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Rumi

Ghazal 648*
Translated from Persian by Gita Hashemi, ©2021
For Rumi Roaming Project

You pilgrims who are on the road where are you?  where?

Come back  come  the beloved is right herel

wall to wall
What illusion are you under?

Your beloved is your neighbor
You are lost in the desert!

If you could see the beloved's formless countenance
You would see that you yourself are the Kaaba, the Lord and the master.

to that house
ascend to this roof.

Ten times you walked that road
Come into this house once

That house is pleasing
Now show me

you have recited its marks
the distinctions of its mastet.

If you saw the garden where are the flowers?
If you came from the Creator’s sea where is your soul’s nacre?

Even so, may your toil be your trove!
Alas! You are the curtain that hides your treasure.



