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Introduction

Born in 1315, Shamseddin Mohammad, known as Hafiz,
grew up in the city of Shiraz where he studied the Qur’an-
ic sciences. In his youth he learned the Quran rigorously
and assumed the epithet ‘Hafiz’ which means the one who
knows the Quran by heart. Also known as the “Tongue of
the Hidden’ and the ‘Interpreter of Secrets’, Hafiz utilizes
grand religious ideas and mingles them with Sufistic teach-
ings, thereby creating a kind of poetry which baffles inter-
pretation.

An undisputed master of ghazal, Hafiz brought the
poetic form to perfection in Persian literature. “Ghazal” in
Arabic means talking to women, philandering, narrating
about youth, love making and praising women. Idiomatical-
ly, ghazal is a poetic expression which consists of a number
of rhythmic couplets (generally seven couplets), the closing
lines of which rhyme with the opening lines Matla’ or open-
ing verse of the couplet. The last couplet of ghazal is called
magqta’ or final verse in which the poet generally gives his
poetic and pen name, which is technically called takhallus
or sobriquet (Tamimdari, 2002 p. 172). The ghazal revolves
around the beauty, frivolity and cruelty of the beloved and
the saga of separation and suffering of the lover. Hafiz em-
ploys ghazal because it is the best poetic form for expressing
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mystical ideas in Persian literature.

An underlying force in the poetry of Hafiz is Sufism, a
mystical movement which can be traced to Zoroastrianism,
Nestorian Christianity, Greek Neoplatonism, and Indian
Buddhism. From Sufism, Hafiz drew his charming images
and profound ideas. This mystical system heavily relies on
pantheism according to which each soul is part of the Divine
Being and the Sufi seeks complete union with the Divine.
This union is made possible in the knowledge that a human
being is the ultimate reality which he seeks. In one of his
poems, Hafiz indicates great admiration for Hallaj, a Persian
mystic who was brutally tortured and executed on charges
of heresy and whose ashes were thrown into the Tigris Riv-
er. Hallaj professed pure pantheism when he said, “I am the
Truth.” This theophanic locution was literally interpreted
as meaning “I am God” by the then ruling religious authori-
ties who made him suffer a tragic destiny. In his poem, Hafiz
openly sympathizes with Hallaj and states that his only sin
was that he revealed the secret: “That friend, by whom the
gibbet’s head grew high,/”Did wrong when he to others
told the secrets of the sky.” It is narrated that a Sufi once
asked God why He allowed such punishment and was an-
swered: This is the way the revealers of secrets are punished.

The world, to Hafiz, is an enigma which is inconceiv-
able to the wise and unwise alike: “Of minstrels and of wine
discourse; care little how the skies revolve:/By wisdom no
one has solved yet and shall not this enigma solve.” No liv-
ing being has the capacity to ‘lift the veil” and say ‘who is
ugly or who is fair.” Hafiz believes that under the azure vault
of the heaven, no one is allowed to despair of God’s mer-
cy and no one is allowed to steal another’s hope for Divine
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Clemency “Never of Eternal Mercy preach that I must yet
despair;/Canst thou pierce the veil, and tell me who is ugly,
who is fair?” Everywhere, no matter a tavern or the shrine,
becomes a place of worship for those who solicit the com-
pany of the Beloved (God): “Everyone the Friend solicits, be
he sober, quaft he wine;/Every place has love its tenant, be it
or the mosque, or shrine.”

A sworn enemy of the hypocritical ascetics, Hafiz sati-
rizes their insincerity in his poetry. This antagonistic attitude
was enough to provoke the ire of the religious authorities
who accused him of having heretical beliefs. The hypocrit-
ical clerics who were exasperated by Hafiz’s castigations of
their insincerity refused to have him buried in a Muslim cem-
etery. Yet, Hafiz’s fervid supporters argued with them and
decided that they consult his Divan for a solution. A child
was assigned to open at random his Divan (Book of Poems).
The poem the child came across was ghazal 60 which ended
thus: “And when the spirit of HAFIZ has fled,/Follow his
bier with a tribute of sighs;/Though the ocean of sin has
closed o’er his head,/He may find a place in God’s Paradise”.
Consulting his divan as an oracle has become common prac-
tice since then. His body was then laid to rest in a garden
of roses at the foot of a cypress tree in Shiraz which he had
purportedly planted.
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L.ove as the Ultimate Goal

love is the alchemy of eternal bliss. Love is generally taken
to be a reference to God in his poetry. Therefore, he uses
the male pronoun in speaking of love. Love is perfect and
absolute. If there is any fault, it has to be traced to man. The
Beloved does not need our love: “My Loved one’s beau-
ty has no need of an imperfect love like mine: By paint or
powder, mole or streak, can a fair face more brightly shine?”
He is full of grace and tyranny. The Beloved can be seen
and in order to observe Him, one should be pure in heart.
Love is a divine trust particular to man: “Heaven, from its
heavy trust aspiring to be free,/The duty was allotted, mad
as [ am, to me.” Love may seem easy at first but one has to
persevere in the arduous path of love if one really seeks it:
“O Cupbearer! Pass round and offer thou the bowl/For the
love which at first seemed easy, has now brought trouble to
my soul.” One has to wash one’s hands off the world once
he has found true love (God): “As soon as thou hast found
thy Loved one,/”Bid to the world a last farewell.” By love,
the soul of man is immortalized and flows into eternity:
“He whose soul by love is quickened, never can to death be
hurled:/Written is my life immortal in the records of the
world.” Hafiz takes delight in the fact that true love may
not come his way easily but only in a dream. Even so, such
a dream is so pleasurable: “In a dream, to the abode of the
Beloved did I wend:/Oh happy the dream where I see the
Darling Friend.” In short, love is only to be found by plac-
ing trust in God.

The knowledge of God is the prerequisite to the at-
tainment of love. Even prayer finds its true meaning when it
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is accompanied by love. In the eyes of Hafiz, we are all the
beggars of love and we should make every endeavor to gain
the Grace of the Almighty who is the Absolute Beloved. We
should never lose patience in our quest for the Beloved even
though our please and cries are left unanswered by the Be-
loved (God) for He is endowed with immeasurable beauty
and grace. Everything in nature is a manifestation of God’s
love. According to the Sufis, God created the world as a
mirror to reflect His grandeur and glory. This idea is firmly
rooted in a divine /adith or tradition which says: “I was a
hidden Treasure and I desired to be known so I created a
creation to which I made Myself known; then they knew
Me.” A divine /adith, by definition, is one which is narrated
through the tongue of the Holy Prophet but is a direct rev-
elation from God Himself.

Character Types in Hafiz’s Poetry

A term which recurs in the poetry of Hafiz with philosoph-
ical overtones is the Persian word rind which means lib-
ertine or profligate. Rind is obviously one of his favorites.
This word, variably translated as rake, profligate, libertine
and debauchee, has come to bear mystical significations. He
uses this term in reference to a person who has an appar-
ently contradictory character while in reality he is a normal
person. A rind has religious commitments, contemplates on
divine salvation, broods on the Hereafter but he is not afraid
of it because he believes that love is the only solution to all
human predicaments. He believes that doubt is an antidote
to intellectual passivity. A rind is not a teacher of morality
but he believes that salvation lies in the captivity of love.
A rind has achieved knowledge of the world beyond: “The
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mystery beyond the Veil, ask of rapt revelers of the bowl/
Knowledge of this were vainly sought from the staid zealot’s
lofty soul.” A rind mistrusts the world, and knows that her
ways are fickle and her promises false: “Mistrust the World,
her ways are fickle, her promises belied; /”Of thousand lov-
ers has this beldam been till to-day the bride.” A rind is in
fact a toper who dwells in the tavern. For a rind, the tavern
turns into a place of worship where he imbibes the wine
of spiritual knowledge in the presence of the tavern keeper
who is the Grand Teacher. It is in the tavern where a rind
may be able to receive messages from God: “Would’st thou
be told how, in the tavern yest’r-eve, when soaked in wine, /I
heard glad tidings from an envoy sped from the world di-
vine?” For him, wine is a means to bring about spiritual in-
toxication with and proximity to God. Wine is also a sym-
bol of perfection: “Come Saki, for that trancing wine I sue,/
The source of bounty, and perfection too.”

The character of the zealot is juxtaposed with the
rind. In the eyes of Hafiz, a zealot may cleanse himself of
the impurities of the world by clinging to an ascetic life.
But he is deluded by arrogance and vanity on account of
his purity. This feeling of arrogance is per se a sin in the
creed of Hafiz. The zealot eschews the pleasures of life and
wallows in his hidebound beliefs. It is he who despairs Man
of the Divine Grace and draws him into a vortex of blind
prejudice: “Never of Eternal Mercy preach that I must yet
despair;/Canst thou pierce the veil, and tell me who is ugly,
who is fair?” At this point, Hafiz makes an indirect reference
to the Holy Qur’an (39:53) which says, “Say: O my Servants
who have transgressed against their souls! Despair not of the
Mercy of Allah: for Allah forgives all sins: for He is All-For-
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giving, Most Merciful.” Therefore, Hafiz shuns the compa-
ny of the Sheikhs, jurists and the zealots who keep people
away from God by striking the fear of the Doomsday into
their hearts. Hafiz is a great enemy of religious hypocrisy
and keeps chastising the duplicity of the preachers: “On the
pulpit, preachers, goodness display/Yet in private, they have
a different way.” Religious hypocrisy is odious to Hafiz. Yet
he speaks highly of those who tread on the path of religion
with purity of heart.

The spiritual enlightenment which Hafiz attained
travelled beyond the borders of Iran and influenced a num-
ber of great minds in the West, among them, Goethe, Ni-
etzsche, Platen, Pushkin, Emerson, and Dickenson to men-
tion only a few.

Hafiz in the West

Interest in Hafiz in the West started in the eighteenth centu-
ry when Sir William Jones translated a few poems in 1771.
Sir William Jones (1746—1794) was a scholar and lawyer
who reportedly knew twenty-eight languages. For Jones,
the poetry of Hafiz is reminiscent of that of Petrarch. For
both poets, the lover is resisting - cruel but beautiful. How-
ever, Jones does not rule out the possible mystical interpre-
tation of Hafiz’s poetry. To him, the poetry of Hafiz is a
form of meditation on divine perfection. He translated and
annotated the first ghazal of the Divan of Hafiz (Collection
of Poems) entitled A Persian Song of Hafiz which appeared
in Poems, Consisting Chiefly of Translations from the Asi-
atick Languages (Oxford 1772).

Sweet maid, if thou would’st charm my sight,
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And bid these arms thy neck infold;
That rosy cheek, that lily hand,
Would give thy poet more delight
Than all Bocara’s note 1 vaunted gold,
Than all the gems of Samarcand.

Boy, let yon liquid ruby flow,

And bid thy pensive heart be glad,
Whate’er the frowning zealots say:
Tell them, their Eden cannot show

A stream so clear as Rocnabad,

A bower so sweet as Mosellay.

O! when these fair perfidious maids,
Whose eyes our secret haunts infest,
Their dear destructive charms display;
Each glance my tender breast invades,
And robs my wounded soul of rest,
As Tartars seize their destin’d prey.

On the translation of Jones, CC Barefoot and Theo d’
Haen aptly say, “Jones communicates Hafiz’s delicate mosa-
ic of sounds and symbols through evocative stanzas. This re-
freshing hedonistic poem was soon a standard British poem,
standing as an exemplar of the later Romanticism in terms
of music, imagination, emotion exotic allusions, and simple
diction.”

Serious attempts to introduce the Persian poet to the
West took place in 1812 in Germany. The influence of the
German translation by the distinguished Austrian Oriental-
ist Baron von Hammer-Purgstall (1774-1856) was not only
discernible in German poets such as Goethe, Platen and
Riickert but also in American poets including Emerson. An
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influential literary figure in the nineteenth century, Ham-
mer-Purgstall founded Oriental Studies as an academic field.
Von Purgstall studied at Graz and Vienna, and entered the
Oriental academy of Vienna in 1788, to devote himself to
Oriental languages. He translated the entire Divan of Hafiz
(Stuttgart and Tiibingen, 1812-13). Although his translation
was in prose, it was completely readable and soon received
wide acclaim among German readers. Besides, this was the
first time that the poems of the Persian poet Hafiz were
made available to the European readers in their entirety.
Hammer-Purgstall did not feel compelled to give a versified
rendition of the ghazals and instead focused on a meticu-
lous translation of the poems. Besides, he made comparative
references to Latin and Greek literature in his explanatory
notes. Hammer-Purgstall translated 576 ghazals, 6 mathna-
vis, 2 qasidas, 44 fragments, and 72 robais or quatrains. His
version of the poems of Hafiz inspired Goethe to create a
fine collection of poems entitled Westdstliche Divan or the
West-Eastern Divan (1815-1819).

Although Goethe’s West-Eastern Divan was not a
translation of Hafiz, he utilized the themes he found in the
poetry of Hafiz. He interposed Persian terms in his poet-
ry in order to convey a just idea of what Hafiz intended in
his divan. Indeed the work can be seen as the fusion of the
Occident and the Orient. The West-Eastern Divan consists
of twelve books all with Persian words: Moqqani-Nameh
or Book of the Singer, Hafiz-Nameh or Book of Hafiz, Es-
hq-Nameh or Book of Lover, Tafakkor-Nameh or Book
of Reflection, Rind-Nameh or Book of Ill Humor, Hik-
mat-Nameh or Book of Maxims, Timur-Nameh or Book of
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Timur, Zuleika-Nameh or Book of Zuleika, Saki--Nameh
or Book of the Cupbearer, Matal-Nameh or Book of Para-
bles, Parsi Nameh or Book of the Parsees and Khuld-Nameh
or Book of Paradise.

This masterpiece by the German poet placed the Per-
sian bard on a pedestal in the international arena. Goethe be-
lieved that it was now high time to envisage a humane global
philosophy with no regard for nationality and creed and that
the East and the West were not separate from each other. In
reference to Hafiz, Goethe used such terms as ‘Saint Hafiz’
and ‘Celestial Friend’. In his praise for Hafiz, he says:

HAFIS, straight to equal thee,
One would strive in vain;
Though a ship with majesty
Cleaves the foaming main,
Feels its sails swell haughtily
As it onward hies

Crush’d by ocean’s stern decree,
Wrecked it straightway lies.

The poetry of Hafiz evoked such passion in Goethe
that he kept addressing him in his Divan. It was as if the
two great poets had united in spirit and had become blood
brothers. The passion of Goethe for Persian poetry is well
reverberated in the following poems:

“DO ADMIT IT! The oriental poets
are greater than us western poets.”
“May the whole world fade away,
Hafiz, with you, with you alone
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I want to compete! Let us share
Pleasure and pain like twins

To love like you, to drink like you,
This shall be my pride, my life.”

Goethe believed that Persian poetic language culmi-
nated in the poetry of Hafiz in whom he found the very
grandeur of thought and worldview he was seeking.

Thanks to the translation of Hammer-Purgstall and
Goethe’s Divan, Nietzsche became deeply interested in
Hafiz and praised him as an ideal poet and spent many years
studying him and Goethe. To Nietzsche, Hafiz and Goethe
are the ‘subtlest and brightest’ whom he mentions in order
to demonstrate the truth of his argument. In his book The
Joytful Wisdom, Nietzsche praised Hafiz for ‘mocking bliss-
tully’. The name of Hafiz recurs ten times in his writings.
For him, Hafiz is the Oriental free-spirit man who keeps cel-
ebrating the joys and sorrows of life. Nietzsche commends
such an attitude as sign of a positive and courageous valua-
tion of life (Ashouri 2003).

In his short poem entitled An Hafis: Frage eines Was-
sertrinkers (To Hafiz: Questions of a Water Drinker), Ni-
etzsche finds in Hafiz a prime example of ‘Dionysian’ ecstat-
ic wisdom, which he extols so extensively in his philosophy.
The poem glorifies the insightfulness of Hafiz and his poet-
ical achievements (Ashouri 2003). At the end, he asks Hafiz,
as a ‘water drinker’, why he demands wine while having the
power of making everybody intoxicated.

(The tavern you have built with your hand
is far greater than any house
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the wine you have made therein

all the world fails to imbibe

the bird which was once called the phoenix
is now dwelling in your house

the mouse which gave birth to a mountain
is yourself

you are everyone and no one,

you are the tavern and the wine

you are the phoenix, the mountain and the mouse
you keep pouring in yourself

and you keep filling with yourself

the deepest valley you are

the brightest light you are

the intoxication of all intoxication you are
what need do you have to ask for wine?

The influence of Hafiz stretched from Germany to
Americain 1838 when Ralph Waldo Emerson read Goethe’s
West-Eastern Divan. He became so interested in Hafiz that
he soon obtained a copy of Von Hammer-Purgstall’s Ger-
man translation. For Emerson, Hafiz became an ideal poet
whom he called a ‘poet for poets’. He spent fourteen years
reading the poetry of Hafiz and quoted him on many occa-
sions including in his essays Fate, Power and Illusions.

Emerson praises in Hafiz “that hardihood and
self-equality which, resulting from a consciousness that the
spirit within him is as good as the spirit of the world, enti-
tles him to speak with authority; and the intellectual liberty
which enables him to communicate to others his complete
emancipation — in short, self-reliance and self-expression”
(Maulsby 1903, p. 145). To Emerson, Hafiz was a man
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who derived pleasure from the very elements of life which
seemed trivial to others.

On Hafiz, he wrote: “He fears nothing. He sees too
far; he sees throughout; such is the only man I wish to see
and be.” Elsewhere he wrote: ‘Hafiz defies you to show him
or put him in a condition inopportune or ignoble. Take all
you will, and leave him but a corner of Nature, a lane, a den,
a cowshed ... he promises to win to that scorned spot the
light of the moon and stars, the love of man, the smile of
beauty, and the homage of art.” ‘Sunshine from cucumbers.
Here was a man who has occupied himself in a nobler chem-
istry of extracting honor from scamps, temperance from
sots, energy from beggars, justice from thieves, and benevo-
lence from misers. He knew there was sunshine under those
moping churlish brows, and he persevered until he drew it
out (Emerson 1904, p. 249).”

From Von Hammer-Purgstall’s translation, he trans-
lated about 700 lines. He initially translated the poems liter-
ally but later reworked them, and modified the meter, added
rhyme, stanzaic pattern, or blended lines from two different
ghazals. The poem Bacchus (1847) was an adaptation from
Hafiz’s Saki-nameh (The Book of Wine). In Sakih-nameh,
the poet praises the power of wine: “Come Saki, for that
trancing wine I sue,/The source of bounty, and perfection
too.” The intoxicating power of wine can help him solve
the enigma of the unseen world, consume his sorrows
and rend the net of time, the old wolf, purify his sullied
heart which is now far from God, alleviate the melancholy
thoughts that oppress his mind, view all existence in its
round mirror, and open the unknown gates of the World.
On the other hand, Emerson gives a different spiritual aspect
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to wine. Bacchus, for Emerson, functions as a god of wine
and the god of music and he creates a connection between
inspiration and intoxication: “That I intoxicated,/And by
the draught assimilated,/may float at pleasure through all
natures/The bird-language rightly spell,/And which roses
say so well” (lines 21-25). By drinking wine, the poet says,
he will experience moments of pleasurable inebriation and
in the inebriated state, he will be inspired to give wings to
the bird of language, write poetry and give pleasure to those
who read his poems.

In Sufistic view, wine is a symbol for divine ecstasy.
Emerson rejected this notion and stated that he would not
“strew sugar on bottled spiders,” that is, “make mystical di-
vinity out of . . . the erotic and bacchanalian songs of Hafiz”
(Emerson 1904, p. 249). Though he adapted the poem which
so deeply influenced him, he failed to grasp the very mystical
overtones embodied in the poem. The reason may be traced
to that fact that he read the poem in German of which he
had an imperfect knowledge. However, he insisted that “the
love of wine is not to be confounded with vulgar debauch
(Emerson 1904, p. 249).” For Emerson, wine stands for a
mind-expanding power that replaces despair with ecstasy.

We do not wish to strew sugar on bottled spiders, or
try to make mystical divinity out of the Song of Solomon,
much less out of the erotic and bacchanalian songs of Hafiz.
Hafiz himself is determined to defy all such hypocritical in-
terpretation, and tears oft his turban and throws it at the
head of the meddling dervish, and throws his glass after the
turban. But the love or the wine of Hafiz is not to be con-
founded with vulgar debauch. It is the spirit in which the
song is written that imports, and not the topics. Hafiz prais-
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es wine, roses, maidens, boys, birds, mornings, and music, to
give vent to his immense hilarity and sympathy with every
form of beauty and joy; and lays the emphasis on these to
mark his scorn of sanctimony and base prudence. (Emerson
1904, p. 249)

In one of his essays, Harold Bloom proposes that Em-
erson’s Bacchus (his finest poem to me) and Merlin set the
terms for the dialectic of American poetry. He argues that
Bacchus stands for absolute renovation and Merlin insists
on subsuming the Reality Principle within itself, a chronic
temptation for Emerson’s successors too (Bloom 1971).

Bacchus left an impact on Emily Dickenson’s poem I
taste a liquor never brewed. In 1850, Dickenson received a
beautiful copy of Emerson’s 1847 poems. In 1857, Emer-
son lectured in Amherst where Emily may have entertained
him. She told her friend that Emerson had come from where
dreams are born. In Representative Men (1850), she para-
phrases five of Emerson’s poems notably his Bacchus in her
poem I taste a liquor never brewed (Miller 1989, p. 149).
In this poem, Dickenson describes a mystical experience
she has had and compares it to some kind of intoxication
brought about by alcohol: “I taste a liquor never brewed,/
From tankards scooped in pearl;/Not all the vats upon the
Rhine/Yield such an alcohol!” Yet, this is purely a spiritual
inebriation, a spiritual awareness. When she claims that she
has drunk from ‘tankards’ or large mugs ‘scooped in pearl’,
she actually puts them beyond physical reality. Thus she
becomes intoxicated by a ‘liquor never brewed’. In other
words, the liquor she is speaking of is a metaphoric reality
rather than a physical one. In a similar way, Emerson asks
for a metaphorical wine ‘which never grew in the belly of a
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grape: “Bring me wine, but wine which never grew/In the
belly of the grape,/Or grew on vine whose tap-roots, reach-
ing through/Under the Andes to the Cape,/Suffer no savor
of the earth to scape.” Interestingly, the poem of Dicken-
son is very Hafizian in spirit. Dickenson’s mixing of Chris-
tian and classical allusions is also reminiscent of Emerson’s
Bacchus. Leaning, unsinged against the sun and hailed by
the seraphs, Dickenson tells Emerson that she is one of the
few who has received the nectar (Porte and Maurice 1999,
p- 177).

The poetry of Hafiz has intoxicated and continues to
intoxicate many in the world. The exhilarating effect of his
poetry was also known to the poet himself. In one of his
poems, he says that the angels are memorizing his poems
in heaven and that Venus is enraptured and that Christ re-
joices in his songs: “What marvel that in heaven are sung/
The dulcet words by HAFIZ strung?/Or that, by Venus’s air
entranced,/Messiah in his sphere has danced?” As Friedrich
Nietzsche has said of Hafiz: “Bist aller Trunkenen Trunken-
heit/ wozu, wozu dir-Wein? (the intoxication of all intox-
ication you are/what need do you have to ask for wine?)”

skokskook

This book is part of a larger project for the complete
translation of Hafiz. T hope I can carry out my verse transla-
tion of the entire ghazals in English soon.

Ali Salami, Ph.D.
University of Tehran
April 2016
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2% The Selected Poems of Wafiz &
Ghazal 1, Magian Master

NG

O Saki! Pass around and offer the wine cup, for;
Love which seemed easy at first is an uneasy lore.
The breeze made her tress waft the scent of a musk skin;
The musky curls of her black tress wore many hearts thin.
How can I feel safe and secure in the Beloved’s abode?
For the bell cries: “Bind up your bundles! Take the road!”
In wine, dye your prayer mat if the Magian Master says;
For, the Traveler alone is privy to the secrets of the Ways.
The night dark, the waves dreadful, the whirlpools roar;
Do they know our state, the light-burdened on the shore?
I followed my fancy; ill fame was all my lot;
How can it be a secret when off my chest it’s cut?
Hafiz! If you seek the beloved’s presence, stay anear;
Relinquish worldly ways when you find one so dear.
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Ghazal 2, ’J{anﬁeringfor your Sigﬁt

TR &

O you whose radiant face is reflected by the moon;

The dimple in your chin is to loveliness a boon.

Hankering for your sight, my spirit leaps to my throat;

Shall it return or leave? What is the bid to be sought?

The vision of your narcissus eyes left none but in blight:

Better for you to veil the purity of your engaging sight!

Our Fortune sunk in sleep may finally come to awaken;

Poured over her eyes is water from your charm taken.

Send with the breeze a posy from your face so fair:

So I may pick a scent from your garden’s dust to share!

God give you longevity and success, Sakis of Jam’s court,

Even though, I was denied a wine-cup with you to sport.

My heart is sorely troubled; let the lover know:

O friends, beware lest my spirit may perish in woe.

O Lord! I wonder when my love is fated to ensnare,

That ruffled-haired maiden with my serene soul to pair.

Pass by with your skirt uplifted to shun blood and dust:

O, this path has witnessed a throng despaired and lost.

Hafiz is praying. Hear! Say Amen! Say!

Let your ruby lips on mine my food lay!

O breeze! Convey to the people of Yazd what we say:

May the head of every ingrate to a mall bat fall prey!

Though distant I may seem to be from your seat:

Your king I magnify and your soul I deify at your feet.
O Lofty King! For God’s sake, let my desire be met:
May I kiss like a star the dust where your feet are set!
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Ghazal 3, The Beloved’s Beauty

TR &

Should that charming Turk of Shiraz win my soul,

Samarkand and Bukhara, I will barter for her mole.

Saki! Serve the remnant wine; in Eden, you cannot gaze

Upon the barges of Ruknabad or Musalla balmy ways.

Alas! The saucy sweet dames plunge the town in broil;

Lo, they murdered patience as Turks had trays of spoil.

The beloved is needless of an imperfect love like mine;

By light, colors and mole, can a face more fairly shine?

From the beauty of Josef increasing daily without fail,

I knew love could lure Zuleika from behind the veil.

Affront me or curse me, I will pray; it’s meet;

A bitter reply suits those ruby lips sugar-sweet.

Love! Hear my advice! For the youths gay,

Cherish — dearer than life — what wise men say:

“Partake of music and wine! Care little how time flies

Nay, no one has ever resolved the secret of the skies.”
Your lays versed; pearls pierced. Hafiz! Sing in bliss!
Let the sky grace my poetry with clusters of Pleiades.
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Ghazal 4, The Sign ofgmce

TS e

Last night, from temple to tavern, our Elder went,
Comrades of the Path! “What advice can be to us lent?”
How can we, the disciples, to the gibla make our way,
When the Master turned to where the tavern lay?”
In the Magian’s tavern, we too will our sojourn make:
Our fate led us from primordiality to the path we take.
Could the mind see what joy the heart in love did gain,
Wise men would lose mind to be captivated in our chain.
Your beaming face revealed to us from above a sign:
Grace and goodness are now destined to combine.
Deep in the night, will your stony heart to softness turn,
For our fiery sighs? And can grief our breasts burn?
Hafiz! Silent! Our sighs’ arrows pierce the sphere,
Have pity on your soul! Our missiles, avoid and fear!
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Ghazal s, The Face of the Beloved

TR &
Saki! Come, rekindle my cup and let the wine glow!
Minstrel! Sing how Time cleanses my heart of woe.
Mirrored in the cup, I see the face of the beloved I favor;
Alas, you are unaware of the joys of the wine I savor!
He whose heart is quickened by love never ceases to be:
Written is in the Book of Life a soul destined for eternity.
Maidens of tall stature, in coyness and grace so outshine
That my cypress darling emerges gracefully as a pine!
O breeze, if you pass by the garden where friends abide
Give the lore of love to the one I need by my side.
Say, “Why do you willfully seek my memory to blot?
A time will come when you let my name be forgot!
Delightfully drunk is the eye of my darling dame;
Hence, intoxication is now my legacy, rein and fame.
On the Day of Doom, the Master will not reap, I dread,
A share fairer than our banned drink for his halal bread!
Hafiz! Baptize your eyes in pearls of tears and let,
The fowl of fortune be captivated by my net.

The green sea of the sphere and the crescent, her ship,

In the ocean of Haji Qavam’s bounty, sail and dip.
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Ghazal 6: The Secret oftﬁe ?(ofy Horizon

TR &
O Sufi! Come and see how my cup mirrors light,
Tempting you to glance at the ruby wine so bright.
Of rapt revelers, ask the secret of the Holy Horizon;
Knowledge of this lies beyond the high zealot’s ken.
The phoenix is the prey of none. Unleash your snare!
Lay your net here and hunt down but empty air!
Drink wine at life’s banquet with wealth galore;
Curb hope and desire to let union last evermore.
O heart! Your prime is over, no rose for ecstasy;
Gray-haired men seek virtue, name and gravity.
Seek ready joys; for Adam, nothing did remain;
“The Son of Man lost the Home of Peace in vain."
My rights, which are the menial’s due, I plead;
Lord! Vouch to glance upon your slave and lead!
Hafiz gives in to wine. O morning breeze! Blow!
To master of Jam, let the salams of this servant flow!




% Bdlo il S35,

OAJ::' ngé ‘;‘J A d,}'é

b P e gle 5,52
1y 13 el s 4 sl g LS
hoels Jlog o gl (i
‘)ﬁbsg.i_i.”cv&)_;_a . )S )—M-"U').u
| TeSLadlls A, coigs el
bt o35 4 ol 4zl

R CVE

|y el cow dloafas Ly s
oo S IS5 5 00 ()0 )
oz ib plo cgis S ISis Lale
5 9 Sye 08 9085 yed im0
ST PC JP VeI I I
e sl gz o8 G295 8 s 9
w‘“”é’u‘*ﬁgb—wiﬁ\)u

or oo gl el (oo plar 0y 6 sl

4

S b b 0Lk

Sl If)\.ﬂbb ¥

a dle ol il el 4 oLl sl s 0
g 053 el iz

ol JFJA rb e
ddu'&jﬁf?‘;)“b“uj&_{i:r[})&zdé;dﬁ; v
53,5 Sk

}\%tffmjdjj)[)u¢w :O-‘\—}LQ)_,J;J,\‘




5% Ghe Selected 90%0%9{4%{/& (S

gﬁaza(z Q-funting the Hearts ofSages

TR &
O breeze! Softly, gently tell that graceful gazelle:
“For you, straying in the mount and desert to us befell.
Wherefore the sugar sweet maiden — May she live long —
Deigns to care for her lover, having a sweet tongue?
O rose! Has your beauty made you disdain,
To inquire after the health of your bulbul insane?
Only by kindness, you can the hearts of sages win,
As you cannot catch the wise bird by snare or gin.
I wonder by my troth why fidelity never holds dye,
In those endowed with tall stature and black eye.
Cup in hand, as you with cohorts drink deep,
Keep in mind those who but hot airs reap.
In pretty damsels, a single flaw one can see:
Fidelity and beauty together cannot be.”
In heaven, if the song of Hafiz Venus croons,
No marvel if it sends Christ in dancing swoons.
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Ghazal 8, ’Musﬁ-waﬁing Tress

NG

Again into orchards, the vernal glory arose;
The tuneful bulbul received news of a coming rose.
Breeze! If you blow again at the meads green of age,
Greet for me the cypress, the rose and the sweet sage.
If the tavern boy allows his charm and grace to shine,
With my eyelashes, I will sweep the house of wine.
With ambergris, you draw arched brows on your visage;
Pray, hurl me not in perplexity, into throes of your siege.
I fear a horde that scoffs the drinkers of wine residue;
Lest they end up in a frail faith, a sorry sight to view.
Befriend the men of God; for, in Noah’s Ark lay,
A little dust, an entire deluge of rain did outweigh.
Abandon this abode and seek not your whims to sate,
For, its mean Host shall send its guests to deathly fate.
To him who will inherit a handful of dust wherein to lie,
Say, “Why do you need a manor with pillars sky nigh?”
My Canaanite beauty! The throne of Egypt is yours:
Now is time to bid farewell to your prison sores.

Hafiz! quaff wine like a libertine! Quit where grief lies!

Lo! Recite not — as others — the Qur’an to disguise!
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Ghazal 9, Silvern Cypress Tree

TR &

Up, Saki! Let us pay the wine’s wage;

And strew with dust the sorrow of our age;

Give me the wine cup; that when filled with glee,

From this blue-hued cloak, I may set myself free.

Wise men may think me bare to shame;

But I do not care for name or fame.

Bring me wine! How many a man lost,

With wind of pride the honor for dust?

My heart fumes, my sighs so loud,

Scorched yon rough cruel crowd.

The secret of my mad heart, none can know,

Even the people of both high and low.

Even by that sweetheart charmed am I,

Who once from my heart magic sweetness fly.

The one who once saw my Silvern tree,

Can he see the cypress that in the turf can be?
Hafiz! Be patient in adversity night and day,
Till you will see a bed of roses on your way.
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5% Ghe Selected 90%0%9@/& (S

Ghazal 10, The Familiar Companion

TR &
I pine away. Sages, plead with God for my woe;
Alas, my secret pain, the world is soon to know.
Our bark has stranded; O gentle breeze, arise;
That we may visit the Friend we so dearly prize.
The ten-day favor of the sphere is a tale untrue;
Friend! Kindness to friends is a trait to pursue.
Yester eve, in festivity, the bulbul tuned a song:
“Saki! Bring wine! Come to life! O drunken throng!”
Noble soul! God blessed you with rigor and grace;
So, seek — at least — to cheer up this dervish’s face.
Peace in the two worlds, these remarks clearly show:
“Love to every friend and civility to every foe.”
Upon the path of honor, denied was my range;
Should you not approve it, seek my fate to change.
That bitter wine known to the Sufi a sin to be;
Tastes much sweeter than a maiden kiss to me.
In times of distress, rejoice! Trouble not to learn;
This alchemy of life can beggar to Croesus' turn.
Be mild! Burn as a taper from jealousy overmuch;
Adamant melts like wax under the beloved’s touch.
Alexander’s mirror is the same wine bowl. Behold;
Everything in Darab’s kingdom reflected in its mold.
Sweet speakers of Persian, the water of life dispense;
Saki! Hasten and give this word to pious men of sense.

Hafiz declined to don this wine-stained cowl;

O upright Master! Hold us innocent of this foul!

1. Croesus ('krizsas; 595 BC — c. 547 BC) was the king of Lydia from 560 to 547 BC until his

defeat by the Persians. He was famous for his wealth.
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Ghazal 11, Time off(lm’on

TS

Where is rectitude? Where is the wretched me?

Where is decency? Can you not see a disparity?

At me, the abbey and robe of duplicity sneer,

Where is the cloister? Where is the wine clear?

What is libertinage to integrity and dignity?

Where is the preacher? Where is the harp’s melody?

How can a black heart in a beloved’s face run?

Where is a dead lamp? Where is the candle of the sun?

Your threshold dust is eye kohl for us to apply,

Where can we go? Why should we on others rely?

Shun the dimple in her chin! In the path there lies a pit;

O heart! Where are you headed? Why such a hasty fit?

She is gone! How I long for memories to unite!

Where are those eyes? Where is that blaming sight?
Friend! From Hafiz, seek not patience or repose rare,
Where is ease? Where is patience? Repose, where?
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5% Ghe Selected 90%0%9{4%{/& (S

Ghazal 12, The ‘Message cftﬁe Friend’s

TR &
Who to the Sultan’s men this plea will convey:
“King, in God’s name turn not this beggar away?”
I seek refuge in God from my foe sinister,
Hoping the falling star may this star minister.
Should that black eyelash seek my blood to shed
Beware of its wile, darling, and let no ill will be fed.
The world is set ablaze by the rays you issue;
What benefit do you reap from cruelty but rue?
All night, this hope I cherish, that the morn breeze
May lovingly bring this friend, comfort and ease.
My soul, there arose tumult among your lovers galore;
All enchanted by your face and your cypress stature!
Give dawn-wake Hafiz a drop of wine to drink
So, from the morn prayer, your sense of sin will sink.



AliSal
Highlight


) Jé:él&)'.v_‘ﬂ 5.1.:!)‘5).3 G-

OLLAT sl VY U3

TR &
7y Lol wilasg a5 s o Lapdle o
)15 e 515 5 alLool, 6 ayas
ol 095 (las 40 'O g ) 5
| 1o aad cons el lots o ;S
/ Slsl Lo g a0 0,5l canlws o34
WSS o%e bale g oo sl oo)b
S39rn i 92 (gigmm alle Jo
a8 (5 (03 85 (510 09— 4z (2] 5l 95
Gmwwﬁﬁ%.el ol o s
oLl ofle obbesl ely 4
050 yliile 4y aS Ll el coold ax
h Lo Jlie Loy ) c}'*—é olzsds
ey B8 g i oo glase,z aS oz 4y
JR PNV EREL | R ALV §Lco Fiy




5% Ghe Selected 90%0%9@/& (S

Ghazal 13, Pure Wine

TS

The morning falls and the clouds refuse to sink;
Friends! Bring the morning wine! Let us drink!
The tulip’s face is smitten by drops of hail;
Friends! Bring wine! Bring wine without fail!
Over the turf blows an Edenic breeze;
Drink pure wine every time you seize!
The rose reclines on a throne of emerald green;
Partake of the fiery ruby wine with a desire keen!
The gate of the tavern is shut once more;
O Opener of the Gates, pray open the door!
One can marvel for what a strange reason
The taverns are hastily shut in such a season.

So let us quaft pure wine like Hafiz

To the fairy-like splendid Sakis!
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5% Ghe Selected 90%0%9{4%{/& (S

Ghazal 14, The CRef(ection ofWine

TR &
I said, “King of Grace! Pity this loner in the lane of dust.”
I heard, “He who follows his heart shall be finally lost.”
I said, “Stay but a while!” I heard, “No, oh let me repair!”
“How can a green soul bear to see loners in despair?”
A tender soul gently inured to lie in a royal bed of ermine;
How can she bewail a loner who on a rock may recline?
Fettered in your tress lie a throng of souls in thrall;
How merrily, in your face, that musky mole does fall!
Reflected in the wine do I see a face of moonlit shine,
As if purple and white roses had come to combine.
An ant-like hue strangely encircles the oval of your face,
Musky shade is not new in a hall that paintings grace.
I said, “Oh you whose pitch-black lock is a loner’s night;
Beware less the stranger grieve his sorrow at daylight!”
“Hafiz, friends are hazed and dazed,” said a voice.
“No wonder if a stranger fatigues and fails to rejoice.”
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5% Ghe Selected 90%0%9@/& (S

Ghazal 15, The Place ofwleeting

TR &
O morn breeze! Do you know where the Friend stays?
Where’s my darling, that moonlit face of cruel ways?
Deep in the dark, there lies a right path in the plain';
Where is the Sinai fire’? Where shall we meet again?
Whoever comes into this world is destined to depart;
In the tavern, ask, “Where is that man of sober heart?”
To hear glad tidings, one needs only a clue to perceive;
Secrets are galore. Who can these secrets receive?
The myriad fiber in my body calls for you to approach;
Where are we? Who's he who is only wont to reproach?
Ask the twisted strands of the Friend’s hair:
“How does this flustered and forlorn heart fare?”
Reason is mad. Where is the musky lock to imprison me?
The heart is sad. Where’s that eyebrow to let me free?
The Saki, the Muse and the wine together ready stand:
Rest without her is remote. Where’s the Friend’s land?
Hafiz! Do not be upset by the autumn gale that blows;
Contemplate! Where can you find a thorn-free rose?

1. An allusion to the Qur'an, “When Moses fulfilled his appointed time and was journeying
with his family, he saw a fire on the side of the mountain and said to his people, “Stay here!
I can see a fire. Maybe I can bring you news of it or a brand of fire to warm yourselves.”
When he approached it, a voice called him from the right side of the valley out of a tree in the
hallowed ground, “Moses, I am God the Lord of the Worlds” (The Story 30-29).

2. This can be a biblical allusion, “And Mount Sinai was altogether on a smoke, because the
LORD descended upon it in fire: and the smoke thereof ascended as the smoke of a furnace,
and the whole mount quaked greatly (Exodus 19:18).”
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2% The Selected Poems of Wafiz &
Ghazal 20, Divine Grace

TS

A drunkard I am; I see no virtue or fidelity in me cast;

For I have been a toper since the Day of Alast.’

As soon as I bathed my soul in the love’s fountain,

I washed my hands off this world; and all I now abstain.

Give me wine to unravel to you the secret of fate,

And say how I came to seek my ardent love to sate.

The mount proved too whimsical to save the sky’s face:

O worshippers of wine! Despair not of divine grace.

Apart from the drunk eye that I pray to God to shield,

None will you find contented under the sky’s blue field.

May my life be sacrificed for her lips! The Cosmic Artisan,

Never created in the Garden of Love a fairer bud to scan.
Thanks to you, I am on a par with Solomon in sway:
All Hafiz has earned is the wind?® that in his hands lay.

1. This Qur'anic allusion suggests that when God created Adam, He made him testify by
asking: Am I not your Lord? According to the Qur'an, “..when your Lord took from the
Children of Adam — from their loins — their offspring, We made them testify touching them,
[saying]: Am I not your Lord? They said: “Yes, indeed. We testify,” lest you say on the Day of
Decision, “Of this, we were not aware... (The Heights, Verse 172)”

2. According to the Qur'an, God gave Solomon command over the winds. “And to Solomon,
We subjected the raging gale to blow at his bidding to the land which We had blessed (The
Prophets, Verse 81).” Also, the Bible reinforces this idea: “Awake, O north wind; and come,
thou south; blow upon my garden, that the spices thereof may flow out. Let my beloved come
into his garden, and eat his pleasant fruits (Solomon, Verse 16).” In this poem, however, Hafiz
suggests that unlike Solomon who had sway over the gales, Hafiz is left with only air in his

hand.
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5% Ghe Selected 90%0%9@/& (S
Ghazal 21, The Straight Lane

TR &

Of my state, the hidebound zealot is bereft of sense;

If he speaks ill of me, I shall take no offense.

Whatever happens to the holy traveler is but to his gain;

O heart, hark! On the path, none may stray from the lane.

However the rook moves, to the front my pawn I bring:

The libertine’s chessboard is no battlefield for a king.

What is this multihued towering vault of uniformity?

Sages have striven to discern its secret but in futility.

God, what is this serenity? What wisdom does there lie?

Spiritual wounds, I sustain; yet I am not allowed to sigh.

To Council’s high vizier, reckoning is unknown, to wit,

Nowhere in his scrolls can you see “Enough is God” writ.

Let those who desire come and say what their hearts love;

Neither courtier nor pride will this court approve.

To the wine house, only those of one color proceed;

The tavern is verboten to those who on their pride feed.

Whatever the flaw, it lies in my body, uneven and unfair;

Your attire of grace is never short for any man to wear.

I serve the old vintner who keeps over me endless watch;

The zealot and the Master’s favor is now, often and such.
If Hafiz avoids a high rank, his spur is his spirit, free;
A lees-imbibing lover has no desire for fame or degree.
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2% The Selected 90%0%9@/& (S
gﬁaza[27, Home cfﬁRest

TS

Good Soul, who unties the veil from your countenance?
Bird of Paradise, who gives you drink and sustenance?
Sleep left me as with this aching feeling, I began to fight:
In whose arms do you now repose and respite?
You deign to inquire after this dervish. In your vision;
Do you not mull evading agony on the Day of Decision?
Those drunken eyes have caused many hearts to stray;
Lo, those eyes are made to intoxicate: that’s their way.
The arrow of coyness you shot, I did not receive;
Let us see what other plans your mind may conceive.
My wail and cry, you did not seem to hear;
The walls of your mansion are tall, I fear.
Far beyond this wasteland lies the cascade;
Beware lest your hope for water by a mirage fade.
O heart! In time of old age, what ways will you take?
Your prime of youth was deplorably spent in mistake.
You are a Home of Familiarity, O Palace of Delight!
O Lord, let not Time wreak havoc on this site!

Hafiz is not a slave to give up his master’s company;

Be kind and back, for I am ruined by your acrimony!
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5% Ghe Selected 90%0%9{4%@ (S
Ghazal 32, What the Bold Souls Dare

TR &

O bulbul! Weep if you wish to nurse my heart;

You and I are forlorn lovers and weeping is our art.

Whenever a breeze blows from the Friend’s hair,

The Tartary musk-pods lose their aroma in the air.

Bring us wine to dye the robe of deceit and duplicity;

We’re drunk with cup of pride; yet, sober we claim to be.

It’s not for every fool to touch your hair,

To fall in love is what the bold souls dare.

“Tis a charisma which wakes the lover’s flame;

Neither ruby lip nor verdant down its name.

Beauty is not the eye, lock, cheek and mole;

A thousand subtle points does the heart control.

The Kalandars of Truth' buy not for half a barleycorn?,

The silk garment of one who is of skills shorn.

Arduous it is to reach the threshold of your Love:

Arduous as ascending the rooftop of the heaven above.

In a dream, to the abode of the Beloved did I wend:

Oh happy the dream where I see the Darling Friend.
Hafiz! Cut not her heart with your tears! Cease!
Abstain from harming and find eternal peace!

1. In the poetry of Hafiz, the Kalandars of Truth refer to those who have achieved a
considerable degree of spirituality that they become oblivious of mundane things.

2. According to Islamic tradition, Adam and Eve ate of corn or the Tree of Immortality. “But
Satan whispered to him, saying: Adam, shall I guide you to the Tree of Immortality and a
kingdom of no evil? And they ate of the tree and their shameful parts became manifest to
them and they began to stitch upon themselves leaves of the garden. Thus did Adam disobey
his Lord and go astray” (The Magnificent Qur'an 121-20:120).
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5% Ghe Selected 90%0%9{4%{/& (S

Ghazal 34, Garden cf’]\fo Rue

TS

As the hand of breeze grasped you by the tress,

My mad heart fell apart in grief and distress.

Your magic eye is the very replica of black divination;

Yet, this version has been out of sight in careless fashion.

The black mole in the curl of your hair, what is it?

That like a dot of ink in the heart of jim' does sit.

In the paradise of your face, what does your tress do?

‘Tis a peacock left to ramble in the garden of no rue.

O soul mate! For your scent, my heart conceived a lust;

Alas, it came to fall and disperse like a pall of dust.

This dusty body sitting at your door cannot fly high;

Like a pall of dust from your lane into the sky.

O you having Jesus’ breath, the shadow of your cypress;

Weighs upon my body which only rotten bones oppress.

He who only at the House of God did recline,

Now sojourns at the tavern to recall your lips of wine.
My darling soul! Hafiz has longed to resume a bond,
He had, on Alast Day, formed with the Beloved fond.

1. Jim is a Persian letter z . The poet compares the mole on the beloved's face to the black dot
in this letter.
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5% Ghe Selected 90%0%9@/& ©o
Ghazal 36, In the Path ofLove

TS

In its beak, a bulbul held a fine-hued roseleaf,
Despite that wealth, it heaved a sigh of sweet grief.
I asked, “Why do you lament despite this union fair?”
It said, “In this, the beauty of the Beloved do I share.”
“If Love declines to have me, no need for offence, I see;
A great King is He; and with the poor, He deigns to be.”
“My pleas and coyness affect not the Friend’s lofty stance;
Blessed be the one favored by the Beloved in his chance!”
Arise! For the Painter’s brush, let us enjoy what we prize;
What a myriad of panoramic pictures in his compass lies!
Should you persevere in the path of love, fear no shame!
His robe San’an' pawned to quaff wine despite his fame.
Blessed be that gentle Kalandar® who fervently felt;
To pray to God though he donned a Christian belt’!
In the palatial presence of that dame with Houri* looks,
Hafiz’s eyes were like ‘the gardens of flowing brooks®.

1. In Persian literature, Sheikh San'an was a religious person whose pride stood in the way of
his love of God. He falls in love with a Christian princess, renounces his faith, and becomes
her swineherd, experiences humiliation and an earthly love that corresponds to the Sufi's true
love of God.

2. In the poetry of Hafiz, the Kalandars refer to those who have achieved a considerable degree
of spirituality that they become oblivious of mundane things.

3. Christian belt or Zunnar was a belt that Christians in Jerusalem had to wear in order to
differentiate themselves from Muslims

4. According to Islam, a Houri is a well-matched, large-eyed maiden accompanying those who
enter paradise.

5. A Qur'anic allusion: “God has inscribed in their hearts faith and He has confirmed them
with a Spirit from Him and will admit them into gardens under which rivers low where they
will dwell forever (58:22).” Here Hafiz compares his eyes to the gardens in heaven beneath
which the rivers of his tears flow.
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5% Ghe Selected 90%0%9{4%{/& (S

Ghazal 37, Black Mgﬁts

TS

Sans your cheek’s Sun, daylight deprives me of its rays;

Alas, black nights have replaced my crowning days.

I bid farewell; how I wept when I was denied your sight!

Oh my eyes are dim and dull and bereft of light.

Your image departed from my eyes, and said:

“Alack, this corner has been left deserted.”

From me, your proximity kept the Angel of Death away:

Aloofness from you shall now keep Death with me alway.

Not a moment too late your rival will sigh in agony;

“Evil be far from you! The outsider has ceased to be!”

Patience is my mere mate to lull your separation’s sore;

How can I be patient when I reserve no power in store?

In separation from you, should the font of my eyes dry,

Say: “Shed the liver’s blood, for no excuses apply.”
Tearful grief prevents Hafiz from engaging in hilarity,
The sad soul has forsaken all desire for all festivity.
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5% Ghe Selected 90%0%9{4%{/& (S

Ghazal 38, The Captive ofyour Love

ORG

Peace, preacher! What is this frenzy you pursue?

I have lost my heart. What has befallen you?

Her waist which God seems to have created of naught'

Is a riddle whose answer no mortal has ever sought.

Of her lips, I was deprived to satiate my desire

The counsel of the entire world is like oil on fire.

The beggar of your lane has no need of the heaven above;

Free of this and the next world is the captive of your love.

The intoxication of love has ruined me;

But I have found myself a man of infinity.

O heart! Bewail not the cruelty of the one so dear

Thus has she decreed and justice this should appear
Hafiz! Utter no tale! Compose no verses of joy or woe!
Many of such wondrous conceits and verses do I know.

1. Her waist is so thin that you would feel it is made of nothing.
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5% Ghe Selected 90%0%9@/& (S

Ghazal 43, From Qgf to Qaf

TR &
Now in the rose’s hand the cup of wine is beaming,
With a myriad tongues, the bird her charms is singing.
Take a song-book and seek sanctuary in a barren terrain;
Relinquish school and refrain from knowing the arcane!
Yesterday our intoxicated cleric pronounced a decree:
“Wine’s a sin; worse still is to waste an endowed equity.”
Clear or turbid, quaft your cup of wine in submission;
Whatever comes from our Saki is a grace of no remission.
Shun the company of men! Follow the phoenix’s creed!
“For the fame of hermits from qaf to qaf' does proceed.”
He who claims to surpass me in verse and tone,
Is like a mat-weaver to one who cuts a precious stone.
Silent Hafiz! Reserve as crimson gold your ditty;
For the con artists masquerade as coiners in the city.

1. i.e. from one end of Caucasus Mountains to the other end. According to mythology, the
phoenix immolates itself every five hundred years and rises again from the ashes. The phoenix
is a symbol of eternal rebirth. The mystics consider the Caucasus Mountains as the land of

the phoenix.
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5% Ghe Selected 90%0%9@/& (S

gﬁazaf49, Home to Love

TS

Blame not the libertine, O zealot of pure spirit,
For, the sins of others upon you will not be writ.
Be my works good or evil, beware Satan, your foe;
All men will eventually reap in life what they sow.
Everyone secks the Friend, sober or drunk with wine,
Everywhere is home to love, be it mosque or shrine.
In submission, I lay head at the tavern gate and lie,
If my enemy cannot discern this, better he die!
Of the Divine Mercy, seek not to make me despair!
Can you see through the veil who’s evil or fair?
I am not the first to stray from the pious road,
For, my father too lost his sweet Edenic abode.
Hafiz, should you seize a cup when the Hour is nigh,
From the tavern gate, they’ll bear you right to the Sky.
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5% Ghe Selected 90%0%9{4%{/& (S
gﬁaza[55, Black fyes

TR &
The brittle bow of your brow is bent;
To get my poor heart with arrows rent.
Before the worlds rose high, love was the word;
The design of love had long been made by the Lord.
In jest, the narcissus cast her glance askew;
Your playful eye flung the world in a plight to view.
When did you creep up to the turf, sunk in sweat;
And drunk that your rosy face set fire to the violet?
Yester eve, as I happened to pass by the sod,
I became drunk as I took your lip for a bud.
As the violet was busy tying up her twisted hair,
The breeze wafted the news of your tress to share.
Out of shame as I likened to a lily your pulchritude,
The dust of wind sealed her lips with promptitude.
In my retreat, I fell for wine and with the vintner I sat,
My zeal grew for them and I fell into this state and that.
Now with the ruby wine, I cleanse my robe of piety;
You cannot flee the fate decreed by the Almighty.
Was Hafiz to find felicity in this gloomy state,
Which an invisible hand flung him into this fate?
The Wheel of Fortune will spin to my heart’s content,
For me to serve the Master to whom I was thus sent.
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gﬁazafsg, The Tavern’s Fire

TR &
Fire scorches my heart. Agony neighs in my breast,
A flame there was in this home which burned the nest.
In her separation, my body burned and roused my sighs;
My soul hungered for the love reflected within her eyes.
My heart’s burning! The candle melted as I wept fire;
Yester eve, she burnt like a moth for my frenzied desire;
A friend, not a stranger, cast me into this pitiful plight;
No wonder, the strangers grieved for my sorry sight.
The tavern wine robbed me of my patched attire;
My house of mind was burned down by the tavern’s fire.
The beaker of my heart was broken at my repentance;
Wine and tavern burned tulip-like my liver in absence.
Speak no more! Return, for I dried the font of my eyes;
And divested myself of my robe of duplicity and lies.
Hafiz! Cease! And quaff wine awhile for your soul!
We did not sleep and the candle melted for your dole.
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Ghazal 61, Time for the Libertine

TR &

The month of fasting is gone; the eve is drawing near;

The wine is ready; one must drain the goblet dear.

The season of the deceitful zealots has passed;

An idyllic time for the libertine, the Fortune has cast.

Wherefore do you scold the toping libertine?

Ascribe to the merry lover neither fault nor sin.

Better the toper who betrays no smidgen of duplicity,

Than a religious zealot who brags of sincerity.

I am no crafty libertine, having no store of lies;

My state is known to God who hears and espies.

I abide by what God decrees and harm none,

Nor preach as good what I am taught to shun.

What harm would there be in quaffing a cup if I could?

Wine flows in the veins of grapes; it is not your blood.
What harm would there be when it harmed none?
Or reckon it a fault, for no one’s innocent in the sun.




5% sl jle il 5.1.:!)‘5)_3 o

Gy &89 Y U358

TS

Gl Lo Jo g ol die g a sl o3
Gl Wb o gl o 4o led 5 o

CebiSe glaglS plbgbany Ay
Cowlag olas) 9, orb g (ous, oy

3595 00l oyiz aS |y 1 050 ceadlo ax
folbsaz g0, 3 popicwlcusaz o)

05 =l s gy 9l o A5 (hgsesly
Sl 9 59y 9l 0 A5 (hgpang 5l ke
CealsS I s sl s wJle ol 45

NNV UK ST T
Cevlyy  wame wen gy s

g 0oL pdd iz g e , S 09 bax
Sl u9.> 3has cacwl ol u9.> 5l ool

?oyMlPJb'stT}SQ_wlwsagwl

Feal st o 0 bz 55519559




5% Che S@&M@O@m&ﬂ{/m (S
Ghazal 63, The State ofSo(ace

TR &
The red rose is in bloom; the bulbul drunk and merry;
O bacchanalian Sufis! It is time to drink and be free.
The pillar of penance which seemed solid and concrete;
Behold how the cup made it crumble upon its seat!
Give me wine to imbibe, for in God’s Promised Land,
Beggars, kings, the sober and drunk on one level stand.
From this two-doored serai', you are bound to go;
Be your ceiling or veranda of life high or low.
The state of solace is an onerous goal to achieve;
On the Alast Day, man was apportioned woe to receive.
Fret not because of life or death! Cherish your heart!
For all that is perfect and pleasant is doomed to depart.
The sovereign and Solomon of gales and birds did perish;
And Hafiz was denied them all and none did he cherish.
Should Fortune gift you with a pair of wings to ascend,
Wax not proud, for an arrow will in the dust descend.
Hafiz! How can your reed’s tongue this gift praise;
As from hand to hand, people pass your lays?

1. caravansary
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5% Che S@&M@O@m&ﬂ{/m (S
gﬁaza[&;, ania{e[in Love

TR &

With hair tousled, face in sweat, lips sprightly;

Robe rent, and a cup in hand held lightly.

With eyes that did glow and lips that did chide;

Yester eve, he skulked to my pillow and sat by my side.

Approaching, he murmured in my ear in a soft tone:

“O my mad lover! Are you sleeping here alone?”

The mystic who so receives wine to quaff to its lees,

Will prove an infidel if the shrine of wine he flees.

Zealot! Shun taking the drinkers of wine dregs to task;

On Alast Day, I was given this gift which I did not ask.

What He poured out in my cup, I downed in docility;

Be it inebriating grape or wine from Garden of Felicity.
The beaming cup and the curly hair of a sweet dame;
Caused many a Hafiz to break his penitence and fame.
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2% The Selected 90%0%9{4%{/& (S
Ghazal 66, Cmvingfor You

TR &

When sweet eyes were painted by God on your face,

He put the key to my knots in your myriad grace.

Time tied round your waist the sash of your gilded attire,

Reducing me and the cypress to the dust of a lone desire.

To answer your call, the morning breeze began to blow,

Bringing the bud to bloom and elating my heart of woe.

The Wheel of Fortune decreed in your bond my delight;

Alas, the bird of my happy lot your hand holds tight.

Cast not for my miserable heart a knot or a snare;

My heart’s musk has formed a vow with your hair.

O breeze of union! You sought another heart to exult;

I cherished futile fidelity to you; that was my fault.
“I'shall go,” I'said, “In you, cruelty was all I found.”
He smiled, “Go Hafiz! Who's tied you to the ground?”
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5% Ghe Selected 90%0%9{4%{/& (S

gﬁazaf 67, Threshold’s Dust

TR &
The colonnade of my eye is for you a home of rest;
I pray you come in. This is a place for your nest.
Sweet are your grace and mole; a mystic’s heart they steal,
Beneath your grains and net are a myriad charms to feel.
Oh bulbul, may your heart be blithe to see the rose glow!
For, the vale is filled with your amorous song of woe.
Would that I could kiss those ruby lips and restore;
My feeble heart with the medicine they hold in store!
Far is my body; so I cannot attend to you personally;
Yet, my mind, like threshold’s dust, serves you eternally.
Mine is not a ready heart to roam to every wretch;
To my heart’s trove, you have the sign and seal to fetch.
Oh sweet dame, you display equestrian skills that belie
A wild sky, a steed tamed by the whips you ply.
Wherefore do they marvel if I falter at your charms
When heaven, that artful juggler, sustains due harms?
To the music of your feast, the sky will come to dance;
For, the songs of Hafiz will fling them in trance.
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5% Ghe Selected 90%0%9@/& (S

(jﬁaza[ 70, His .‘Eyeﬁrows

TS

Drunk, my Friend came into the cloister, cup in hand;
With his eyes, he intoxicated the reveling band.
The hood of his horse reflected a moon newly born;
Of its grandeur, the tall pine tree was at once shorn.
How can I say “I know myself” when my senses reel?
How can I'say “Ilove him not” when he is all I feel?
The taper in the Friend’s heart died as he rose to his feet;
A rasp racket arose among the oglers as he took his seat.
The civet wafts the scent that its hair does drift;
Indigo takes the arrow and the bow, his eyebrow’s gift.
Return and restore to Hafiz the life that’s fled;
Though an arrow will never return once it’s sped.
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5% Ghe Selected 90%0%9{4%{/& (S

Ghazal 76,The glfr of Contente(fSerenity

TR &

For long, I have hankered after idols in my creed;

This tender toil has planted in my heart a jovial seed.

To see your ruby lips, one needs an eye to view the soul;

Yet my eye which sees the world deserves not this role.

Be my company, for the decked world and Time’s grace;

Spring from my Pleiades-like tears and your moonlit face.

As soon as your love lent me a sweet tongue to speak,

Admiration and praise for me, everyone came to seek.

O God! Grant me the gift of contented serenity;

For this grace shall bring me power and dignity.

O Lord! What has that desired Ka’ba deigned to see

Whose thorny path is now but rose and jonquil to me?

O preacher! Of your ties to the constables, never sing,

For my poor heart is bound to accommodate the King.
Hafiz, cease to celebrate Parviz’s pomp and virtues;
From my sweet Khosrow’s cup, his lips sip residues.
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5% Ghe Selected 90%0%9@/& (S

Ghazal 77, The Friend’s Features Beam

TS

Your face, none has seen; many a lover for you vies,
Behind the veil you are; many a bulbul for you dies.
No wonder if to your lane I wended my way;
This land is inhabited by many strangers like me today.
One, to Love’s eyes, the cloister and tavern seem;
Whatever the place, the Friend’s features beam.
In the convent where righteous deeds abound,
The Cross and the monk’s cloister name are found.
What lover has been by the Friend uncared for?
Master! There’s medicine, though there’s no sore.
All this lament of Hafiz is not without avail:
It is both a strange story and a wonderful tale.
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2% The Selected 90%0%9@/& (S
Ghazal 8o, Your footste:ps

TR &
O Saki! May the Eve be felicitous to you!
Let those vows you made not make me rue!
While we were away, I reel in baflement and haze:
Did you ever swap hearts with others on such days?
Carry my love to the vine’s daughter' and let her know:
My sincere fidelity saved her from her bond and woe.
Wherever you amble, you carry an aura of relief,
May the hearts that wish you no joy come to grief!
Praise the lord, for the ravages of autumn failed to blot,
The cypresses, roses and box-trees gracing your plot.
No evil eye could work, for the smiling chance,
Delivered you from the agony of severance.
Hafiz! Beware lest you be denied a seat on Noah’s Ark?
Or you will depart this life in the deluge of the dark.

1. The poet may refer to wine here.

2. This is an allusion to the Magnificent Qur'an: Noah said: My Lord, my people rejected
me as a liar. So judge between me and them rightly and deliver me and those of my believing
followers. So We delivered him and his companions in the laden Ark, then We drowned the
rest (The Poets, Verses 120-117).
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5% Ghe Selected 90%0%9{4%{/& (S

Ghazal 81, The Path ofLiEertinage

TR &

The sea of love is a sea which has no shore;

Surrender your soul, for such is love’s lore.

When you give heart to love, that’s a blessed day;

You need not pray for guidance on the Right Way.

Bring me the cup! Speak not of reason to frighten me!

For in our land, no one’s feared by the constable’s decree.

Ask your eye: “Who catches my soul with its bait?”

O darling, the fortune and the stars are not to recriminate.

You can see Him like the crescent with eyes of purity;

Not every eye can imbibe the glory of that Rare Beauty.

Reckon the path of libertinage as a precious prize;

For this sign is not visible — like treasure path- to all eyes.
The tears of Hafiz could not move you at any moment;
I am baffled by that heart which is hard as adamant.
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5% Che S@&M@O@m&ﬂ{/m (S
gﬁazaf84,CuJ9 ofWoe

TR &
From weeping, my eyes are filled with blood. See,
What kind of fate for those seeking you would be!
To remember your ruby drunk eyes, I would,
Quaff from a cup containing wine red as blood.
If the Sun of your face rises from the east,
I shall partake of this splendid feast.
Shirin’s sweet lips shape Farhad’s talks;
Majnun' dwells in the curls of Layla’s locks.
O maiden of cypress stature, soothe my mind!
Speak to me! Your voice is measured, kind!
O Saki, bring me wine and my soul elate,
For my heart is saddened by the tyrannous Fate.
Ever since the day I lost sight of my beloved son,
My tears have engulfed me like the River of Jeyhun®.
How can I fill my wretched soul with glee,
When I have no part to play in my destiny?

Hafiz pines for the Friend in a woe untold,

As a beggar covets Croesus’s wealth and gold.

1. According to a well-known Persian tale composed by Persian poet Nizami of Ganja, Qays

and Layla fall in love when they are young, but when they grow up, Layla's father refuses to

allow them to be together. Qays loses sanity and comes to be known as Majnun (possessed).
2. Also known as Amu River or Oxus River, it is a major river formed by the junction of the
Vakhsh and Panj rivers and flows into the Aral Sea. In ancient times, the river was considered

as the borderline between Greater Iran and Turan.
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5% Ghe Selected 90%0%9{4%@ (S
Ghazal 85, A Fire that Never Dies

TR &

Friend, when you hear the people of the Path' speak;

They’re not to blame if you cannot grasp what you seek.

Neither to this world nor to that, I bow down in shiver;

Glory to God!” In the back of my mind, seditions simmer;

Who is lurking in my broken heart? I do not know:

Quiet and still T am, but he raises such a rowdy row .

Where are you, Muse? My heart is out of tune, strident.

Play a gloomy note and let joy to my heart be sent!

To me, the world was never an object of care;

It was your face which made it a beauty to share.

The craving I have cherished in my heart denies me sleep;

For nights, I abstained wine. Where can I drink deep?

Thus, the blood of my heart did stain this shrine;

God would fain see you bathe my being in wine.

In the fire temple, I am held dear by the Magi,

For a fire burns in my heart which will never die.

Beyond the veil, the Muse tuned a song to confound;

A lifetime passed; my mind overflows with the sound.
Yester eve, my name the voice of your love trilled;
The heart of Hafiz is still with zeal and zest filled.

1. There are three phases in Sufis: Tariqah (path), Shariah (law, seen as deriving from the
Qur'an, hadith, ijma‘, and qiyas) and Haqiqat (truth). Shariah applies to physical practices such
as praying but tariqah refers to spiritual practices and purifying the soul through achievement
of commendable traits and enlightening the heart and attaining proximity with God. Haqiqat
is the ultimate goal .i.e. attaining the Truth.

2. In the Qur'an, God praises Himself for being the Best Creator, “.. then of the clot, We
created blood; then of the blood, We created a lump; then of the lump, We created bones; and
then with flesh, We clothed the bone; then We created him as [yet| another creature. Glory be
to God, the Best Creator! (The Believers, 14).” Here, Hafiz is being jocular in praising God for
creating a moratl who bows his head neither to this world nor to the world to come.
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5% Ghe Selected 90%0%9{4%{/& (S

Ghazal 86, The Day ofCDoom

TR &
I lost my heart, faith; at me, my darling looked askance,
“Get you hence! You pawned away your grasp of sense.”
Have you heard of one who partook of such feast in glee,
Without reaping but a spate of regret and ignominy?
If the candle boasts of equality with the face that glows,
It shall stand nightlong before your lovers on its toes.
The vernal breeze surged from the rose and cypress to see,
That charming shape, those beaming features in the lea.
Drunk, you strutted by; the host of angels let out sighs,
As if the Day of Doom had loomed before their very eyes.
The conceited cypress, bragging of her height and weight,
Was made to feel light and low before your graceful gait.
Hafiz! Remove the patched frock and save your skin;
The robe of perfidy and pseudo-piety is with fire thin.
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5% Ghe Selected 90%0%9{4%{/& (S

Ghazal 88, The Image ofyour Face

TR &

Everywhere I turn, the image of your face emerges;

My alert being absorbs your musky hair; a soul surges.

Benighted souls decree that love is a thing to obviate;

I summon your winsome face to prove what I state.

Hearken what the pit in your chin does tell:

“Many a Joseph of Egypt has fallen into this well.”

I might fail to have your tress to touch,

For I am ill-fated, hapless overmuch

To the one who watches over your harem, say:

“Of those nigh to us, Hafiz has long known this way.”

“Though I may think His face hard to find

He is serenely nestled in the regions of my mind.
Should Hafiz knock on the door and make a plea;
Open the door, for he has longed your face to see.”
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5% Ghe Selected 90%0%9@/& (S

Ghazal 90, The Alter Ego

TS

Praise the Lord! The tavern is open to me,
For I need the wine-house open to be.
Intoxicated, the jars bellow and cry;
The wine contains truth rather than lie.
The beloved is all but drunk: conceit is her law;
Our lot is cast in weakness, plea, and flaw.
From people, I withhold the secret of my heart;
Yet, to the Good Friend, my secret shall I impart
The curl in the Beloved’s hair is a merry sport;
It is a long tale which you cannot cut short.
To Majnun’s heart, Leili’s locks brought love and dole;
And mighty Mahmud' knelt to kiss Ayyaz’s sole.
Hawk-like, I closed my eyes to every mundane hue,
As my sight alighted on your rosy cheeks to view.
Should anyone step into the Ka’ba of your way,
To the gibla of your eyebrow, they can pray.
People, ask the candle, burning and giving its light,
And learn how poor Hafiz’s heart is bereft of delight!

1. Malik Ayyaz was a slave who hailed from Georgia. He rose to the rank of general in the
army of Sultan Mahmud of Ghazni as a reward for his unrelenting devotion to his master.
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5% Ghe Selected 90%0%9{4%{/& S

Ghazal 92, The Music ofﬂ-far}l and Rebec

TS

Why shall I yearn for wine when it’s your face I seek?
To the wine jar, say, “Lo! The tavern is bare and bleak.”
Let the paradisal wine flow, for without our mate,
Each draught of wine you give is the vilest fate.
Alas! The heartbreaker is gone and to visualize,
Her face in my tearful eyes only my reason belies.
O eyes! Wake up, for you cannot safely take flight,
From the tears that invade me in the dead of night.
Before your sight, the Beloved sidles by with ease;
Yet she dons a veil of shyness as strangers she sees.
As the rose saw your face with sweat dank,
It fell into jealous rage and into rosewater, it sank.
Green are the vales and mounts. Oh, let us not cease,
To stroll, for this life is but a short-termed lease.
Explore not my mind for any lesson to learn;
The music of harp and rebec is filling this turn.

Hafiz may be a roving-eye amorous libertine;

For, nature makes youth prone to many an odd sin.




5% sl jle il 5.1.:!)‘5)_3 o

Wl 9 Six dojey AV U5E

TS

Cowolrd Glom 4z o5 JLs 5 ) Lo

oyt et oS S oy 5 0S4
Sy (285 e el | Cligy o5 S

Cmolie s (o248 (W I3E oy ks a
/ Ol 8903 55 5 ;s wh a8 sl

Sl i gl b Sl o
392 olst il a5 eans ol 58 Sl

el S5t ol 595 o33 S 5
Sy 95 S e ol (Fote

Cewolbae o 5l s e L
s 3rE AL U 55 08 &5 2 I

S 38 s et 5l e il o
NPNCCINE PRI R U s Y

v

ol alos Lz aS L 05l ccws
B T T
Cowoly 9 Sz Beges 5l g 4SS
3k g canl w5 9 Bale jf ot 4z Ladl>
Cowolid pUl oY e ol e

D 2 (S5 D> Ly gy oS S i oBany Y Sty Oy 1 e )




2% The Selected 90%0%9@/& (S
Ghazal 93, Endless Grace

TR &
I swear by my master’s life, old faith and good promise,
That my early morn’s word will be prayer for your bliss.
My tears proved a more fearful flood than Noah’s, but;
Failed to rinse from my heart the image your love cut.
Come! Bargain with me: I offer my broken heart for sale;
In its ailing form, it’s worth a myriad ones which are hale.
The ant took Solomon’s vizier to task and it was fit;
For the master' lost Jam’s ring?, and did not seek it.
O heart, cease not to seek the Friend’s endless grace;
You boast of love; so be ready to risk your head apace.
Turn to the truth, for the sun of your fortune will rise,
As the primal morning grew blackened by its own lies.
Enamored by you, I roamed the mount and the plain;
Yet, you refuse to give in to pity and loosen my chain.
Hafiz, fret not! Expect no fidelity from the fickle fair;
The garden is not at fault if this tree grows not there.

1. The master refers to King Solomon who was believed to be in possession of a ring by which
he commanded demons, genies or spoke with animals.

2. Solomon's ring was reportedly engraved by the name of God and was given to the king
directly from heaven.
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5% Ghe Selected 90%0%9@/& (S
gﬁaza[94, The Divine Firmament

TR &
Come! The palace of hope is ever frail, a false fable;
Bring wine, for life is built on a filament, unstable.
Beneath the azure vault, I will remain that mortal’s slave;
Who from all mundane colors will himself seek to lave.
Shall I tell you what good news I, lost in wine, did receive;
In the tavern from an envoy sent from heaven last eve?
Saying, “Falcon of keen vision, the tree of life your seat,
“This vale of sorrow will make a low place for your feet.
“From the divine firmament, they keep calling your name
I know not what has befallen you in this snare of shame.”
Let me give you advice: recall and let your deeds reveal,
For all that the Master taught me, I in my mind do seal:
“Shun Fortune and her fickle ways; her vows are vain
“To date, this bride has had a myriad lovers to entertain.”
Grieve not if the world treats you with scorn. Hear;
What the Pilgrim of Love once whispered in my ear:
“Let not Time furrow your brow! Abide by the decree:
“The gate of free will is open neither to you nor to me.”
Fickle is the rose; fleeting and brief are her smiles;
O amorous bulbul! Sing your sorrows! Eschew her lies!
O rhymester, why do you envy Hafiz, sweet of sense?
Lo, God has gifted him with nonpareil eloquence.
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5% Ghe Selected 90%0%9{4%{/& (S

Ghazal 125, From Lips Ruby Wild

TS S

I asked, “Of your lips, when will I have my share?”
She replied, “Of them, you can have your hearty fare.”
I said, “Of me, your lips ask tribute of Egypt', I feel.”
She said, “No loss can my mind conceive in this deal.”
I asked, “The secret of your lips, who fathomed first?”
She replied, “That is a tale to be told to those who thirst.”
I said, “Shun the idols and turn to the Lord your eyes!”
She said, “In love’s lane, this and that, we authorize.”
I said, “The idea of the tavern rids your heart of grief.”
She said, “Happy be those who bring to others relief!”
I said, “Wine and frock cancel out religious vows.”
She replied, “This and that, the Magian Pir* allows.”
I said, “How can an old man gain from lips ruby wild?”
“Ah, he can be rejuvenated by a sugary kiss,” she smiled.
I asked, “When will the groom to his chamber go?”
She replied, “When Jupiter and the moon meet in a row.”
I said, “Hafiz will pray each morn for his sake.”
She replied, “The angels this prayer in heavens make.”

1.1i.e. sugar. In the past, as Egypt was quite a flourishing land and essentially traded in sugar, it
therefore paid tribute in the form of sugar.
2. A spiritual guide
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5% Ghe Selected 90%0%9{4%{/& (S
Ghazal 129, The Moth’s Union

TR &
The good news has come: there’ll be no more pain;
It has not yet remained; and so it shall not remain.
Though in my Beloved’s eye, I look but less than dust,
My rival shall not remain in his place of respect and trust.
At the door, as the guard slays everyone with his sword;
The Divine Sanctuary will be dwelled in but by the Lord.
Be good or evil our plan, there is no room for plea;
The traces we seek on Life’s Book will no longer be.
From the assembly of Jam, this song was heard one day:
“Bring us the wine bowl, for Jam too shall not here stay.”
Yours is the moth, O taper, rejoice and delight;
As this dialogue will not last until the broad daylight.
O rich man, ease the hearts of the poor and the bereft;
For your treasure of gold and silver will not be left.
These words are written in gold on this dome of sapphire:
“Except for good deeds, all else will into oblivion retire.”
Hafiz, of love’s requital, put not your hope aside;
The cruel looks will not last nor will these airs of pride.




X bdlo il buyiSy o

d.l[wg Jwog V4 JJ-D

T Sy
Ol aslgse i pll 4 oo s,
Wl wnlsss oo s iz g wiles oLz
pad s L )—'a* »P e )i o
Wle walgds prume iz 0 )
) dad 05) o yadiads 4y 000, gz
Wle alyso prs pu> es (S
il g el 2 5 oS g S ol 4z
le aalgss o8, s Adomo g
S5 ol wolanss adiez edme 99,
le slgzs o5 45 gl eols pls as
wlyy Jroy aed (gl b ewit
wbe aalyss pases U aldles ol 4
sl S 4y 055 gy Jo oSl
lo vl g w5 5 )5 pye &S
34 wlasg Tazd gl oo
Wl aalgss 035 Jal (65 52 aS
Lol % ek (Ul (Slpe
AjLeJ_mbédp.nguig)j-?g‘:J-"‘\S

o3l 5 558 5l alS LS )
Olowd 31 4lS u> 55 Bl .Y




5% Ghe Selected 90%0%9@/& (S

gﬁaza[ 134, ‘]—[efty Trust

NG

Angels I saw yester eve knocking at the tavern gate,

Kneading Adam’s clay, molding in wine its weight.

Dwellers of the Sacred Sanctuary of Purity divine

With me, an earthly being, shared their bewildering wine.

Heaven, seeking from its hefty trust to be free;

The lot for this was finally cast onto the mad me.

Excuse the squabbling sects, numbering seventy-two:'

They knock at Fable’s gate, for Truth evades their view.

Thank God, for peace prevails amidst my Friend and me!

The Sufis drain their cups of gratitude, dancing in glee.

Fire’s not that whose flame the taper laughs to scorn:

Fire’s fire whose flames burn the moth’s ungleaned corn.
As Hafiz, none has yet unveiled the thought’s visage;
For the tress-tips of speech were combed by a sage.

1. The Prophet (peace be upon him) said: “My ummah will split into seventy-three sects, all of
whom will be in Hell except one group.” They said: Who are they, O Messenger of God? He
replied: “(Those who follow) what I and my companions follow.”
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5% Ghe Selected 90%0%9{4%{/& (S

Ghazal 160, Godsend

TR &
My mind engaged in prayer espied your eyebrow’s bow;
And in that beatitude, the pulpit came to whine in woe.
In me, neither reason nor a patient heart, hope to find;
For to the wind has flown away my very peace of mind.
Wine’s clear, the meadow’s fowls are drunk with delight;
The season of love and life has given birth to a new light.
The scent that tokens to better the world, I exhale;
The rose brings bliss; and elated is the Eastern gale.
Bride of art, with fortune’s blow, no sad thoughts allow:
Gild the hall of your charms; the groom is here now.
One by one, fine plants put on their jewels for all to see;
My heart’s thief - Godsend - came in the light of beauty.
With burdens are the trees weighed down by Fate;
Happy the cypress which knows no woe’s weight!
Minstrel, sing a fond song from those Hafiz said,
That I may say: “Recall the mirth which is departed!”
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2% The Selected 90%0%9@/& (S
Ghazal 186, Alast Wine

TS

As my Love takes the cup,

Bazaars of idols soon shut up.

All say who see those eyes:

“Police, secure your prize!”

Fish-like, to the sea I took,

Longing for my Beloved’s hook.

At those feet, I pine in grief,

Waiting for those hands’ relief.
Blessed be he whose grasp can twine,
Like Hafiz round Alast wine!
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5% Ghe Selected 90%0%9{4%@ (S
Ghazal 190, My Heart’s Fiery Ecstasy

TS

Never will I cease from desire till I fulfill my desire;
Oh let my soul with yours combine or let it expire!
When I am dead, unearth my grave and see
The smoke rising out of my heart’s fiery ecstasy.
Unveil your face! Daze the world by your loveliness;
Open your lips! Comfort men and women in distress.
Restless is my soul and does my yearning heart repine;
I dread I might die without her lips gratifying mine.
Her mouth has my life straitened with desire;
When will those lips quench my poor mind’s fire?
The melancholy throng of lovers his name eulogize,
Whenever Hafiz is mentioned in their companies.
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5% Ghe Selected 90%0%9@/& (S

Ghazal 196, Thy Secret Sacred

NG

As Thy glory shone on Creation’s daylight,

Love emerged and set the entire world alight.

Bright was Thy cheek; yet angels were to love cold;

Thus it flared up and infused it into Adam’s mold.

Reason had burned like a lamp from this fire;

But the world was upturned by jealous desire.

The foe strove to delve into Thy secret Sacred;

Yet an invisible hand fended off the fiend wicked.

Fate had cast for other its lot for felicity;

Doleful is my heart, for my lot is but agony.

Sublime souls seek Thy chin’s pit to caress;

Their hands stretch out for Thy entwined tress.
Hafiz composed his Book of Love to Thee,
When he defaced from his heart all his glee.
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Ghazal 202, Year-[ong Tm’}o

TS

Saki! The cypress rose, and tulip our converse excite:
With cups emptied thrice, the theme shall not be trite.
Quaff wine! Our bride, the mead, shines in full allure;
The Dallalah’s job is no issue as such days endure.
These Indian parrots will blithely peck at sugar all;
They will feast on the Persian sweet taken to Bengal!
Observe! Time and space are traversed in this song’s flight,
For my poem’s child takes a year-long trip in one night.
Behold how that magic eye misleads men of pious hearts;
As it gazes, it’s convoyed by a caravan of deceitful arts.
Fall not for the world’s coy ways, for this whore,
Holds many a mysterious mischief in store.
From the king’s lush garden, the vernal breeze blows,
And wine in the tulip’s cup from dewdrops flows.
Hafiz! For your love of Ghiyas ad-Din in your heart,
Rest assured that your sorrow will soon depart.
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Ghazal 210, Tﬁousancf—year-ofc[ Glee

TR &

When the sun of wine the cup’s East illumes,

The garden of my Saki’s face with tulips blooms.

The breeze unties the hyacinth’s curls next to a rose,

When your curly hair wafts its scent on the meadows.

No trivial tale is the night of separation and absence;

A hundred books fail to relate an iota of its sense.

From the Sky’s upturned tray, seek naught to gain,

Except by blame and a myriad pangs, one jot of grain.

By no efforts can we win the pearl for which we strive

Crude is the idea that here with no guide, we can survive.

If you bear as patiently as Noah the Flood and its agony,

Grief will end; and thousand-year-old glee you will see.
If Hafiz’s tomb is caressed by the breeze of your face,
Tulips will bloom from the dust of his resting-place.
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55 The Selected Poems af Wafiz G
(jﬁaza[ 226, Where are the Lovers Fair?

TS

Love is now a mere myth, where are the lovers fair?'

When did love end? what befell the friends that were?
Why is Khizr faltering? The water of life is no longer clear.
Where is the vernal breeze? The red rose is pale with fear.
None says, “A loyal love was mine to dispel my care.”
None recalls love’s right divine, What befell the lovers fair?
Years have elapsed since a ruby from manhood was won;
What befell the wind and the rain and the light of the sun?
A land where kings are lovers crowned and love springs;
When did kindness end? what befell the city of kings?

The ball of grace and mercy came to the players’ feet;
None shall renew the game, where’s the horsemen fleet?
Myriad roses have bloomed; yet no bird has trilled a tale;
What hushed the Philomel? where’s the nightingale?

The planets spin in silence, has Venus broken her lute?
Where’s the toping band? no one asks for the vine’s fruit.
Hafiz, God’s secrets, no one knows in youth or prime,

Of whom, will you ask: What befell the Wheels of Time?

1. In translating this poem, I have benefited from Gertrude Bell's translation.
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(jﬁaza(247, The Ease Of‘foc{ay

TR &
Breeze! Bring a whift of scent from the lane of so-and-so;
I'm wrecked with remorse; divest me of my robe of woe!
Apply to my shattered heart the much-coveted alchemy;
Lo, bring me a handful of dust from the Beloved’s alley.
In the harbor of love, I am with my heart in fray;
Make me a bow from her brow and many a coy way.
In prime of youth, I withered for want of love and care,
Let me quaff wine from a dame’s hand, young and fair.
Give those who abstain wine a cup or two to taste;
Should they abstain again, bring them to me in haste.
Saki! Postpone not the ease of today for tomorrow,
Does the Book of Fate assure freedom from sorrow?
Yester eve Hafiz wrote this line; my heart sank in woe:
“Breeze! Bring a scent from the lane of so-and-so.”
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5% Ghe Selected 90%0%9@/& (S

Ghazal 253, The Two Worlds

TR &
I'll give you a bit of advice. Listen and no excuses make
Accept what the kind advisor offers you for your sake!
With young darling dames, associate and converse:
For in ambush of life lies the treacherous aged Universe.
To the Lovers, the two worlds are worth a barleycorn:
For, that of little chattel and this of little value are born.
A goodly friend and a fine instrument I desire,
To wail my sorrows through the tune of the lyre.
I am intent to abstain from wine and avoid sin,
If fate with my desire together may be akin.
Without us, they determined everyone’s fate,
Bewail not if what is decreed jars with your state.
O Saki! Pour pure wine into my tulip-like bowl,
So I can retain the image of the Darling’s mole.
Bring the ruby bowl of bounty, a pearl lustrous and high:
Tell the jealous one, “The grace of the Vizier see and die!”
Many a time, intent to repent, the cup I put down in vain:
The Saki’s coyness tempted me into quaffing wine again.
The two-year-old wine and the fourteen-year-old lass
Render me needless of the small or great class.
Who can deter our affrighted heart?
Of Majnun unbound, news you impart.
Hafiz! Speak no words of repentance in this repast,
For, the bow of the Saki’s brow will hit you at last.
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5% Che S@&M@O@m&ﬂ{/m (S
Ghazal 256, Lost josqpﬁ

TS

Lost Joseph will return to Canaan; grief is vain,

Oh weep not! Joy will fill your House of Pain.

Dejected darling! Grieve not! Peace will return again;
Think not ill! This distrait mind shall be free from strain.
Life’s Spring will seat her in the mead’s green evermore,
Sweet bird, you’ll be crowned with roses, grieve no more!
This Wheel may cease tow spin to your will for a few days;
Grieve no more, for Time will change her wicked ways.
Despair not! You are not privy to the Divine lore,

Beyond the veil lie many games; Oh grieve no more!

O heart, the death’s flood shall bring life to mortal rest;
Noah shall pilot your ship; be not upset by the tempest!
So far is the goal and so hazardous is the road;

Grieve not, for all the paths lead to the same abode.

Oh pilgrim traversing the desert to reach the Kaaba’s door,
Weep not, if you're smitten by the prickly acacia so sore.
My rivals persecute me and my Love evades my eyes;

Oh grieve not! God counts your tears and sighs.

Plunged in solitude and poverty in the deep night,

Repine not! Pray and take your Qur’an to recite.
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5% Ghe Selected 90%0%9{4%{/& (S
Ghazal 257, The Sorrow ofﬂﬁsence

TR &

Again the patient bulbul yelled from the tall cypress:

“May the evil eye never my budding rose oppress!”

O rose, you are a king to reign in the land of charm;

To mad and loving bulbuls, exhibit no harm!

You are far from me; yet, I shall not lament;

When there is no absence, presence gives no content.

Others may have their share of rejoicing and festivity;

Yet my passion for my darling is a wealth of bliss for me.

Whereas zealots pine for Houris and palaces beyond,

The tavern I make my castle; with Houris I form a bond.

To the harp, drink your bowl! And crush every dole;

If they say: drink not! Respond: God forgives every soul.
O Hafiz, why should absence sadden your sight?
Absence leads to union; in darkness there is light.
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2% The Selected 90%0%9@/& (S
Ghazal 278, My Futile Deeds

TS

My heart ran wild and I, a dervish, marvel

What to that wandering bird of prey befell!

Like a willow, I quiver lest I lose my divine vow:

I am enrapt by a godless beloved’s bowlike brow.

My mind seeks the size of the sea’s spirit, but alas,

This drop' entertains thoughts, absurd and crass.

Oh how I love that eyelash, mortal and merry;

Whose sting tastes like the Water of Life to me.

From the hands of physicians, profuse blood will depart;

Should they ever try to examine my wounded heart.

In ignominy and tears, I to the tavern turn my face,

For my futile deeds bring me but shame and disgrace.

Khizr’s life did not endure nor did Alexander’s reign;

Dervish, never wrangle over this world, vile and vain.
Hafiz! Not every vagrant can the darling’s girdle attain,
A wealth greater than that of Croesus?, one must gain.

1. This mind
2. Croesus ('kri:sas; 595 BC — c. 547 BC) was the king of Lydia from 560 to 547 BC until his
defeat by the Persians. He was famous for his wealth.
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% The S@&M@Wﬂ%(){aﬁ/z (Se
Ghazal 288: The Lot ofLove

TR &
The bulbul’s care is naught but the rose is his mate dear;
The rose’s care is naught but to bring grace to her cheer.
Not all lure is what brings the lover’s heart to its fall;
Master is he who bears compassion to his thrall.
Now is the time when blood gushes into the ruby’s heart;
For the shard has broken its value and worth in the mart.
The bulbul’s speech came from the rose’s boon,
Or his beak would be devoid of all this song and tune.
O you who in the street of our Love tread,
Be careful; or his wall may shatter your head.
The traveler is accompanied by a hundredfold soul,
Wherever he is, health and well-being be his dole.
O heart! Though the dice of health to you was cast,
Sweet is the lot of Love. Cling to it hard and fast.
Intoxicated, the Sufit wore his hat askew,
Two more cups, aslant his turban flew.
To the sight of you, Hafiz’s heart had been inclined,
It’s now cherished with union. Put this agony behind.
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5% Ghe Selected 90%0%9{4%{/& (S

Ghazal 310, Mgﬁt OfSe]oamtion

TR &
Should she stab me to death, I will not stop her hand,
Joyfully will I admit her arrows into my heart’s land.
Say, “Let your brow’s bow their arrows fly,
“That I may fall down before your feet and die.”
Should the world plunge me into misery and pain,
What relief but the Saki’s hand can I obtain?
Rise! O Sun of the dawn of aspiration:
I am trapped by the dark night of separation.
O Pir of the tavern! Come! From tyranny of Time, I cry:
By a draught, rejuvenate me! for old and decrepit am L.
Last night, I made a vow by Thy hair,
That the robe of Thy servitude, I will wear.

Hafiz! Your robe of piety and virtue, burn in fire:

For if I turn into fire, I'd burn Thee and Thy desire.
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2% The Selected 90%0%9{4%{/& (S
Ghazal 328, Veiled are my Soul’s Features

NG

Veiled are my soul’s features by my body’s dust;
Happy the time when the veil from me be tossed!
This corporeal cage ill befits a melodious bird like me;
To the Garden of Bliss will I fly, for I'm a bird in yon lea.
Wherefore I came and where I was is to me unknown;
Alas, I am utterly unaware of what I have here sown.
How can I encircle in the expanse of the Holy Domain
When I, chained to this mortal frame, should remain?
If love’s scent, as from musk, rises from my heart’s blood,
Marvel not, for I share my pain with the deer pod.
Look not at my shirt - as a taper - made of gold;
Know that under my shirt, a flaming fire I hold.

Oh let Hafiz bid farewell to this life of his;

Lest you may not hear me say: “I am while He is.”
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5% Ghe Selected 90%0%9{4%{/& (S
gﬁazaf469, In the Potter’s Hands

TR &

Listen to this succinct remark to free yourself from rue:

“You will regret if you seek what’s not destined for you.”

In the potter’s hands, you will finally wind up as clay;

Contemplate the wine and fill the cup to brim today!

If you are amongst those men who paradise pursue,

Many a large-eyed stunning maid, here you can woo.

Futile is the effort to occupy the seat of the mighty one;

Unless you do what’s meet to merit the glory of the sun.

May God bless you score on score, Oh sweet Khosrow!

If you deign to look at Farhad who is wrecked with woe.

Never will your soul receive Divine grace, never!

Unless from your soul, all life’s dross you sever.

Hafiz, if you refer to God as the source of your boon,

Your life will be abounding with God-given grace soon.
Oh breeze blow for the love of Khwaja Jalal ad-din,
That you might fill the world with lily and jasmine.
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5% Ghe Selected 90%0%9{4%{/& (S

Ghazal 480, prressecfSong

TR &
Her lips, I kiss; and the wine I drain:
The water of life, I have come to gain.
To utter her secret is to err;
None can I see close to her.
The cup drinks blood and kisses her lips;
The rose, seeing her face, blushes to her petals’ tips.
Give me the goblet and into oblivion Jamshid lay:
Who knows when he was? Or when Kay?
O moon-minstrel! Extend your hand on the harp;
Pluck its strings, so that in agony I may carp.
From solitude, the rose enthroned her seat in the bower;
Divest yourself of your cloak of bias like the red flower!
Let not the drunk remain intoxicated like her eye;
O Saki! Give me wine in memory of her lips of ruby!
From that body, the soul is sloth to escape;
For, in its veins runs the blood of grape.

Hafiz! Peace! For a while, hold your tongue;

Listen to the reed tuning an oppressed song.
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5% Ghe Selected 90%0%9@/& (S

gﬁaza[483, T(oyg(u[Yearnings

TR &
Intoxicated with Love, I am, O Saki give a little wine
Fill the cup, for this assembly sans wine I will decline.
Describing her moon-like face is not a task of mine,
Minstrel! Play a note! Saki! Give a little wine.
For the ring of my stature, rivals shall be galore,
From this door, it will not drive us to another door.
In my desire for your face, hopeful yearnings I redeem,
In deceit of union, we foster a fancy and a vain dream.
Drunk with those eyes, I am: where’s wine for my mind?
I am languid with your ruby lips; what reply can I find?
Hafiz, why do you hope to find the good?
Shall a sated soul by a mirage be satisfied?
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gﬁaza[485, Scﬁoo(of‘frutﬁ

TR &
O you who are unschooled, the path of love pursue:
As you are not a traveler, he who leads shall not be you.
In the School of Truth, while you study the Love’s way,
Seek to earn a father’s status, though you’re a son today.
Wash the life’s lees off your hands, as the holy men of old,
And winning Love’s alchemy, transmute yourself to gold.
Sleep and food keep you away from the idyllic trait:
Shun these two, if you wish to attain your true state.
If your heart and soul obtain the light of the love of truth,
By God! Your loveliness shall outshine the sun in sooth.
Plunge into God’s sea for an instant and never forget
That the tide of the Seven Seas, no hair of yours will wet.
The light of the Lord will fill you from top to toe,
If on the Lord’s Path, pelf and power you forego.
If your perceiving eye may alight on the Face of the Lord,
You shall surely be among those allied with Divine cord.
Upturned will be all that which makes up your frame;
Dread not that this lot will forever your being inflame.

Hafiz, if you are striving to gain the mystic light

You must kiss the doorway’s dust of people of insight.
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(jﬁaza[487, The Sweet Sme[(of‘Union

TS

King of the lovely! Aid I seek for grief of solitude!

Sans you, my heart’s weak. Return for rectitude!

Perpetual will not remain the roses in this land;

In time of bliss, give the weak a helping hand!

To the breeze, of her tress, I yester eve did complain:

It said: “A mistake! This is your sad mind! Restrain!”

Here a myriad of breezes joyously dance in a chain;

O heart! This is what you vie for. Avoid all that is vain!

The agony of yearning plunges me into a state untold;

The image of patience seems to vanish on every fold.

O Lord! To whom can I confide this mysterious tale?

This ubiquitous darling declined her face to unveil.

Saki! The rose bed is as dark as night without you;

Strut out your box-tree body! Build a better view!

Pining for you restores me from my bed of illness;

The memory of you is a comrade in my loneliness.

In the compass of fate, we the point of submission see;

Grace is your word! And decree is what you decree.

For a libertine, banned are egoism and vanity;

In this creed, these two traits reek of infidelity.

I am weary of this azure dome. Give me wine to revel!

So that in the enameled cup, this plight I may unravel.
Hafiz! Night of agony’s gone! Union wafts in the air;
O unhappy lover! May your day be joyous and fair!
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Ghazal 490, Spinning Sjaﬁere

TR &
I went to the garden to pluck a rose in the morning,
When a bulbul’s song abruptly drifted within my hearing.
Enamored as I, it was charmed by the love of a flower;
The bulbul bleakly chanted its song in the bower.
Oftentimes to the mead of the garden, I went;
With my thoughts on the rose and the bulbul bent.
The rose had its own mate and the bulbul its woe;
This one would last and that one would remain so.
The bulbul’s note touched my heart with such weight
That passion overtook me and no more could I tolerate.
In this garden of grief, many a flower is born;
But none has yet plucked a rose without a thorn.
Hafiz, seek to find no hope in the Spinning Sphere;
For it has no virtues and gives you many a sad tear.
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Conthe Praise for ﬂ-[cy:iz

In his poetry Hafiz has inscribed undeniable truth indelibly.
Hafiz has no peer!

Should the whole world to ruin sink,

Hafiz, with you, with you alone

I'd vie! Desire and painful moan

We’ll share them both, We twins have grown!

To be like you in love, In drink-

My pride, my life in this be shown!

Emerson

Hafiz defies you to show him, or put him in a condition inopportune and
ignoble. Take all you will and leave him but a corner of Nature, a lane, a
den, a cow-shed, out of cities, far from letters and taste and culture, he
promises to win to that scorned spot, the light of moon and stars, the love
of men, the smile of beauty, the homage of art. It shall be painted and
carved and sung and celebrated and visited by pilgrimage in all time to
come. ... He fears nothing. He sees too far; he sees throughout; such is the
only man I wish to see or be.

Nietzsche

You keep pouring in yourself

And you keep filling with yourself

The deepest valley you are

The brightest light you are

The intoxication of all intoxication you are
What need do you have to ask for wine?

Edward Fitzgerald

The best musician of Words.

Gertrude Bell

It is as if his mental eye, endowed with wonderful acuteness of vision, had
penetrated into those provinces of thought which we of a later age were
destined to inhabit.
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