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Music opens our hearts and surely ensnares

With echoes that spill from celestial spheres;
And faith far beyond the impaled cast of
thought

Turns ugly dissonance to honey by angels

brought.

Adam’s children tuned and so coarsely tied

Hear with him the angels’ song and smiling
sigh.

We remember them, even faintly, as yearning
Heartbeat of the sweet soul’s original Learning.

Oh, music feeds the calling souls of lovers,

Music raises the spirit from its earthly covers,
The ashes grow bolder and shed their fur

Listen with stillness that only souls can share.

Mathnavi IV-733




I gaze at the porcelain of your face and my heart lights u

Your gentle nature teaches me to float into your embrace:
And then your laughter, it draws from me

A sequence of joy; my musk and distilled rose
Make vintage of your cunning scent.

Your secret moon is my emblem,

Your hair my shaded bower.

I place my forehead on the dust of your entrance,
I leap with eagerness into that place of yours
Where lights play only on your chosen guest.
There is no pole for my heart other

Than the pull from your direction

Even if this heart is disarrayed by others,

It is returned to its keeper,

That connecting wholeness that is yourself.
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