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In multi-cultural societies in many parts 

of the world, divisions are deepening 

particularly between Muslims and non-

Muslims which are regrettable and sad 

as those divisions are rooted in mis-

information and prejudice. In an effort 

to foster understanding and tolerance 

among people, I plan to create a series 

of new paintings that are inspired and 

informed by the poetry of Rumi, a thirteenth 

century Persian Sufi poet who is now 

celebrated and widely read in the United 

States. My purpose is to reach out to the 

wider community in the pursuit of peace, 

celebration of diversity, and the creation 

of positive inter-faith dialogue. Visual arts 

subtly penetrate deep into the human heart. 

When combined with the powerful words 

of a great poet, who speaks a beautiful 

and fascinating language of love and 

appreciation for life, the paintings will, 

without a doubt, touch the viewers’ hearts 

and bring about a positive understanding 

and peace.  

Born into the Hindu tradition in my native 

India, and embracing Islam later on, I have 

enjoyed the beauty of these two great faith 

traditions first hand. At birth, I was given the 

life-defining challenge of a left hand without 

fingers. Through my belief in the unity of 

an all-encompassing God, I was able to 

transcend barriers of religion, culture, and 

the cultural perceptions of handicaps. I want 

my life experiences and my pain to bridge 

the deepening divisions between Muslims 

and non-Muslims that are so prevalent in 

our culture today. I find a new motivation 

in and through my art for healing the souls 

with the universal message of love.

Since childhood I have gone through a 

lifetime of search in pursuit of this Eternal 

Love. As a young girl I was introduced to 

Meera Bai, who was a Hindu princess, 

a mystical singer and a devotee of 

Lord Krishna. She was from Rajasthan and 

she was one of the most significant figures 

of the Sant Tradition of the Vaishnava Bhakti 

Movement. I grew up singing her devotional 

A Few Thoughts on My Rumi 
Poem-Paintings
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songs and reading about her love for 

Lord Krishna. And now at this age I have 

discovered the treasure of Rumi’s poetry 

which echoes the same longing for the 

Beloved and calls everyone to just immerse 

themselves in that eternal love and find 

peace, unity and freedom.

I find traces of the universal messages 

of Rumi in some of my experiences and 

thoughts and through this important art 

project I see opportunities for bringing 

to my viewers certain understandings of 

harmony and peace. Inspired by the poems 

of Mevlana Jalaluddin Rumi, in these Poem-

Paintings I am recreating the peaceful, 

trance-like imagery to convey messages of 

love and unity. These Poem-Paintings give 

me peace and they are meditative and take 

me back to my childhood and connect me 

with my soul. 

Important projects are often collaborative 

and I take this opportunity to thank my 

partners in this journey. I thank the East Bay 

Community Foundation for awarding me 

this grant in June 2012 through their “Artists 

Work Fund” which gave a new enthusiasm 

and energy. My thanks are also due to 

the International Association of Sufism 

for sponsoring me and hosting the show 

at the Dominican University, San Rafael, 

California from July 15, 2012 through Dec 

15, 2012. Finally I am grateful to all my 

art patrons whose faith in my work has 

always been there and given me the strength 

to go on. Their generous contributions 

helped me meet the mandatory matching 

grant component of the Artist Work 

Fund. My sincere thanks to Rinna Flohr, 

Gallery Director at Expressions Gallery in 

Berkeley who generously offered to rent the 

gallery and all facilities and promotion at 

subsidized rates hosting the exhibition of 

this important collection with the premiere 

on 19th January 2013.

Salma Arastu, Artist

Berkeley, California

December 16, 2012
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Cultures and nations, time, eras and 

traditions have welcomed beautiful works 

of literature, poetry and of visual art. These 

expressive arts reach out to mesmerize our 

hearts; they glorify all that which the human 

heart holds dear, and human endeavor; 

they speak the language of devotion, of 

longing and of falling in love, a language 

that surpasses the confinements of time and 

place. It is the story of love and longing that 

makes Rumi, a Persian poet of the thirteenth 

century, the most read poet of the present 

time.

It is that universality of poetic expressions 

of Rumi that inspires Salma Arastu, an 

acclaimed artist hailing from the beautiful 

land of India, to create subliminal images 

by painting layers and layers of vivid colors 

on the surface of the canvas, decorating 

them with pen and ink. She has chosen the 

theme of people in her works, peoples of all 

lands; colorful, intimate, dancing, moving, 

merging to create intricate patterns, utmost 

beautiful and inspiring, pleasing to the eye 

and soothing to the heart.

Her works bring poetry in union with the 

language of visual art, or as she mentions 

it so beautifully: “In my efforts, I have tried 

to bring Eastern spirituality, and western 

techniques of painting learned over the 

years. Through the contrasting elements in 

my work, I yearn and search for unity and 

when that unity or balance is achieved, it 

brings about a tranquility and joy.”

Nahid Angha, Ph.D., 

Co-director of the International 

Association of Sufism

San Rafael, California

December 11, 2012

A Message From My Sponsor
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Mevlana Jalâluddîn Rumi was born in 1207 

CE in Balkh in what is today Afghanistan. At 

an early age his family left Balkh because 

of the danger of the invading Mongols and 

settled in Konya, Turkey, which was then 

the capital of the Seljuk Empire. His father 

Bahauddin was a great religious teacher 

who received a position at the University in 

Konya.

Mevlâna’s early spiritual education was 

under the tutelage of his father Bahauddin 

and later under his father’s close friend, 

Sayyid Burhaneddin of Balkh. As the years 

passed, Mevlâna grew both in knowledge 

and consciousness of God. At the age of 

thirty-seven Mevlâna met the spiritual 

vagabond Shams. Much has already been 

written about their relationship. Prior to 

this encounter Rumi had been an eminent 

professor of religion and a highly attained 

mystic; after this he became an inspired 

poet and a great lover of humanity.

Rumi was a man of knowledge and sanctity 

before meeting Shams, but only after the 

alchemy of this relationship was he able to 

fulfill Sayyid Burhaneddin’s prediction that 

he would “drown men’s souls in a fresh 

life and in the immeasurable abundance of 

God… and bring to life the dead of this false 

world with… meaning and love.”

The unenlightened human state is one of 

“faithlessness” in which an individual lives 

in slavery to the false self and the desires of 

the material world. The spiritual practices 

which Rumi would have known were 

aimed at transforming the compulsiveness 

of the false self and attaining Islam or 

“Submission” to a higher order of reality. 

Without this submission the real self is 

enslaved to the ego and lives in a state of 

A Brief Introduction to Rumi 
and His Message of Love 
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internal conflict due to the contradictory 

impulses of the ego. The enslaved ego is 

cut off from the heart, the chief organ for 

perceiving reality, and cannot receive the 

spiritual guidance and nourishment which 

the heart provides.

Overcoming this enslavement and false 

separation leads to the realization and 

development of our true humanity. Spiritual 

maturity is the realization that the self is a 

reflection of the Divine. God is the Beloved 

or Friend, the transpersonal identity. Love of 

God leads to the lover forgetting himself in 

the love of the Beloved.

Excerpts from The Life and Spiritual Milieu of 

Mevlâna Jalâluddîn Rumi

Translated by Camille & Kabir Helminski

“The universal message of Rumi 

is a hopeful alternative to the 

ignorance and lack of spirituality 

in modern times. Rumi’s writings 

of the thirteenth century advocate 

an understanding that there is 

something beyond religion and 

scholarly learning that can open 

our eyes to the reality beyond 

this existence; for Rumi we must 

climb a spiritual ladder of love. 

Furthermore, Rumi envisioned 

a universal faith, embodying all 

religions, because he understood 

that the cause of every religious 

conflict is ignorance. Rumi implies 

that religiosity consists in something 

other than outward religions. Real 

belief is apparent only on the inside 

of a person, which is not visible. 

Therefore, Rumi makes it clear that 

the religion of love involves loving 

the eternal and invisible source of 

existence...”

Excerpts from Rumi and The Universality of 

His Message

By M. Este’Lam
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A Secret Turn
A secret turning in us 

Makes the universe turn. 

Head unaware of feet, 

And feet head. Neither cares. 

They keep turning.

Translated by Coleman Barks

ای روز برآ که ذره ها رقص کنند
 آن کس که از او چرخ و هوا رقص کنند
جانها ز خوشی بی سر و پا رقص کنند
در گوش تو گویم که کجا رقص کنند

Quatrain # 555; Diwan-e Shams Tabrizi

1. 
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Oh My Moon!
Oh My Moon, without you I wept like a cloud, 

Without you, I am wounded, worn and lonely 

Banished from life, to sit here without you, 

I have died of the shame of living without you. 

Translated by Zara Houshmand

ای ماه چوابرگریستم بی تو
ازدست فراق تو بخستم بی تو
برخاستم ازجان چو نشستم بی تو
وزشرم بمردم چوبزستم بی تو

Quatrain # 377; Diwan-e Shams Tabrizi

2. 
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Nightingale Comes to the Garden

The nightingale comes to the garden, no more the crow.

Light of my eyes, to the garden with you I will go.

Like lilies, like roses, we’ll open out in blossom,

And we, like water running through gardens, will flow.

Translated by Zara Houshmand

	

بلبل آمد به باغ و رستیم ز زاغ
آئیم به باغ با تو ای چشم و چراغ
چون سوسن و گل ز خویش بیرون آئیم
 چون آب روان رویم از باغ به باغ

Quatrain # 1054; Diwan-e Shams Tabrizi

3. 
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You Make My Hardship Easy 
You, who make all my hardship easy, 

And the garden, trees, flowers, drunk with your gifts;

The rose is drunk; the thorn is lost in dream;

Pour one more cup, they’ll join in your wine’s stream 

Translated by Zara Houshmand
 

ای آن که زتو مشکلم آسان گردد
سرو و گل و باغ مست احسان گردد
گل سر مست و خار و بد مست و خمار
جامی در ده که جمله یکسان گردد

Quatrain # 543; Diwan-e Shams Tabrizi

4. 
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Delicate Moon
 

Delicate moon, who ripens the harvest of life, 

At my little window you show your face. 

My garden of life, bright light of my eyes, 

When will I hold your light in my embrace? 

Translated by Zara Houshmand
 

ای ماه لطیف جانفزا خرمن من
وی ماه فرو کرده سر از روزن من
ای گلشن جان و دیده ی روشن من
کی بینمت آویخته بر گردن من

Quatrain # 1423; Diwan-e Shams Tabrizi

5. 
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Put Out the Candle
Now that your lover has shown you her face, 

Extinguish yourself at her feet, my heart. 

Put out the candle that burns in the sun, 

And with you dies this sorrow: moan no more. 

Translated by Zara Houshmand
 

اي دل چو وصال يار ديدي حالي
در پاي غمش بمير تا كي نالي
شرطست چو آفتاب رخ بنمايد
 گر شمع نميرد بكشندش حالي

Quatrain # 466; Diwan-e Shams Tabrizi

6. 
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Union 
The moment you find a companion in joy 

Is the moment you find your life’s own fate. 

Beware that you don’t waste that moment in vain: 

You will find very few such moments again

Translated by Zara Houshmand 

 

خودرا چودمی بیار خرم یابی
ازعمر نصیب خویش آندم یابی
زنهار که ضایع نکنی آندم را
 زیرا که چنان دمی کم یابی

Quatrain # 925; Diwan-e Shams Tabrizi

7. 
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The First Love Story  
 

The minute I heard my first love story, 

I started looking for you, 

Not knowing how blind that was

Lovers don’t finally meet somewhere, 

They are in each other all along.

Translated by Coleman Barks 
 

تا پردهٔ عاشقانه بشناخته‌ ایم
 از روی طرب پرده برانداخته ايم
با مطرب عشق چنگ خود در زده‌ ایم
همچون دف و نای هردو در ساخته ‌ایم

Quatrain # 1202; Diwan-e Shams Tabrizi

8. 
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Road of Love
You are the road of love, and at the end, my home, 

One of the crowd, and yet I see you crowned; 

I see you in stars, in the sun, in the moon, 

Here in the green leaves, and high on the throne. 

Translated by Zara Houshmand

هم منزل عشق و هم رهت می بینم
 در بنده و در مرو شهت می بینم
در اختر و خورشید و مهت می بینم
در برگ و گیاه و درگهت می بینم

Quatrain # 1094; Diwan-e Shams Tabrizi	

9. 
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The Ravishing Moon
The ravishing moon last night upon me shone: 

Not tonight, I told her, go away.

As she left, I heard her say, well done, moody one, 

You don’t even open the door when riches come

Translated by Zara Houshmand

آمد بر من دوش مه یغمائی
گفتم که برو امشب اینجا نائی
میرفت و همی گفت زهی سودائی
دولت بدر آمده است و در نكشائی

Quatrain # 116; Diwan-e Shams Tabrizi

10. 
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Joy in My Heart
There’s joy in my heart: I have joined my lover tonight; 

Finally free from the pain of our parting tonight. 

As I dance with my lover I pray, oh Lord, in my heart:

May the keys to morning be lost forever tonight

Translated by Zara Houshmand

هستم بوصال دوست دلشاد امشب
وز غصهی هجر گشته آزاد امشب
 با یار بچرخم و دل میگوید
یارب که کلید صبح گم باد امشب

Quatrain # 110; Diwan-e Shams Tabrizi

11. 
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Woven Together
 

When ink joins with a pen 

Then the blank paper can say something; 

Rushes & reeds must be woven to be Useful as a mat- 

If they weren’t interlaced, the wind would blow them away; 

Like that, God paired up creatures 

And gave them friendship.

Translated by Coleman Barks
 

گر نباشد یاری حبر و قلم
کی فتد بر روی کاغذها رقم
این حصیری که کسی می‌گسترد
گر نپیوندد به هم بادش برد
حق ز هر جنسی چو زوجین آفرید
پس نتایج شد ز جمعیت پدید

Book # 6; Masnavi

12. 
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Bird Song 
Bird song brings relief to my longing,

I am just as ecstatic as they are; 

But with nothing to say! Please, universal soul, 

Practice some song, or something through me!

Translated by Coleman Barks 

 

آواز تو ارمغان نفخ صوراست
زان قوت و قوت هر دل رنجوراست
آواز بلند کن کهتا پست شوند
هرجا که امیریست و یا مأموراست

Quatrain # 149; Diwan-e Shams Tabrizi

13. 
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Lovers Are Another Sort 
Be friends with your burning, 

Burn up your thinking and your forms of expression; 

Moses, those who pay attention to ways of behaving 

And speaking is one sort, 

Lovers who burn- are another.
	
Translated by Coleman Barks 

آتشی از عشق در جان بر فروز
سر بسر فکر و عبارت را بسوز
موسیا آداب ‌دانان دیگرند
سوخته جان و روانان دیگرند

Book # 2; Masnavi

14. 
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Don’t Sleep
If you want victory, eternity,

Then burn in the fire of love, don’t sleep.

You slept a hundred nights, what did you gain?

For God’s sake, tonight don’t sleep till dawn

Translated by Zara Houshmand

گرمیخواهی بقا و پیروز مخسب
از آتش عشق دوست میسوز مخسب
صد شب خفتی و حاصل آن دیدی
از بهر خدا امشب تا روز مخسب

Quatrain # 108; Diwan-e Shams Tabrizi

15. 
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Awake
When I’m with you, your love keeps me awake.

When I’m not, I can’t sleep for weeping.

Good God... I’m up all night both nights, awake,

But what a difference just your presence makes.

Translated by Zara Houshmand

تا با تو بوم نخسبم از یاری ها
تا بی تو بوم نخسبم از زاری ها
سبحان الله که هر دو شب بیدارم
تو فرق نگر میان بیداری ها

Quatrain # 35; Diwan-e Shams Tabrizi

16. 
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Flowers Made of Gold 
A nightingale with a beautiful voice

Sang by a stream: ‘You can make a flower

Of jewels and gold, even add perfume,

But it won’t have a flower’s true bloom

Translated by Zara Houshmand

 دی بلبلکی لطیفکی خوش گوئی
 می گفت ترانه ای کنار جوئی
 کز لعل و زمرد و زر و زیره توان
برساخت گلی ولی ندارد بوئی

Quatrain # 1879; Diwan-e Shams Tabrizi

17. 
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Rumi Poem - 116 
 
Why think thus O men of piety I have returned to sobriety 
I am neither a Moslem nor a Hindu I am not Christian, Zoroastrian, nor Jew

چه تدبیر ای مسلمانان که من خود را نمیدانم
نه ترسا و یهودیم نه گبرم نه مسلمانم

I am neither of the West nor the East Not of the ocean, 
Nor an earthly beast I am neither a natural wonder
Nor from the stars yonder-

نه شرقیم نه غربیم نه بریم نه بحریم
نه ارکان طبیعیم نه از افلاک گردانم

Neither flesh or dust, nor wind inspire nor water in veins, 
Nor made of fire I am neither an earthly carpet, 
Nor gems terrestrial nor am I confined to Creation, nor the Throne Celestial-

نه از خاکم نه از بادم نه از ابرم نه از اتش
نه از عرشم نه از فرشم نه از کونم نه از کانم

Not of ancient promises, 
Nor of future prophecy not of hellish anguish, 
Nor of paradisic ecstasy neither the progeny of Adam,
Nor Eve nor of the world of heavenly make-believe- 

نه از دنیی نه از عقبی نه از جنت نه از دوزخ
نه از ادم نه از حوا نه از فردوس رضوانم

Ghazal # 31; Diwan-e Shams Tabrizi

Translated by Shahriar Shahariari

18. 
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Come, Come, Whoever You Are
 

Come, come, whoever you are

Wonderer, worshipper, lover of leaving.

It doesn’t matter.

Ours is not a caravan of despair.

Come, even if you have broken your vow

a thousand times

Come, yet again, come, come. 

Translated by Coleman Barks

 بازآ باز آ هر آنچه هستی باز آ
گر کافر و گبر و بت پرستی باز
اين درگه ما درگه نوميدي نيست
 صد بـار اگر توبه شکستی باز آ

Quatrain # 633; Diwan-e Shams Tabrizi

19. 
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The Vault of Heaven 
These sweet words we shared between us, 

The vault of heaven has concealed in its heart.

One day, they will pour down like rain.

Our secrets will germinate in the soil of the universe.

Translated by Kabir Helminski and Lida Saedian
 

آن خوش سخنان که ما بگفتیم به هم
در دل دارد نهفته این چرخ به خم
یکروز چو باران کند او غمازی
بر روید سر ماز صحن عالم

Quatrain 1112, Diwan-e Shams Tabrizi

20. 
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We Are Now One 
We stood together hand in hand in primordial time; 
Now at last, we are one again.
We are all of one soul struggling along one path, 
And all drunk with the same wine.
A ray from the Sun came in through an opening
And raised us up in dignity, however low we were.
O Sunlight! Don’t withhold Your loving radiance from us!
Aren’t we sitting in the robes of your radiance?

Translated by Kabir Helminski

ما همه از الست همدستیم
عاقبت شکر بازپیوستیم
ما همه همدلیم و همراهیم
جمله از یک شراب سرمستیم
ما ز کونین عشق بگزیدیم
جز که آن عشق هیچ نپرستیم
چند تلخی کشید جان ز فراق
عاقبت از فراق وارستیم
آفتابی درآمد از روزن
کرد ما را بلند اگر پستیم
آفتابا مکش ز ما دامن
نی که بر دامن تو بنشستیم
از شعاع تو است اگر لعلیم
از تو هستیم ما اگر هستیم
پیش تو ذره وار رقصانیم
از هوای تو بند بشکستیم

Quartrain 1761; Divan-e- Shams-e-Tabrizi 

21. 
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Transformation - I 
What have you seen of your own still-concealed beauty?

One of these days at dawn, 

You will rise from within yourself like a sun.

Translated by Kabir Helminski

تو هنوز ناپدیدی ز جمال خود چه دیدی
سحری چو آفتابی ز درون خود برآیی

Quartrain 2840; Divan-e- Shams-e Tabrizi

22. 
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Sometimes Hidden
At times we are hidden, at times revealed; 

We are Muslims, Christians, Jews; of any race.

Our hearts are shaped like any human heart,

But every day we wear a different face 

Translated by Zara Houshmand

ماییم که گه نهان و گه پیداییم
گه مومن و گه یهود و گه ترساییم
تا این دل ما غالب هر دل گردد
هر روز به صورتی برون میآییم

#1325, from Rumi’s Kolliyaat-e Shams-e Tabrizi

23. 
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Become Like a Rose: 
In Love, if you are comfortable

For the space of a breath

What right do you have to stand with the lovers?

You cannot approach the Beloved

With your mind sharp as a thorn

Become like a rose and the Beloved will fall into 

your arms. 

Translated by Kabir and Camille Helminski

عاشقان دردکش را در درونه ذوقها
عاقلان تیره دل را در درون انکارها
هین خمش کن خار هستی را ز پای دل بکن
 تا ببینی در درون خویشتن گلزارها

Quatrain # 673, Divan-e-Shams-e-Tabrizi 

24. 
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O Particle, It ’s Time To Dance!
Don’t you know

You are the very source

Of abundance, and whatever

You are seeking, 

You are its very essence?

Translated by Kabir Helminski

رقصان شو ای قراضه کز اصل اصل کانی
جویای هر چه هستی میدانک عین آنی

Quartrain 2960; Divan-e-Shams-e-Tabrizi

25. 
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O Particle - 2 
The Sun will soon reveal its face

And invite the particles to dance.

It’s good to be dancing, 

Your clothes flying

Through the air!

Translated by Kabir Helminski

خورشید رو نماید وز ذره رقص خواهد
آن به که رقص آری دامن همیکشانی

Quartrain # 2960; Divan-e- Shams-e- Tabrizi 

26. 
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O Particle - 3 
O Particle! One day you will clasp

The Sun to your breast.

You will put your head

Next to His.

That’s the point.

Translated by Kabir Helminski 

روزی کنار گیری ای ذره آفتابی
سر بر برش نهاده این نکته را بدانی

Quartrain 2960; Divan-e- Shams-e-Tabrizi 
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O Particle - 4 
And He will bring out the wine, telling you: 

O Particle! Drink it down!

And once you drink it, 

You will merge into the soulful Sun.

Translated by Kabir Helminski

پیش آردت شرابی کای ذره درکش این را
خوردی و محو گشتی در آفتاب جانی

Quartrain 2960; Divan-e Shams-e Tabrizi; 

28. 
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I am All Yours 
And just the moment

when you are all confused

leaps forth a voice

hold me close

I’m love and

I’m always yours.

Translated by Coleman Barks

من آن توام کام منت باید جست
زیرا که در این شهر حدیث من و تست
گر سخت کنی دل خود ار نرم کنی
من از دل سخت تو نمیگردم سست

Quatrain # 462; Diwan-e Shams Tabrizi
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We Are The Mirror 
We are the mirror as well as the face in it.

We are tasting the taste this minute of eternity.

We are pain and what cures pain both.

We are the sweet cold water and the jar that pours.

Translated by Coleman Barks 

نقش می‌بینی که در آیینه‌ ایست
نقش تست آن نقش آن آیینه نیست
غم چو آیینه‌ست پیش مجتهد
کاندرین ضد می‌نماید روی ضد
تا جلا باشد مر آن آیینه را
که صفا آید ز طاعت سینه را

Book # 5; Masnavi 
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Prison of My Ego 
I long to escape the prison of my ego

 And lose myself in you.

Translated by Coleman Barks

نفس چو محتاج شد روح به معراج شد
چون در زندان شکست جان بر جانان رسید

Ghazal # 892; Diwan-e Shams Tabrizi 
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Move Like A Star 
That’s how you came here, like a star

Without a name. Move across the night sky

 With those anonymous lights.

Translated by Coleman Barks

در گذر از صورت و از نام خیز
از لقب وز نام در معنی گریز
پس بپرس از حد او وز فعل او
در میان حد و فعل او را بجو

Book III, 1284-1288; Mathnawi

32. 
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We Are The Flute 
We are as the flute, and the music in us is from thee; 

we are as the mountain and the echo in us is from thee.

Translated by Coleman Barks

ما چو ناییم و نوا در ما ز تست
 ما چو کوهیم و صدا در ما ز تست

Book I, 599-607; Mathnavi 
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This Is Love 
This is love: to fly toward a secret sky, 

to cause a hundred veils to fall each moment.

First, to let go of life.

In the end, to take a step without feet; 

to regard this world as invisible, 

and to disregard what appears to be the self.

Translated by Coleman Barks

 عشق است بر آسمان پریدن
صد پرده به هر نفس دریدن
اول نفس از نفس گسستن
اول قدم از قدم بریدن
نادیده گرفتن این جهان را
مر دیده خویش را بدیدن

Quartrain 13; Divan-e Shams-e Tabriz
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Circle Of Lovers 
Heart, I said, what a gift it has been

to enter this circle of lovers, 

to see beyond seeing itself, 

to reach and feel within the breast.

Translated by Coleman Barks

گفتم که دلا مبارکت باد
در حلقه عاشقان رسیدن
ز آن سوی نظر نظاره کردن
در کوچه سینهها دویدن

Quartrain 13; Divan-e Shams-e Tabriz 
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A Moment of Happiness
You and I sitting on the verandah, 

Apparently two, but one in soul, you and I.

We feel the flowing water of life here, 

You and I, with the garden’s beauty

And the birds singing.

Translated by Coleman Barks

خنک آن دم که نشینیم در ایوان من و تو
به دو نفس و به دو صورت، به یکی جان من و تو
 داد باغ و دم مرغان بدهد آب حیات
آن زمانی که درآییم به بستان من و تو

2114; Kulliyat-e Shams
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Open The Window 
There is a street where the beautiful One

Is known to take a stroll

When a certain radiance is noticed

Through the latticed windows

Of that neighborhood

People whisper” The Beloved must be here”

Listen open a window to God

And breathe. Delight yourself

With what comes through opening.

Translated by Kabir Helminski 

خانهای را کش دریچہست آن طرف
دارد از سیران آن یوسف شرف
عشقورزی آن دریچه کردنست
کز جمال دوست سینه روشنست
پس بگفتندی درون خانه در
یوسفست این سو به سیران و گذر
زانک بر دیوار دیدندی شعاع
فهم کردندی پس اصحاب بقاع
هین دریچه سوی یوسف باز کن
وز شگافش فرجهای آغاز کن

#3095; Book 6; Mathnawi
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In Your Light 
In your light, I learn how to love

In your beauty, how to make poems, 

You dance inside my chest.

Where no one sees you, 

But sometimes I do

And that sight becomes this art.

Translated by Coleman Barks

در نور یار صورت خوبان همینمود
دیدار یار و دیدن ایشانم آرزوست
این علم  موسیقی بر من چون شهادتست
چون مؤمنم شهادت و ایمانم آرزوست
ای عشق عقل را تو پراکنده گوی کن
ای عشق نکتههای پریشانم آرزوست

Ghazal # 457; Diwan-e Shams Tabrizi - 
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Dancing in The Breeze 
The Beloved shines like the sun

And the lover whirls like the planet

When love’s spring breeze blows

Every moist branch starts dancing

Translated by Kabir and Camille Helminski

معشوقه چو آفتاب تابان گردد
عاشق به مثال ذره گردان گردد
چون باد بهار عشق جنبان گردد
هر شاخ که خشک نیست رقصان گردد

Quatrain 466; Divan-e Shams-e Tabrizi
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My Cure 
My heart wandered through the world

Constantly seeking after cure, 

But the sweet and delicious water of life

Had to break through the granite of my heart.

Translated by Kabir and Camille Helminski

کس نیست به غیر از او در این جمله جهان
نی زشت و نه نیکو و نه پیدا و نهان
هر تیر که جست هست از آن سخت کمان
هر نکته که هست جست از آن شعله دهان

Divan-e Shams-e Tabrizi: Quatrain 1501
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You Are Joy 
You are like water and we are like millstones

You are like wind & we are like dust

The wind is hidden, the dust is plainly seen

You are the invisible spring & we are your lush garden.

Translated by Kabir and Camille Helminski

تو بهاری ما چو باغ سبز خوش
او نهان و آشکارا بخششش
تو مثال شادی و ما خنده‌ ایم
که نتیجهٔ شادی فرخنده‌ ایم
گردش سنگ آسیا در اضطراب
اشهد آمد بر وجود جوی آب
تو چو جانی ما مثال دست و پا
قبض و بسط دست از جان شد روا

Mathnawi V: 3307-3319 
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We Are The Puppets 
We are puppets in the hands of God

The power is His, we are all beggars

Why are we always trying to outdo each other

When we have all come from the same home.

Translated by Kabir and Camille Helminski

بازچیهٔ قدرت خدائیم همه
او راست توانگری گدائیم همه
بر یکدگر این زیادتی جستن چیست
آخر ز در یکی سرائیم همه

Quatrain 1616; Divan-e Shams-e Tabrizi 
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Give Me Ecstasy 
Give me ecstasy, give me naked wonder, O my Creator!

Give birth to the Beloved in me, and let this lover die.

Let a thousand wrangling desires become one Love.

Translated by Coleman Barks

حالت ده و حیرت ده ای مبدع بی‌ حالت
لیلی کن و مجنون کن ای صانع بی‌ آلت
ای عشق تویی کلی هم تاجی و هم غلی
هم دعوت پیغامبر هم ده دلی امت

Ghazal # 326;Diwan-e Shams Tabrizi 
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This Is A Gathering of Lovers
In this gathering 

there is no high, no low, 

no smart, no ignorant, 

no special assembly, 

no grand discourse, 

no proper schooling required.

There is no master, 

no disciple.

This gathering is more like a drunken party, 

full of tricksters, fools, 

mad men and mad women.

This is a gathering of Lovers.

Translated by Shahram Shiva

در مجلس عشاق قراری دگر است
وین بادهٔ عشق را خماری دگر است
آن علم که در مدرسه حاصل کردند
کار دگر است و عشق کاری دگر است

Quatrain 313; Divan-e Shams-e Tabrizi 

44. 



97



98

Beloved, The Brightest Mirror
When your chest is free of your limiting ego, 

Then you will see the ageless Beloved.

You cannot see yourself without a mirror; 

Look at the Beloved, He is the brightest mirror.

 Translated by Shahram Shiva 

چون پاک شد از رنگ خودی سینهٔ تو
خودبین گردی ز یار دیرینهٔ تو
بیآینه روی خویش نتوان دیدن
در یاد نگر که اوست آئینه تو

Quatrain 1561; Divan-e Shams-e Tabrizi 
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Every morning a new arrival.
A joy, a depression, a meanness, 
some momentary awareness comes as 
an unexpected visitor.
Welcome and entertain them all!
Even if they’re a crowd of sorrows, 
who violently sweep your house
empty of its furniture, 
still, treat each guest honorably.
He may be clearing you out
for some new delight.
The dark thought the shame, the malice, 
meet them at the door laughing, 
and invite them in.
Be grateful for whoever comes, 
because each has been sent as a guide 
from beyond.

Translated by Coleman Barks 

هست مهمانخانه این تن ای جوان
هر صباحی ضیف نو آید دوان
هین مگو کین مانند اندر گردنم
که هم اکنون باز پرد در عدم
هرچه آید از جهان غیبوش
در دلت ضیفست او را دار خوش
فکر در سینه در آید نو به نو
خند خندان پیش او تو باز رو
هر دمی فکری چو مهمان عزیز
آید اندر سینهات هر روز نیز
فکر را ای جان به جای شخص دان
زانک شخص از فکر دارد قدر و جان
فکر غم گر راه شادی میزند
کارسازیهای شادی میکند
خانه میروبد به تندی او ز غیر
 تا در آید شادی نو ز اصل خیر

Masnavi - Book # 5

This Being Human Is A Guest House
46. 
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Man Ou Tu (I and You)
Your love lifts my soul from the body to the sky

And you lift me up out of the two worlds

I want your sun to reach my raindrops

So your heat can raise my soul upward like a cloud

Translated by Shahram Shiva

خواہم كہ زعشق تو زجان برخيزم
وز بحر تو از ہر دوجہان برخيزم
خورشيد تو خواہم كہ بباران برسد
چون ابر زپیش تو ازان برخیزم

Quatrain # 1212 from Divan-e Kabir or Divan-e Shams Tabrizi
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Water of Life
A lifetime without Love is of no account

Love is the water of life

Drink it down with heart and soul! 

 عمر كه بى عشق رفت هيچ حسابش مگير
آب حيات است عشق در دل و جانش پرير

Quatrain 11909; Divan-e Shams-e Tabrizi 

48. 
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To Be of Same Heart 
To speak the same language is kinship and affinity

When you’re with those in whom you can’t confide

You’re like a prisoner in chains.

Many Indians and Turks speak the same tongue

Yet many pairs of Turks find they’re foreigners

The tongue of mutual understanding is quite special:

To be one of heart is better 

Than to have a common tongue

Translated by Kabir and Camille Helminski

همزبانی خویشی و پیوندی است
مرد با نامحرمان چون بندی است
ای بسا هندو و ترک همزبان
ای بسا دو ترک چون بیگانگان
پس زبان محرمی خود دیگرست
 همدلی از همزبانی بهترست

Mathnawi 1: 1205-7 
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The Story of Reed 
Listen to the reed and the tale it tells, 

how it sings of separation: 

Ever since they cut me from the reed bed, 

my wail has caused men and women to weep.

Translated by Kabir and Camille Helminski

بشنو از نی چون حکایت می کند
از جدایی ها شکایت می کند
کز نیستان تا مرا ببریده اند
 در نفیرم مرد و زن نالیده اند

1-34; Mathnawi 1 
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Dance 
Dance, when you’re broken open. 

Dance, if you’ve torn the bandage off. 

Dance in the middle of the fighting. 

Dance in your blood. 

Dance, when you’re perfectly free. 

Translated by Coleman Barks 

رقص آنجا کن که خود را بشکنی
پنبه را از ریش شهوت بر کنی
رقص و جولان بر سر میدان کنند
رقص اندر خون خود مردان کنند
چون رهند از دست خود دستی زنند
چون جهند از نقص خود رقصی کنند

Masnavi - Book # 3
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Key To Blessing Is In Movement 
Rise. Move around the center

as pilgrims wind the Kaaba.

Being still is how one clay clod

sticks to another in sleep,

while movement wakes us up

and unlocks new blessings.

گرد چنین کعبه کن ای جان طواف
گرد چنین مایده گرد ای گدا
بر مثل گوی به میدانش گرد
چونک شدی سرخوش بیدست و پا

Quatrain 1718; Divan-e Shams-e Tabrizi 

51. 



116

List of Patrons Who Contributed 
to the Matching Grant



117

Dr.Nazeer & Maimuna Ahmed, Concord, CA

Nameera Akhtar, Santa Cruz, CA

Alamdar Arastu, San Francisco, CA

Asif Arastu, Castro Valley, CA

Samad Arastu, Brooklyn, NY

Shahid Athar, Zionsville, IN

Naima Bayton, Oakland, CA

Anil and Hamida Chopra, Orinda, CA

Thomas Cook, Coopersburg, PA

Katharine DeShaw, Los Angeles, CA

Gabriel, Torrance, CA

Sonia Gaind-Krishnan, Brooklyn, NY

Patricia Gibbs, Mill Valley, CA

Reem Hamad, Studio City, CA

Arife Hammerle, Mill Valley, CA

Marna Hayden, Nazareth, PA

Pawan Kapur, Milpitas, CA

Shirin Kapur, Burlingame, CA

Abdul Khan, San Bruno, CA

Maric Munn, San Francisco, CA

Jane Neilson, Berkeley, CA

Priscilla Otani, San Francisco, CA

Amineh Pryor, San Francisco, CA

Dr. S.G. Refai, Fremont, CA

Katie Reimer, New York, NY

Peggy Rosenthal, Rochester, NY

Ali Sheikholeslami, Moraga, CA

Mostafa Hashem Sherif, Los Angeles, CA

Fatima Tabriztchi-Baxter, Oakland, CA

Marye Thomas, Oakland, CA

Margaret Thornberry, Fremont, CA

Irma Velasquez, San Mateo CA

Ani Zonneveld, Los Angeles, CA



www.salmaarastu.com


