wine,
For He is the only reverend, and His wine is the only sacrament you need!
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Tlm Cost of a Kiss

[ said: “O Beloved, look at me. I am healthy and prosperous.
When will I get Your kiss?”

He said: “Would I lie to you? While you were talking,
I kissed you and at the same time took your purse of gold.”

I said: “Your price is high. Even if I owned all of Egypt
[ couldn’t pay You for that kiss.”
He said: “Don’t worry, the bankers of Egypt won't lose money
on this deal, and | won’t give you any more than you can take.”

I said: “How will [ find, then, the way to Your mouth?”
He said: “I will give vou a map that only the sensitive can read.”

I said: “And how do [ avoid idiots and idols along the way?”
He said: “In the Street of Love there are those who tell stories, and
there are those who tell the truth.”

I said: “But I am happy here in the Winehouse. Why would I want
to go away?”
He said: “Then stay here if vou are happy and truly feel this way.”

I said: “What do wine and all the preacher’s robes have to do with religion?”
He said: “This is like kindergarten to get into the Master’s school.”

I said: “And what are You doing for those who are old and infirm?”
He said: “With a sweet kiss I will make them feel young.”

I said: “And when will we see this kind Master standing at our door?”
He said: “Not until Jupiter collides with the moon, or until
you can drink a cask of wine.”

I said: “But Hahz prays every morning for Your happiness and health!”
He said: “Don’t pray for me; [ pump iron and laugh a lot, and have angels
that pray for me all day. Think of this—now what do you have to say?”
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Tke Fortune—te”er

In the days when kings were honorable, fair, and forgiving,
Professors, priests, and Hafiz all drank from the same cup.

Even the Sufi came out from his cloister when he saw the policeman
Carrying a cask of wine on his shoulder, and had a drink!

One day, I asked the Wineseller if the priest and judge
Snuck around like the hypocrite and drank in secret.

He said; “Hafiz, you are above all that; it’s not worth your time.
Just keep on drinking and leave them to their deceitful ways.”

Winebringer, more wine! Soon it will be spring and there will be
No more wine. Tell me what I should do about my burning heart.

I'm doing everything I can to cover up my trail;
Love, poverty, youthfulness, and spring fever are my excuse.

Friends, be quiet. The moth of our affection is coming. With your
Tongues stuck out so far into the flame of the candle, how will we
lure Him here to stay?

Believe me, this discipline is worth your silence.
We have never had One like this around here before!

Stay a little longer; He will get here soon.
Don't be taken in by the hypocrites over in the corner
with their blue coats made to look like the sky.

Along time ago, I went to the fortune-teller to have my fortune read.
She said: “Go to the Winehouse and drink a cup of wine.”

Hafiz has been here ever since. He is through with his love of
Suffering and the words that describe that love, and he’s
going to stay that way!
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Writing Poems from the Light ol YOur Face

Since [ can’t even run my fingers through Your hair,
O Beloved, what am I to do?

Everything I do is because of You.
Is this rising and falling to be my only fate?

After drinking a hundred cups of my heart’s blood, I finally caught
Hold of Your robe, and now for nothing, for no amount of gold,
will I let it go.

O Beloved, tonight I will write my poems from the light of Your face,
Rather than from the moonlit sky.

And [ will give my clothes and possessions to the minstrels and singers
In order that [ be worthy of Your grace.

What can [ say? Your tenderness is so subtle
That to even pray now seems like a waste of time.

The face of the Beloved can only be seen by those who are pure,
So don’t waste your time looking unless your mirror is completely clean.

O Beloved, You are loved by all the world.
How can I compete with so many, fighting night and day?

Hafz says: O pilgrim, give up vour religion.
Love is a mystery, and like light upon your face, it plays.
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/A\[)out Ha(iz

AFIZ WAS BORN IN SHIRAZ around the early fourteenth century as

Khwaja Shamsuddin Muhammad. At a young age he showed a genius
for poetry and was drawn both to Persia’s great poets and to the spiritually
advanced saints and masters. His favorite poet was Sa‘di, who had died a gen-
eration earlier but whose verse was sung and praised throughout Persia. Hafiz
dreamed of becoming a great poet like Sa‘di or Rumi. He also loved the
Koran, and while still a boy he learned it entirely by heart—hence the pen
name he later adopted, Hafiz, which means “the Preserver” and implies one
who has memorized the Koran.

Because of his father's untimely death and the family’s subsequent
descent into poverty, Hafiz was forced to leave school in his teens and go to
work in a drapery shop and later a bakery to support the family. By the age of
twenty-one he had become fluent in Arabic and Turkish and was self-taught
in the skills of jurisprudence, mathematics, astronomy, and other sciences,
and was writing poems under the pseudonym of Hafiz.

Legend has it that as a young man, Hafiz fell intoxicatingly in love with
a beautiful young woman named Shakh-i-Nabat (“Branch of Sugarcane”).
He became so obsessed with her beauty that he couldn’t eat or sleep and
began writing poems about her. Since the girl had been promised in mar-
riage to the prince of Shiraz, in desperation Hafiz sought help at the tomb of
a great Sufi master, Baba Kuhi, near Shiraz. Before he died, Baba Kuhi had
promised that anyone who could stay awake for forty consecutive nights at his
tomb would be granted the gift of poetry, immortality, and his heart’s desire.
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Wanting, really, only to win Shakh-i-Nabat’s love, Hafiz completed the forty-
day vigil and is said to have then been visited by the Angel Gabriel, who gave
him a cup to drink from, containing the Water of Immortality. Hafiz was so
astonished by the beauty of the angel that he forgot the beauty of Shakh-i-
Nabat, and when Gabriel asked him to express his heart’s desire, he replied:
“I want God!” Although Hafiz's desire for Shakh-i-Nabat went unrequited
and he married someone else, they would remain close, life-long friends.

After the forty-day vigil, Hafiz was sent by Gabriel to a Sufi master of the
Ruzbihaniyya order named Shaykh Mahmud ‘Attar, with whom he spent the
next several years and from whom Hafiz would eventually receive the man-
tle of God-realization. His fame quickly spread far and wide, and his poems
of longing and love for the Beloved were sung throughout Shiraz and
bevond.

Word soon reached the court of Shah Abu Ishak, a great patron of the arts
who invited Hafiz to recite his verse at the palace. Hafiz’s poems—which
were uncensored and outspoken in their criticism of the deceit and hypocrisy
of the court artists, clergy, scholars, and judges —aroused much jealousy and
suspicion. Even so, his reputation grew, and he was able to earn ample
money from court patronage of his poetry as well as by teaching at a theo-
logical college.

In 1353, Shiraz was invaded and conquered by a robber-prince named
Mubariz. As a strictly orthodox Muslim, he closed the taverns and wine
shops and instituted laws that deprived Hafiz of his position as a professor of
Koranic studies. Hafiz took up work as a calligrapher and a copier of manu-
scripts to support his wife and child. During the dictatorial rule of Mubariz,
Hafiz began writing protest poems, which would eventually make up a siz-
able portion of his Divan.

By the 1360s, although Mubariz had been deposed, Hafiz had made ene-
mies of many members of the clergy as well as poets who were envious of his
success. With increasing danger to himself and his family, Hafiz fled Shiraz
in 1368 and lived for about four years in exile some three hundred miles from
home —giving rise to poems of homesickness for Shiraz and his friends and
students.

Since Hafiz was now famous throughout all of Persia, a controversy over his
exile raged, with people from all walks of life taking sides either for or against
the master poet. In 1375, Hahz was invited back to Shiraz in order to quell the
fiery debate and was reinstated at his teaching position at the college.
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By this time, for over thirty-five years Hafiz had been the faithful student
of ‘Attar, yet he had still not attained his desire for union with God. When
Hafiz would ask ‘Attar when he would get his wish, ‘Attar would simply say,
“Be patient, and one day you will know.” Nearing the fortieth anniversary of
his first meeting with ‘Attar, Hafiz began a self-imposed penance in which
one draws a circle on the ground and then sits within it for forty days with-
out food or drink and without leaving the circle for any reason. It was said
that if a person could succeed in this difficult practice, God would grant
whatever he desired. Hafiz remained within the circle for thirty-nine days,
and on the fortieth day, Gabriel was again sent to him and asked him his
heart’s desire. Hafiz’s reply was, “My only desire is to wait on the pleasure of
my Master’s wish.” With that, Hafiz was released from the circle and rushed
to ‘Attar’s house. ‘Attar embraced him and gave him a drink of wine, making
him immediately God-realized. Hafiz had received his heart’s desire after
forty years of waiting.

Hahz lived for eight more years, during which time he wrote over half the
poems that would eventually be associated with his name. The poems writ-
ten after his becoming God-realized are written from a state of Divine
Knowledge and are much different in tone and content than those written
during his days of longing and protest.

Using his poetry as a vehicle for his teaching, for the remainder of his life
Hahz taught in relative seclusion; disciples and other people traveled from
all over Persia to be in his company.

Around 1389, after suffering from a long illness, Hahz passed away.
Thousands attended his funeral and his entombment at the foot of a cvpress
tree he had planted, surrounded by a garden of roses. The tomb and garden
became a place of pilgrimage, and soon his name and fame spread bevond
the Persian-speaking world. Today the Western world is discovering Hafiz
and embracing him as one of their own. His Divan, now, as it was following
his death, is often consulted as an oracle by students and spiritual seckers
around the world.

This biographical sketch is a synthesis of the available reports on Hafiz's life. based
essentially on oral history and legend. My chief reference was Paul Smith’s Book of the
Winebringer (Melbourne, 1988), which is primarily about the symbolic imagery used
in Persian poetry but also includes a history and a small selection of Smith's versions
of poems from the Divan.
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/A\L)out Tliomas Ra{n Crowe

"l" HOMAS RaIN CROWE is a poet, translator, editor, publisher, recording
artist, and author of eleven books of original and translated works.
During the 1970s he was editor of Beatitude magazine and co-founder and
director of the San Francisco International Poetry Festival. In the 1980s he
was a founding editor of Katuah Journal: A Bioregional Journal for the
Southern Appalachians and founded New Native Press. In 1994 he founded
Fern Hill Records (a recording label devoted exclusively to the collaboration
of poetry and music) and his spoken-word and music band, the Boatrockers.
In 1998 his book The Laugharne Poems (which was written at the Dylan
Thomas Boat House in Laugharne, Wales) was published in Wales; his
groundbreaking anthology of contemporary Celtic-language poets, Writing
The Wind: A Celtic Resurgence and his first volume of translations of the
poems of Hahz, In Wineseller's Street, were released. He has also translated
the work of the French poets Yvan Goll, Guillevic, Hughes-Alain Dal, and
Marc Ichall. Following six years as editor-at-large for the Asheville Poetry
Review, Crowe has recently released a CD recording with his band The
Boatrockers titled, The Perfect Work: Poems of Hafiz.
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“Hafiz speaks the immortal language of love today through Thomas Rain Crowe.”

— SHAYKH SHERIF BABA.
head of the Turkish Rifa’i-Marufi Sufi Order of America

“The source, the gravity, and the light that will direct us home is Love. Hafiz is
a poet mtmncalcd by this inc l‘CdlbIL Love—a wise-drunk man—how rare!
Thomas Rain Crowe bnn,g.,s this-illuminating poetry to this (dv( of centuries as
we contimue to look for love —perfect timing for these songs.”

—Joy Harjo, author of In Mad Love and War

“This book is an‘inspiring reflection of the best.of what humanity has to give.
Congratulations to Thomas Crowe and his Persianmuse.”

—Bogi Jones, Welsh poet and author of Welsh Mysticism

HE PERSIAN SuF1 POET HAFIZ (1326-1390) is a fowering figure in Islamic

literature —and in spiritual attainment as well. Known for his profound

mystical wisdonr combined with a sublime sensuousness, Hafiz was the
supreme master ofa poctic form known as the ghazal, an ode or song consisting
of rhymed couplets.celebrating divine love. In this selection of his poems, wine
and the.intoxieation it-brings arc the images that express this love in all its
joyful abandon, painful yearning, bewilderment, and surrender. Through onc
hundred free-verse renditions, we gain entry into the mystical world of Hafiz's
Winchouse, with its cestatic minstrels, its bewitching Winebringer, and its
companions in drunken longing whose hearts cry out, “More wine!” Thomas
Rain Crowe brings a new dimension to the growing appreciation of Hafiz and
his wise drunkard’s advice to the seckers of God.

Tromas Rain CROWE is a poct, translator, editor, publisher, recording artist,
and the author of ten books. Hailed as one of the “Baby Beats” of the 1970s, he
has been described as “what happens when Kabir, Rumi, and Sydney Lanier
meet the Dharma Bums.” Crowe is a frequent performer at poetry festivals and
Sufi events, reciting Hafiz poems to the musical accompaniment of his band,
The Boatrockers. Among his recent books are In Wineseller's Street: Renderings
of Hafiz and Writing the Wind: A Celtic Resurgence.

Cover art: Ishfahan-style drawing, late sixteenth century, bears signature of
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