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SfU dances nntk^race,

and music pCttys to tier form,

as fierBocfy wfoCdspctaCs cfjoy.

CaCm melodies Brusfied By an artists unseen Band,

sBefasBions fuBite Birds,

from the air deGcttUudusperittffs.

She soars in secret de^ht,

(ffirming t^e...

ca^ngCovetohersdf

Hhe tooddspins to her movements,

itfhiCe the universe Bows.
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T-ESijTcncxfi

9{owfortunate is9{t^'sperfection.
J^nourfortunateismyCoL
lamsourdoufffL

Qtad^ I woutd£t today to 6eperfect myour Cove.
^ut Ctatu can I die?

ChCy hands are emptied By my heart's desire,
^ndtheyarefudfromseparation.

l/tihatadUmmamysouCpCacesmein.
(Duadtyl

I have much, to seO.

I have neither the ears to hear zoith nor the eyes to see.
"Whatgrief I am cmised.

'Mien I was ignorant cfM'Ihinffs Being you, then I toas asimpCeton.
i^Upwyoucast me out from nights of ignorance, and Bar that door.

itiowCdtgdoIstandindar^tiess?

^Xow many steps are then to ̂ mB?
r Bruno not who I am, orwhatyouan, though IfeeCyou inside,
SindcaCCyou, father.

Isu ovens to BaBf me as dough into fresh Bread
yet I alone have not the strergth. to step inside the own to Be BoBgd.
I donotfearthe ovenfor I can understand its purpose.

'But I cannot understand what it is to Be BaBgd in gotCsooen.
IhistrouBCesmeandlddnotBrunozohattothinB,
tKfst assured my heart, I am Underising myseCf to Be BaBgd
'But oh lohatfetiing to Be mcompCetedworBi
that cuases it not to Be fit for BaBing?

I Bruno BaBgd Bread is for consunung.
H^eCC, tohenwid I ever taste that good!



tR^iiPQS'E

(BeCoxfed, sfiad I xiHiOitidtA yo%i?

"Wc cango for a zoaC^past the stars and soar so fugd

Tcmkrty, zoc fed Cove.

WecanwaC^OTex/erandeverintlien^/u.

'Mien toe are tired, Cets rest in one anot/ier.

I BCowsxout losses tofournedu

Und mygCanu is Cost in vision cfO^ourBeattty.

'We can vK^iforexfeT and ever in tHe nigBt.

I say to Cyou, 'is my 'Beloved refresfied?'

S^ndCXon smile, toe Bold Bands.

milBoa stars pass myforeBead

'We can zoaO^oreverandeverintBe nigBt.

ydngive me zoater to diisdo

'CFirst ̂ ou dnnio' I say.

One pearCfadsfnmO^ourHps. IdrinSitBe treasure.

'We can toaOiforeverandeverintBe night.



SI %\)ICETDlS}tE'BTJLCn^ay

1

I soimdyburproiu in tUt cords of UU courts cf my ktarL
2

ItwgficioyourtoudL ̂ ouch mt until I tingU Beyond tingfwg,
Andrtstin the oBodecfy^ourlotfbig caress.
3

O'hear my voiu out <f the multitudes,
Jhn r worthy cf Tour compassionate BGssF
4

I char^ Vilooed as Touawalipiny heart,

Tadi change carriu me ctosertoTourtooino arms.
5

^Beloved Ggfil the firt in my heart
OialnotsutheBBncbessinmymmdshedsmefmnunion.

^etooed Ton art named many names and mean many things.
*Bulformt,Tou art.
7

^IsUponderingtheeoenurfntyBft,IfeetdeepfaUfu
"E^ver adding in the ever prtscnu^Tour loot.
8

^Bitorftdwhaecanlsay? lamheru

Atlut^elovul, ffuCintuunttyauressence.
IHenisnowt^toconveyit.

7t*,ftlitsunMnots^t6inwould6enodau.
10 ^

ff'SeCoved, yourjmu is Beyondworis.
Let me sprout wings and fit/ Home.

II

Looe is you, ̂Beloved.

his tBekjudBng heart yeaming to 6e One.



T^fES'UTI

'UpmfussouCmaiifdtfuftntyqffieart.

Hit ruiCpCays a note and tlie ancient t^vm Seats.

!His arms rise spread toide.
9Ss smiGngforeSead Satfied roith GgSt.

!Hie dances througktSe primitive, tSrougS. the andcnt,

HuvugS the contemporary into the SifaC.

(Beyond Se tvSirls ecstatic...

^ Gps shape the heart's petcd, sotuuGng... !Hu..Jhi.Jfhu..l

!fhi, theStcftadCtoAlGih!

^ zohids zvith opened heart, soSer, BaCanced and free.



m(C(xH$ci(yuso^^

O'SeCf, ydu. art fiidden tintfim my Body,

^t^^fUqft/ielijtowCu^eqfnySeCf.

I address O^ou, Self of adseCoes,

^nd beg ̂our pardon for my ignoranu.

On'Ettrdi.vfeBaveBuitasfuntspancftim,
And Buried in ournatuns is Bappiness,
iBougtiinourmindSfWezoand^.

Hdien ifte sun rises and tBe souls cf tftis lOorCd awalfn,
'Beeotmng fuunanly conscious of their Uves,

you, O Qreat 'Wonderous Self, unconscious^ Being (done in silence,
As the One.

ti^eesost in separation the ocean and the land,
And yet, toe meet on the shoreless trad^zohere no feet can Be seen.

/ unconsdouslyUve in your Being,
Andyou in your infiniu Selferrperienu your Self as me.

C Selfofad selves, lam unconscious.

IzoanttoatoaffntoGveandrGeforyou.

O' 'BountfulLife ofadgiving tfe,

HVientoidtoe Benotyouorl,

And cease this game if you and IF



Listen O'SeCf of aHiQurwingness,

I am TuBBed out from tBeflame cf unJinoioinff,

Sind the pressure cftBe unconscious Blows asteam cf ashes.

Unconsaous that I am that I mayBe conscious again.

Sweet the Bird infUght, sweeter the smed oflovers,

fet pale they are in the Gght, Before the conscious fJdurwer.

O'Self, hidden in my Body, mahf- me no longer unconscious,
'But co'iscious ofO^our consciousness.

This morning I awohf "Beloved One and my heart
"Was Uhp afountain empty cf water.

"Before the Birds were chirping and the sun was rising
IFrom the other side cf the earth, kjunver of my heart,
ifdy suffering Began forfotu

"Today this poor heart cf mine is Broken,

And the strain is nearly Beyond endurance.

O' Infinite One whatshareqf"Xourzoealthisallotedtome,

That I must pass this day zvith the sorrows of a Brohfn heart.
And thejoy of Qdur dizHne compassion.

Sill zoords hazK Been spohen in me,

Lihe a. tided wave Bursting upon the shore.
And all thoughts are deadening zvithin my senses.
O'Uleart of my heart hear this simple cry,
IFrom this poor heart of rtrine.



^MfFjjyiyyoTcxj^

nSit(GvmtiussofymtTtove

Is exftrdrotuiiy closer and doser

Ifu strings of irty mind and Heart

HutunelHearudt/iin

Is everfresfier and newer

"Witli one melody and one note.

It is the vHsnGng of your praise

JindytnirrtmemSemrue.

CUiQodsendmesucAg^ that onfy your love
Jihides in my heart and Gl^ a Cahf try mind rests
InpeauhpouHngthereisonfyyou.
^ theSprmgtme Bringsflowers into Blossom

I^yourlove of rneinyouBruygifts offlrm/ers
Toydurmany loving souls.

lind as the yaH withers to the snowy curtain of H/inter
iMay I Beforyou wonnthfor others in their coldest moment

Jind as the sun heats the days and moon cools the nigfits
Could I not also Be Both, a dawn and a kissgoodnight for you.



'Pcrnmy

(Poetry is tHe (Beloved's Voiu of voices,

SuSUme splendor e}(pressing Beauty,
Us a tfiougfit evo^from 'Eternity.

Poetry is the language of love.

When in the hands of the roeaver ofhearts.

'UlSIOTi

One rrumtent of silence zvith Hhm touching try heart,

Jls if the shy VMS at my feet,

l^nd the sun Breahing intogolden haze,

Jls if the earth, zoos in the shy,

l^nd the ocean pounded the seashore creating nezv Ufe.

Is not the zoiite cmrsouL

Is not the rose our 5o<^.

I enter the daih^t of the darh.andGghtest Gght.

I enter the present zvithout hopefor the future

^nd death to the past.
I enter the heart never to returru



^miCiLPiy

I amnotioortfoft'Betaotd.
In tfiis tiHnid fiave I [augfud andsorrottfetC

Only waiiing, xpaidngforydn.

*K(o^ fiatfc aslifdm, 'wfutt am I doing fun?'
I ansuferttfitHatear.



tR'ESViyEX'SO^OrPES

my ammpttoe)(pTessih{aya, asifuptoyc^iOusum.'lJupocmxtfas
oryina^ inspired ̂  watdiiny BatUt dancas.

Tn^J-'ECncXhC- ̂^defUr'BaBasaididi^itwas aiPetfectiMasteT. ̂(c^iz created a form
poetry adkd QBazaL !He relaud toustBe spirituaCplanes andstates cf consciousness
tBrouyBtBe ̂ fiazals. Some IdestemtBin^frs and poets Bave Been irflitenced By yiifiz's
Qfiazals. I kiiouf'Emerson read ftim and r^ers to iHirfiz in some ofBis xtniiittffs.Sbid
QoetBe at an (ddaye came to iHcfizs (Dtoani translated into Qermant and produced a
Toortin Qermaa usingtBe QBazaCform. InTefection, lamtryingtoteUQodBowI
feel and see myself in IlBnu

VSPBOST, -1 amlonyinyfor Qods company and Izoant toput Qodfirst, Before myself
Ide is pleased andgives me a pearl from ̂Bs treasure.

Jl 'UOICE10 l^tE 'B'EIXyi*ED came to me GBp aflasB. 1B^ are separate poems GnBfd
UgetBer, as I aspire to love Qod, andtoarvaBtru

HHESHIFI ̂'ras rrtspiredfromTecuBngfRjtmi, and meeting tBe SBaylB- (teacBer)cftBe
'MurG-tg DervisBes.

Wf^09l$Cl0US9^lfSS is to me a difficult poem tofdlUm. It may Bave some insigBt
into consciousness. I was influenced By 'BBau T^dcBari, one of *Ba6a's mandali, ttdiile

Uttenirg to some (f Bis poems read at tBe (Pi^yrim Center at iMeBeraBad Inda. 'BBau
Badsaidto me, tBat I xtfcndd write again. I Bave zoritten tBree-poems witBanew sense

<flougwge and (f a tGfferent sort of poetry tBat isgrowitg inside me.

is oBout my suffering xvBen I felt Qod pierce nty Beart.



WLUyi>yoy^ CWyfiE - / am trying to Balance my conscious intellect zoitA the
seatqf my Heart.

(P!R^yi!HS is Beaut^andmeaningfid to me, personal^. It is the culmination of my
desire to Be pCeasuyto QoiC andto Be a Cover.

(POTflROris ttoo-poemser^pressingtAatgodis the Creator allny poems.

ViSICXiOs my personal ejfperienu that I Hope is Qod.

(BOfDyjV^SOUC is my sense cf unity zoBen £vine love as the soul, manifests
tHrouffkourBocAesintBewoHd.

LigyfTand yllUMlLF^ zim requested By fRjcHjclieu to add to the
Bool^t Because Be GBfd them and thouyBt you zootdd enjoy it.

LigyfTsinyfy tries to eKpress my ercperienu of timelessness zuBen I enter

the core cf my Heart.

ylltMlLFiyis my expression ofseparation. I am sensiny the pool, and I feel the
immense dsstanu. SometHiny at times, zoe allsHare.

nmXJffOyOUforsupportiny me in my small Booklet

of poems, and I Hope that you eiyoy them.

JlVBmSU
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