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Lord ! Thou art eternally wealthy, and I am but a

mendicant,

Thou art omnipotent, glorious and I am weak^,

desperate;

To win thine approbation is no easy occupation,

To make me satisfied is infinitely easy !
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The joy df a pauper, finding a morsel of bread,

The delight df a needy lad, obtaining a garment,

Are surely equal to the raptures,

Pelt by a victorious, conquering hero !
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Pour some wine ! Tihe haloed moon has just appeared,.

In its light, the wine-cup is glimmering like the sun;

What a big difference, the moon of love and that of

science;

The one enjoys everlasting light; the other finds it a

dark planet!
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The greatest joy is in the company of the loved ones,

The agony of death lies in being separated from them

;

But since those, at last, are laid together in the dust,

What difference does it make whether we live or die?
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Alas ! Life has been a short but painful spell,

A tortured heart, an eye full of tears;

Either you bear, from day to day, the oppression of

tyrants.

Or you encumber the victim with more injustice.
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So long as a cry of pain lingers upon my lips,

There is stHl a string left in the heart's broken lyre,

If the gates of hope are shut befor me,

Yet there is death, like a crack in the wall !
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Out of sickness and pain destiny has moulded me,

What, alas, has been my lot in life ?

Like to a burning candle, in the blowing wind,

I tremble, I bum, I die alas !
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To the desperate, pleasure and sadness ^re all the same^

Sweetness and bitterness make no difference to the

dead;

And should the feet of our camel sink deep inthemud„

What matters, if our home be near or far ?
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Yesterday the budding boughs were rejoicing in the

meadow,

Smiling at the hyacinth, the iris and the jasmin;

But all a sudden, the evening star appeared in the dis-

tant horizon;

Smiling complacently, mocking at my years

!
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My heart is, in all circumstances, my sustenance;

It is in this world of existence, my sovereign,

And when I am weary of the reign of reason,

God knows how grateful I am to my heart!
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Whenever a drop of blood falls upon the earth,

The ring of the heaven loses one of its stones;

Therefore beware ! The sighs of an oppressed orphan,

Cause the edges of the mighty throne to breake down I
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Oh do not place a lighted candle upon my grave,

Lest this should upset the innocent butterfly,

Or the gardener should experience the agony of fare-

well !

Oh do not place twigs and flowers upon my grave !
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Many a fame-hunter has conspired with his ilk,

Greedy for wealth, like a pack of wolves;

'They have trampled thousands of heads and limbs un-

der foot,

So that they may arrogantly lift up their heads.
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Soon as we've been immersed in the course of life^

We've opened our eyes, and closed our lips;

Just as we've lighted the torch of life,

We've burned like a candle, in the world of others!
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Oh mountain ! high and mighty, reaching into the

skies,

How you seem to be absorbed in self-admiration

;

I am but a small bird, yet I am free to fly

From flower to flower, whilst you are in chains

!
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The philosopher sees a world in the heart of an atom,

He sees therein a sun, a moon and a constellation

!

What blindness ! In this world of us,

The scientist discrens the limbs and heads of the dead I
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How long will you continue to hold sword and spear

!

How long will you persist in treachery and fraud

!

The one is a quality worthy of wolves, the other of

foxes

;

And once you are a man, you will be above both

!
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That Creed, advocating One God, is like a spreading

tree,

Deriving life from the spring of one meadow;

Its adherents have preached the creed of unity unto

the world;

Yet, like encaged hens, quarrel amongst themselves

!
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Pour on wine ! As yet, none has found it boring,

It is an old friend of whose company the heart never-

tires;

We have grown old and youth has vanished.

Yet that fair daughter of Bacchus, never ages

!
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The Slaughter of Man is claimed to be ''politics'',

The destruction of the world is said to be "wisdom",

And under the guise of goodwill towards mankind,

They wrought havoc ; this is competence !
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We have wasted a life-time looking for renown, glory

and power;

Searching for fame we have become ill-famed;

But now thanks... thanks for being relieved of humil-

iating competation,

Por letting us rest everlastingly in this corner

!
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Oh proud man ! Thinking that Time is at your service,

That the moon, the stars and the constellation your

obedient servants;

I fear, rather, that it is those worms.

Feeding upon your corpse, that look upon you as their

servant !
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We are the actors and the spectators in life's stage,

Perplexed in our work, bewildered at the riddle of the

universe;

We are but small puppets in the hand of Time,

Dancing to the tunes of others

!





The law may bring about a thousand advantages^

It may bring the people peace and relief,

But you have to follow the course of lovers,

To discover that its violation brings another joy I
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Life is vain without a fair face,

Youth is futile without the purple wine;

And, in life, apart from the story if love,

All the letters you read or miss, are in vain

!
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Many a man bound by the chains of matrimony,

Must perforce suffer the pangs of separation from his

offspring

;

That eternal cultivator, Time, will mock at him,

Who rejoices that the seed of death has been sown

!
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Oh handful of dust ! Wherefore is your undue arrog-

ance?

Consider yourself for once, and contemplate your sig-

nificance;

A mere sackful of bones and two glasses of blood!

Therefore, what is your appearance, and what, your

reality?
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O fair saqi' ! Where is your sparkling wine?

Where on this gloomy, dark night, is your sunlight?

Stories of life's mythe will not send me to slumber,

So, comforter, where is your soothing medicine?

X Saqi: Cupbearer.
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Many a fame-seeker, an ignoble idler,

Has rendered the world a veritable hell;

Smeared the earth with the blood of the innocent,

So that so-and-so may become a celebrity

!
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I was a child, slumbering in the crib of loving care;

Suddenly, some joyful tunes were heard in the dis-

tance;

Tunes that vanished as soon as I heard them,

Where, o where has the delights of youth disappeared?





When you are old, you will imbibe wine doubly,

You will hold your cup with a trembling hand;

Time has mocked and played tricks upon you.

Now, it is your turn to mock him, drinking with a

laugh

!
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And you, hoary old age, though you have reduced me to;

a miserable wreck,

And condemned me to the harshness of Time,

Yet all this I can bear; but alas

!

You have deprived me of the pleasure of sins I
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We are this bitter fruit, falling upon the earth.

Thus are we in the clutches of Time!

Oh spring of liberty! What else but your grace
... _ - ' »i

Shall render this bitter fruit, sweet?
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I face Death undaunted; it is my helpmate,

It affords me sustenance and consolation on my last

day;

It has accompanied my forefathers to their resting-

place,

This Death is my convenient mule

!
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Oh spring, how sweetly do you flow!

Whose messenger are you? whence come you?

Like my tears, invisible to Man,

You flow gently
,
quietey

,
sweetly
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Once I caught sight of your as a fair rose.

You looked like a pearl in the middle of the sea,

You were wont to hide one side of your face,

Yet, I was now able to see the whole of your bewitch-

ing figure

!
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Oh take away from me that rose with thorns!

Alas for that wine that gives headache!

Away with a life of a hundred years,

'To be followed by a shameful moment of stillness.

^ VY -



"Plus ga change plus c'est la meme chose".

Nevertheless, we do not feel any bitterness im

Khalili's verses. Rather, we find that life's misfortunes,

misery and even death, are accepted as they come, with

the fortitude, courage, equanimity and self-confidence-

of a true believer in God.

Ala'uddin H. Aljubouri,

Head, Department of Foreign Languages,,

Al-Mustansiriyah University,

Baghdad. October, 1974.
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and 17th centuries in England. In this respect, one is;

reminded of Herrick's lyric, which begins with

:

Gather ye rosebuds while ye may,
Old time is still a - flying.

and in which the English poet calls for the enjoyment
of life while one still has youth and beauty.

But there is a basic difference between the love

lyrics of 16th & 17th centuries in England, and the re-

ferences to wine drinking and the sensual enjoyment
of life in Khalili's poetry. The latter should be seen

in its true perspective, as one more instance of a very

long and old tradition of Sufi writing, dating back to

the early Muslim mystics, such as Ibn Al-Faridh, and
Jalaludin Balkhi Rumi (compatriot of Khalili). In

their works, the Sufis expounded that the sole way of

attainting God is through love and purification.

Life's harsh experiences : the injustice of man to

man, oppression, war, poverty and death all occupy

an important place in the verses of professor Khalili.

These, since time immemorial, have preoccupied the

thoughts of poets and philosophers, thus illustrat-

ing the wisdom of the old French saying

:



Translator,s Note

This English version of the forty Ruba'iyat (Quat-

rains) of the Afghani thinker and poet, Khalilulla Kha-

lili, is bassed on the Arabic translation of the Persian

original.

It might, perhaps, be of some interest to make a

few remarks' about these Ruba'iyat, by way of intro-

duction.

To begin with, one is inveitably tempted to com-

pare these verses with the Ruba'iyat of the illustrious

poet of Nishabor, Omar Khayyam. Like his famous pre-

decessor, Professor Khalili's scope is very wide and

he covers in his own ruba'iyat a variety of topics.

These embody, above all, the poet's spiritual unrest

in search of eternal truths, as well as his deep concern

for the enigma of creation, life and death. They also

present a fine satirical sense towards the unreason-

ableness of human beings. In the Ruba'iyat, too, we

can cyearly discern Khalili's evident enjoyment of life,

its pleasures and beauties. Indeed, in some of his ver-

ses, he comes very close to the love-poets of the 16th
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