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Beloved,

Thank you for having joined the
workshop.

If you wish to ask questions and
delve deeper into these poems,
please contact me at the email
below to set up an individual Zoom
call.

For spiritual coaching, you can
check out:
https://www.footprintsofrumi.com/s
piritual-coaching

email:
info@footprintsofrumi.com

www.footprintsofrumi.com
www.facebook.com/footprintsofrumi



 

 

Don’t accept any company except that of lovers and drunkards. 
Don’t acquire fondness for base people in your heart. 

Each group draws you to their side - 
The ‘crows’ toward the ruins and the ‘parrots’ toward the sugar 

(Quatrain 693) 

Fix within your spirit love for righteous souls; 
don’t give your heart to anyone save for those whose hearts are filled with joy. 

Don’t go to the neighborhood of despair, for there is always hope. 
Don’t go toward the darkness, for there are always more suns (to shine upon 

you). 

The heart will lead you into the neighborhood of spiritual people, 
while the body will lead you toward the prison of water and dirt. 

Truly; you should feed your heart with the words of those who are in 
agreement with its needs. 

Go now; seek spiritual maturity (fortune) from one who is spiritually mature 
(fortunate). 

(Masnavi I, 723-26) 

Sit with Love, for it is the essence of your soul. 
Seek that One who is yours for all eternity. 

Don’t call ‘soul’ that which is the sorrow of your soul; 
Make it unlawful to yourself, even if it is your ‘daily bread’. 

(Quatrain 326)



 

In this world everything attracts something: 
the hot draws the hot and the cold the cold. 

The worthless sort attract the worthless; 
those of enduring worth rejoice among the worthy. 

This of the Fire attract those of the Fire, 
Those of the Light seek those of the Light. 

When you shut your eyes, you felt uncomfortable: 
how could the light of the eye do without the light of the window? 

Your discomfort was caused by the light in your eyes straining 
to be joined speedily with the daylight. 

If you feel distress within yourself while your eyes are unclosed, 
know that you have shut the eye of your heart. 

So open it. Recognize the craving of the eye of the heart, 
seeking the immeasurable Light. 

Make it unlawful to yourself, even if it is your ‘daily bread’. 

(Masnavi II, 81-87) 

God commanded in a revelation, ‘O Prophet, 
Don’t sit in any row except in the row of lovers. 

Although the world became warm by your fire, 
Even fire may die from association with ashes.  

(Quatrain 898) 

A life that is devoid of meeting with spiritual companions 
Is either ‘dead’ or ‘sleeping’ for your true nature. 

Any ‘water’ that makes you ‘murky’ is poison. 
And any ‘poison’ that makes you clear is [pure] water. 

(Quatrain 750)



 

When your heart becomes the grave of your secret, 
that desire of yours will be gained more quickly. 

The Prophet said that anyone who keeps secret his inmost 
thought 

will soon attain the object of his desire. 

When seeds are buried in the earth, 
their inward secrets become the flourishing garden. 

(Masnavi I: 175-77) 

For sure, old wine grows stronger, 
and old gold is more highly prized. 

Choose a wise elder, for without him/her 
this journey is full of difficulty and danger. 

Without a guide you become confused 
even on a road you’ve traveled many times. 

Don’t travel alone on a Way you’ve never seen; 
don’t turn your head away from the Guide. 

(Masnavi I: 2942-45)



 

 

O my heart, sit at the feet of the one 
who has an awareness of the Heart. 

Go and rest beneath that tree 
that has fresh-blossoming buds. 

Do not meander aimlessly  
through the market of herb sellers and potion vendors, 

but dwell instead within the shop 
of one who has sugar in stock. 

Unless you possess your own discerning scale, 
you’ll be quick prey to any thief - 
One would offer you a fake coin, 
and you will mistake it for gold. 

The thief will have you sit by the door, 
and cunningly say, "I will soon return"; 

but don’t keep waiting at the door - 
for, the house has two entrances. 

Don’t bring your bowl and meekly sit 
by each and every boiling pot; 
for each and every boiling pot 

conceals yet something else inside. 

Not every cane is sugar-filled. 
Not every down has an up. 
Not every eye can truly see. 

Not every ocean has its pearls. 

O nightingale, go on lamenting; 
for the moaning of your drunken ecstasy 

even among granite rocks and stones 
does leave a mark, does leave a mark.



 

If you cannot fully surrender, then lose your head- 
for if the thread rebelliously declines to pass 

through the eye of the needle, 
it is because it has a head. 

This awakened heart is your guiding light - 
protect it well beneath your robe, 

and pass through these impermanent winds 
so full of crisis and turmoil. 

Once you’ve passed beyond those gusty winds, 
you’ll dwell beside the Divine Spring, 

and find a Friend who shares your breath 
and drinks from that life-giving spring. 

When that water circulates and nourishes your soul, 
you will be like a tree that's evergreen 
and always bears the freshest fruits - 

for its movement flows from the depth of the heart. 

~ Molāna Jalāl ad-Dīn Mohammad Balkhī Rūmī 
(Ghazal #563 from Divan of Shams of Tabriz) 

tr. by pouria montazeri



 

 

A grocer kept a parrot in his stall, 
the bird was green and talked, amusing all, 

Perched on a bench it watched the passers-by, 
sharing a word with those who caught its eye, 

It knew how to pronounce all human words, 
spoke fluently with men as well as birds, 

The parrot hopped down from the bench one day, 
spilling a flask of rose oil on its way;  

And when the grocer came back to his store, 
when he sat down he stained the clothes he wore. 

On seeing the spilt oil a rage took hold- 
he struck the parrot’s head and left it bald! 

The next few days the bird refused to speak, 
the grocer grieved, repentant now and meek, 

He tugged his beard, ‘Alas!’ he cried aloud 
‘my sun of bounty’s hidden by a cloud! 

Would that my hand had broken then instead 
of striking my most precious parrot’s head!’ 

He then gave gifts to all the needy men, 
hoping to hear the parrot speak again. 

After three nights, perplexed and desperate 
he sat down on the bench, disconsolate, 

then showed the parrot wondrous tricks galore 
to coax it into talking back once more;

A greengrocer had a talking 
parrot that spilled a bottle of oil 
on a bench, which its master 
then sat on. 

Furious, the greengrocer hit the 
parrot, who then became bald 
and refused to speak. 

The greengrocer was repentant 
because he had damaged his 
own livelihood.



 

 
 

  

A monk then strolled by on his daily route, 
in woolen garb and balder than a coot- 

This made the parrot talk again at last. 
It shouted at the monk as he walked past: 

‘How did you end up such a slaphead, friend? 
Did you like me a flask of oil upend?’ 

At this assumption everybody laughed, 
it thought the monk its equal - it was daft! 

 

Don’t you compare yourself with God’s elite, 
remember ‘souls’ just sounds like ‘soles’ of feet! 

Because of this the whole world’s gone astray, 
few recognize God’s chosen saints today: 

Themselves the prophets’ equals some proclaim 
and that from saints they differ just in name, 

‘We’re all mere human beings,’ they will say, 
‘They too must eat some food and sleep each 
day.’ 

Their blindness stops them from discerning it - 
between the two the gap is infinite: 

Both wasps and bees those flowers are 
nourishing, 
bees give back honey, wasps a painful sting! 

All grazing deer look similar when they’re young 
but some give musk, while others just leave dung!

Three nights later a bald-headed 
dervish passed by and the parrot cried 
out: 

“Hey, bald-pate, what happened? Did 
you spill oil too?” 

Everybody laughed because it thought 
the darvish was like itself. 

Do not measure the actions of holy 
men by analogy with yourself. 

It is for this reason that saints and 
prophets are not recognized; 

People say they are men like 
themselves whereas there is an infinite 
difference that they do not see in their 
blindness. 

 one species comes a sting, from 
another honey; from one deer comes 
dung, from another musk; one reed is 
empty, another full of sweetness. 



 

 

They’re like the canes that you see growing there - 
one’s sugar-filled, the other just holds air! 

With false comparisons this world is packed, 
notice how different each one is in fact: 

For one, the food he eats just turns to shit, 
another shines the light of God with it; 

One eats and grows more envious and tight, 
another one bestows God’s purest light. 

 

Contrast this good land with that marshy patch, 
don’t claim this angel and that demon match! 

When opposites to us the same appear 
like sweet and bitter water, both being clear, 

Who can discriminate between the two? 
none but a man who’s tasted truth will do. Go seek him. 

Magic and miracles some view the same 
for both to them just a clever game: 

Magicians challenged Moses, friend of God, 
producing their own versions of his rod -  

The difference was vast, like night and day, 
their deeds contrasted, they were poles away! 

Their actions earned them curses from the Lord, 
while Moses earned more grace as his reward. 

There are thousands of similar 
examples: 

one eats and produces only filth, 
another eats and becomes 
entirely the Light of God; 

one eats and produces avarice 
and envy, another eats and 
produces only love for God; 

this soil is fertile, that brackish; 
this one an angel, that one a 
devil. 

They resemble each other 
externally, 

but only someone with inner 
discernment knows the 
difference. Find such a person. 

The ignorant think that magic 
and the miracles of prophets are 
both founded on deceit, 

The differences between these 
two rods is extreme. The 
difference between these to 
deeds incomparable. 

but the rod of the magicians was 
followed by God’s curse while the 
rod of Moses was followed by 
God’s mercy. 



 
Such unbelievers are just apes, no more, 
their lying breasts are rotten to the core! 

Whatever men should do, apes imitate, 
they try to copy every human trait, 

Thinking, “We’ve copied the so faithfully.’ 
deluded, apes can’t sense the way we see. 

His actions were from God, theirs just a game, 
those who keep picking fights should all feel shame! 

Although the hypocrites attend the prayer, 
it’s just so they can start a quarrel, there, 

In fasting, prayer, the pilgrimage, and alms, 
these hypocrites make good men take up arms! 

Believers will be led to victory, 
while hypocrites will pay eternally! 

Although it’s the same game these two groups play, 
they’re chalk and cheese, like those from Merv and Rayy. 

Each one where he belongs at last you’ll find, 
since each fulfill the name he’s been assigned, 

If called believer, he’ll end up much higher; 
those labelled hypocrite just feed the fire! 

His essence earns the first loved one as name, 
his failings give the next, the loathed, all blame. 

The name ‘believer’ is itself worth naught, 
it only signifies a person’s thought; 

The unbelievers aped the prophets 
thinking no one could tell the 
difference in their action. Their hearts 
are sealed. 

but the prophets act by the command 
of God and the apish imitators from 
quarrelsome rivalry. 

In religious matters the hypocrites 
practice competitive observance, 

but in the end the believers triumph. 

Each goes to his proper destination 
according to the name; 

hypocrite has the taste of hell, not 
because of the letters, but because of 
their meaning.



 

 
 

  

Call	someone	hypocrite	and	he’ll	protest	
as	if	a	scorpion’s	stung	him	in	his	chest,	

‘If	this	vile	name	has	not	emerged	from	hell,	
why	then	does	it	possess	its	taste	and	smell?’	

The	word’s	referent	le=ers	don’t	decide	-		
don’t	blame	the	bowl	for	what’s	contained	inside!	

The	bowl’s	mere	form,	its	content	meaning,	look!	
All	meaning’s	from	the	Mother	of	the	Book:	

The	planet’s	different	seas	aren’t	joined	as	one,	
God’s	fixed	a	gap	they	don’t	encroach	upon,	

Their	origin	however’s	sKll	the	same,	
transcend	them	all	and	make	their	source	your	aim!	

	

To	check	that	it’s	not	counterfeit	you’ll	need	
a	touchstone	to	be	sure	it’s	gold	indeed:	

If	God	should	place	a	touchstone	in	your	heart	
you’ll	then	tell	doubt	and	certainty	apart,	

Like	when	a	hair	gets	in	your	mouth	you	know	
to	spit	it	out	before	it	slips	below,	

Among	a	hundred	morsels	just	one	hair,	
each	man	can	sense	it	if	he	should	take	care!	

These	senses	are	the	ladders	of	this	world,	
from	heaven	separate	ladders	God	has	hurled.	

Go beyond the world of duality and 
seek the inner meaning, the essence. 

You cannot tell the difference from your 
own judgment, 

but only if God has put the touchstone 
in your soul. 

When someone alive eats rubbish, he 
ejects it.  

The worldly sense is this world’s ladder; 
the spiritual sense, the ladder to 
heaven. 



 

 

Physicians treat and keep your body well 
but just God’s friend can save your soul from hell, 

Good health’s equated with a strong physique, 
a healthy soul will make your body weak; 

bodies are wrecked along the mystic way, 
for their destruction treasure’s brought as pay: 

For gold your house is knocked down to the ground 
to be rebuilt, foundations deep and sound, 

He cuts off water, drains the river bed, 
with purest water fills it up instead; 

He flays your skin to find the blade inside, 
fresh skin will heal the wound, however wide; 

He’ll raze the castles of those faithless powers 
but then rebuild them with a thousand towers. 

 

Who can discern when acts seem arbitrary? 
what I’ve just said shows that it’s necessary: 

Sometimes like this, and then the opposite, 
God’s way bewilders those who’re traveling it, 

Not the false ways of those whose backs are turned, 
but the amazement that love’s drunks have learned: 

One faces the beloved constantly, 
the other chooses just himself to see - 

Well-being depends on the 
doctor for the first, the Beloved 
for the second. the first depends 
on a flourishing body; the latter 
on the body’s ruin. 

Spirituality ruins the body and 
then restores is to prosperity;  

ruin the house for the treasure, 
then with the treasure, rebuild it; 

cut off the water and cleanse the 
riverbed, then let drinking water 
flow. 

Who can describe the action of 
God? 

Sometimes it is like this, 
sometimes not; it is bewildering. 

Not bewildered through not 
looking at God, rather through 
drowning in God and being 
drunk with the Beloved. 
The face of the spiritual looks to 
God, the worldly at himself.



 
Observe which way the people choose to turn, 
while serving others learn how to discern! 

The devils make themselves look just like men -  
don’t shake hands with just anyone again: 

The hunter blows a whistle near his prey, 
deceiving thus the bird, who’s led astray, 

It hears what sounds like calling from a friend 
and lands inside his trap to meet its end; 

A wretch may steal the words of dervishes 
to chant tall tales to simple audiences: 

The actions of the genuine spread light, 
while false pretenders just distort what’s right. 

Low beggars with stuffed dolls they feel no shame: 
‘Ahmad’, some claimed, was Bu Mosaylem’s name: 

He was called ‘liar’ soon, and entered hell, 
while Mohammad gave the world those who know well. 

The wine of love’s flask smells of musk that’s pure, 
while other wines all stink of foul manure! 

Look long at every face so that by 
serving Sufis you will come to know 
the face of a saint. 

Since many devils wear the face of 
Adam, don’t give your hand to just 
anyone, 

for the vile steal the language of Sufis 
to decide the simple. 

The work of the holy is light and heart; 
That of the vile is trickery and 
shamelessness. 


