
Rumi's Eternal Love Poems

Here Is My Dilemma

Here is my dilemma.
Please help me understand.

Your Love is a healer,
your Love is a wise master,

your Love is radiant,
your Love is delicate and

is soft in its essence.

I would gladly endure all this fire,
all this yearning,
all this burning,
for your Love.

But if your Love is so pleasant,
Why does it hurt so much?



Until You've Found Pain

Until you've found pain, you won't reach the cure
Until you've given up life, you won't unite with

the supreme soul
Until you've found fire inside yourself, like the Friend,

You won't reach the spring of life, like Khezr.



There Is A Life-Force Within Your Soul

There is a life-force within your soul, seek that life.
There is a gem in the mountain of your body, seek that

mine.
O traveler, if you are in search of That

Don't look outside, look inside yourself and seek That.

There Is A Candle In Your Heart

There is a candle in your heart,
ready to be kindled.

There is a void in your soul,
ready to be filled.

You feel it, don't you?
You feel the separation

from the Beloved.
Invite Him to fill you up,

embrace the fire.
Remind those who tell you otherwise that

Love
comes to you of its own accord,

and the yearning for it
cannot be learned in any school.



The Body Is Too Slow For Me

Toward the gardens,
Toward the orchards,

I am going.
If you want to stay here,

Stay here -
I am going!

My day is dark without His Face,
Toward that bright flame

I am going.

My soul is racing ahead of me.
It says, The body is too slow for me -

I am going.

The smell of apples arises
from the orchard of my soul.
One whiff and I am gone -
Toward a feast of apples

I am going.

A sudden wind won't blow me over.
Toward Him, like a mountain of iron,

I am going.

My shirt is ripped open
with the pain of loss.

Searching for a new life,
with my head held high,

I am going.

I am fire, though I seem like oil -
Seeking to be the fuel of His fire,

I am going.

I appear as a steady mountain
Yet bit by bit,

Toward that tiny opening
I am going.



One Whisper of The Beloved

Lovers share a sacred decree -
to seek the Beloved.

They roll head over heels,
rushing toward the Beautiful One

like a torrent of water.

In truth, everyone is a shadow of the Beloved -
Our seeking is His seeking,
Our words are His words.

At times we flow toward the Beloved
like a dancing stream.

At times we are still water
held in His pitcher.

At times we boil in a pot
turning to vapor -

That is the job of the Beloved.

He breathes into my ear
until my soul

takes on His fragrance.
He is the soul of my soul -

How can I escape?
But why would any soul in this world
Want to escape from the Beloved?

He will melt your pride
making you thin as a strand of hair,

Yet do not trade, even for both worlds,
One strand of His hair.

We search for Him here and there
while looking right at Him.
Sitting by His side we ask,

"O Beloved, where is the Beloved?"

Enough with such questions! -



Let silence take you to the core of life.

All your talk is worthless
When compared to one whisper

of the Beloved.

Cradle My Heart

Last night,
I was lying on the rooftop,

thinking of you.
I saw a special Star,

and summoned her to take you a message.
I prostrated myself to the Star

and asked her to take my prostration
to that Sun of Tabriz.

So that with his light, he can turn
my dark stones into gold.

I opened my chest and showed her my scars,
I told her to bring me news
of my bloodthirsty Lover.

As I waited,
I paced back and forth,

until the child of my heart became quiet.
The child slept, as if I were rocking his cradle.

Oh Beloved, give milk to the infant of the heart,
and don't hold us from our turning.

You have cared for hundreds,
don't let it stop with me now.

At the end, the town of unity is the place for the heart.
Why do you keep this bewildered heart

in the town of dissolution?
I have gone speechless, but to rid myself

of this dry mood,
oh Saaqhi, pass the narcissus of the wine.



I Crave To Hear You Say

I crave the orchards and the flower fields,
Oh Beloved, reveal your face to me.

I crave loads upon loads of sweetness,
Oh Beloved, open up your lips for me.

I crave the face of the radiant Sun,
Oh the Sun of Tabriz, melt the clouds,

stop the rain, let me bathe in your beauty.

I crave to hear you say,
stop teasing me with these words.

I crave to hear you say,
the king is not in tonight, go home.

I crave to hear you say,
say anything.

I am white whale,
cannot be contained in this

stream called life.
I crave the Sea of Oman.

I crave the healing visitation of Joseph,
I am Jacob, weeping endlessly.

I crave to travel the mountains on bare foot,
fly over the deserts,

can not stay here any longer.
When you left me,

They changed the town's name to prison.



Hush Don't Say Anything To God

See my ashen face,
feel my ceaseless pain,

and don't say anything to God.

See my bleeding heart,
my eyes flowing like a roaring river,
all that you see, let it pass you by,

and don't say anything to God.

Last night, your spirit came to the house of my heart,
knocked on the door and said,

come on, open up,
and, hush, don't say anything.

I bit my hand when I saw you,
I said,  yearning for you is all too painful.

He said, I belong only to you,
let your hand drop

and, hush, don't say anything.

He said, You are my sornaa,
you can't cry without my lips touching you.

Wait, for I will play you like a harp,
until then, about my melody,

don't say anything.



Oh My Heart

Oh my heart,
don't become discouraged

so easily.
Have faith.

In the hidden world,
there are many mysteries,

many wonders.
Even if the whole planet

threatens you with your life.
Don't let go of the Beloved's robe

for even a breath.

Take My Hand

Look what you've done to me,
I am disheveled, bewildered, confused.

Now please take my hand.
I am wandering about,

in awe and amazement of you.
Take my hand.

Everyone
has someone to care for them.
But look at me; I have no one.

Take my hand.



Your Love Is

Your Love is the source of passion
for all the Love there is.

It burns my soul, night and day.
Don't look for the ashes,

you won't find any,
they are all inside of me,

layers upon layers,
all inside of me.

Even a sea of passions and seductions
could not wash these ashes away.

Wait until I am dead,
if they open me up, you will find

a thousand eyes,
staring you in the face.

How Do We Do It

How do we do it?
I am not sure sometimes.

I am headstrong,
head drunk and

at times a little foolish.

He is sensitive.
has no patience and

gets bored very easily.
The only reason we are still together,

is that
God is the one running our messages.



To Love Is To Reach God

To Love is to reach God
Never will a Lover's chest

feel any sorrow.
Never will a Lover's robe
be touched by mortals.

Never will a Lover's body
be found buried in the earth.

To Love is to reach God.

A Time For Madness

Once more,
Love is pouring down my ceiling

and my walls.

Once more, it is the night of the full moon,
It is time for madness.

All my immense knowledge
cannot help me now.

Insomnia took my patience.
Rain washed away my intellect.

The Lover made me lose my profession.
What good is my work anyway?

Once more,
rise, rise, rise,
Once more,

rise, rise, rise,
Once more,

rise, rise, rise.



Like the way a garden burns
in a hundred shades of orange in the fall,

a Lover’s heart shrivels for a sense of the Beloved’s touch.
Now the face of that charred garden

is my field of flowers.

Look, two hundred Jupiters
are dancing around my moon.

My Love business is booming,
but don’t credit the consultants.
I am done with the consultants

and the pundits,
They call you Jafar the imposter.

Little do they know,
Little do they know,

that you are my Shams
You are my Shams

The Flyer.

Once more,
rise, rise, rise,
rise, rise, rise,
rise, rise, rise.

I Am In Love

I am in Love!
All this advise--
What's the use?

I have drunk poison.
All this sugar

What's the use?
You say hurry,
tie up his feet.

But it's my heart that's gone crazy,



all this rope
around my feet--
What's the use?

May This Marriage

May this marriage be blessed.
May this marriage be as sweet as milk and

honey.
May this marriage be as intoxicating as

old wine.
May this marriage be fruitful like a date tree.

May this marriage be full of laughter and
everyday a paradise.

May this marriage be a seal of compassion
for here and hereafter.

May this marriage be as welcome as the
full moon in the night sky.

Listen lovers, now you go on, as I become
silent and kiss this blessed night.

Love's Game

I am powerless by Love's game.
How can you expect me

to behave and act modest?
How can you expect me

to stay at home,
like a good little boy?

How can you expect me
to enjoy being chained like a mad man?



Oh, my love, you will find me every night,
on your street,

with my eyes glued to your window,
waiting for a glimpse of your radiant face.

Meet Me In The Garden

I said, meet me in the garden.
You know the one--

It is called Smiling Spring.
There are nightingales chirping away,

wine and candle lights,
and companions as soft as

pomegranate blossoms.
You think this all would sound so perfect!

But without you by my side,
What use is the Smiling Spring?

And when you are with me,
What use are pomegranate blossoms?


