
— The Religious in the Tavern — 

 

Some from the Mosque who sit on the fence spill 
Into the tavern for relief from their ills 

Brought on from fears of living now and here, 
Pleased to know that kind Omar would be fair. 

Aa such, Omar puts them at ease at once. 

Let us have wine, lovers, song, and laughter— 
Water, chastity, prayer the day after. 

Such we’ll alternate the rest of our days— 
Thus, on the average, we’ll make Hereafter! 



Wine is good though called bad in God’s command. 
And sweet ‘tis when in youthful loved one’s hand; 

‘Tis bitter and forbid, yet sweet to me; 
For always things are pleasant which are banned. 

Drunkards are doomed to hell, so men declare; 
Believe it not, ‘tis but a foolish scare; 

Heaven will he empty as this hand of mine. 
If none who love good drink find entrance there. 

’Tis wrong, according to the strict Korán, 
To drink in Rajab, likewise in Sha’bán, 

God and the Prophet claim those months as theirs; 
Was Ramazan then made for thirsty man? 

They’ve seen the moon of Ramazan, they say; 
Then for a month from drink I’ll turn away; 
At next Sha’ban’s end so much wine I’ll pour 
That drunk they’ll find me till the Festal day! 

The man of spirit, wine renounces ne’er. 
The wine that to Life’s water doth compare, 

In Ramazan if one needs must abstain, 
At least let it be abstinence from prayer. 

These agonizing puzzles take their toll, 
Wherefore debauchery and alcohol 

Are common comforters in Academe, 
For intellect does not ensure control. 

From mirth while I am sober, I am freed. 
When I am drunk good sense I sadly need; 

There is a state ‘twixt drunk and sober quite, 
I am its slave since ’tis my life indeed. 

How sweet in jar’s throat is wine’s melody. 
And strain of song to flute’s soft minor key! 
With each bewitching fair and limpid wine 

How sweet the bumper from the world’s care free! 



The surest path to wholesome happiness, 
And fertile thought, is to avoid excess; 

So say the wise old Sultan and his muse, 
The beautiful and erudite Princess. 

Not quite sober blessed nor drunk to excess; 
Never too foolish nor very reckless— 

Ah, life’s passion is so reasonable 
In this delicate state of awareness. 

Though wine improves our comfort, wit and health, 
A surfeit can erode all three by stealth; 

Then vain physicians’ foolishness and greed 
Prolong our worry and exhaust our wealth. 

Classicists drone toward dull perfection; 
Romanticists drown in feeling’s affection; 
Worse, others alternate between extremes; 

It’s not this nor that, but of joined direction. 

A diamond sparkles though its every face, 
Each plane contributing a view of space. 
Such radiant richness does life reflect, 

For one facet does not a diamond make. 

Life must be more like a mosaic done, 
Than a focused laser tunnel of sun. 

Since few lengthy pleasures are lent to us, 
We build stained-glass windows of small ones. 

Like the bright faces that define the jewel 
Friends enrich each others view of life’s gem: 
As love’s reflection in life’s diamond, they’re 

Glints and gleams of reality’s sparkle! 

As like a stained-glass window, the faces 
Survive the loss of some puzzle pieces, 

And still shine, reflecting all that remains, 
As time bears one away a few paces. 



Whose heart so ever love lights, whether he 
The mosque attend or church frequenter be, 
Hath his name written in the book of Love 
From thought of Paradise or Hell set free. 

Of Fortune’s bounty thy full portion seize, 
Take cup in hand, on Joy’s couch sit at ease; 

God recks not of obedience or sin, 
Take of the world thy fill, as thou dost please. 

The wise engage in civilized debate, 
In which diverse opinions circulate. 

The foolish fling their facile fancies forth 
And cause loud insults to reverberate. 

While anger, to a limited degree, 
Can whet the senses and dispel ennui, 

‘Tis an unworthy and inconstant friend, 
Inducing madness and infirmity. 

The quasi religious quick look about, 
Making sure there’s no teller hiding out, 

Then nod to Omar: thanks for the welcome. 
 They claim their forbidden drinks, and then tout: 

“We can’t just sit on a fence, but in theory, 
So in practical life we must answer the query.” 

All answers are not of equiprobable search; 
So caught in the lurch, we don’t go to church. 

What manner of phenomenon is Sin? 
An independent entity, akin 

To noxious fumes, which God resolved to clear 
By proxy, through his Son in human skin? 

Or is it just a property, possessed 
By people who have willfully transgressed? 

If so, a scapegoat proves of no avail; 
The remedy lies in the sinner’s breast. 



Stern tutors warn that Levity’s a vice, 
And call for Dignity at any price. 

In truth, the sufferer who mocks his grief 
Recovers sooner than the man of ice. 

A few point to the heavens. 

Life on Earth is death’s borrowed debit; 
We spend this life on good fortune’s credit; 

We’re not God-puppets, but free of the strings; 
Dispensing with angst, we’re free to live it. 

One stands and throws his prayer mat away. 

Myth’s performance is now over its tasks; 
The artists have taken off their masks. 
The illusion is fading; it couldn’t last; 
The science behind is appearing fast. 

They tried to undo evolution’s pace of snails, 
But the stratified fossils ever told the tales 

Of no special humans at once unveiled, 
But of only natural selection’s weathered sails. 

There is the word of the ancients to pass on, 
‘Though scoffing at the beliefs of ancients yon. 

But one can’t scoff at them personally, 
And this is what so annoys you and me. 

It was also once avowed that an Evil Spirit, 
One that God Himself allowed to exist, 

Produced physical illnesses, on us weighing, 
But, thank God—just an old saying— 

That scientists persevered, and still do, 
Such as finding out our immune system’s zoo— 

Our defense against the non evil spirits 
Of germs, viruses, and bacterial fits. 



That claim was dead wrong, so we might take pills, 
But do evil spirits cause the nonphysical mental ills 

That are called sins and bad thoughts, as crimes of wills? 

They’re still trying to halt scientific inquiry, 
I see, for the burning. 

Mental lapsing ‘sins’ ringing 
Stem from upbringing, 

Wrong learning, 

And/or low chemicals and 
Such imbalances, needing cures, 

Not to mention the differences in cultures, 

Such as other religions 
Causing a problem of stability, 

For people think this undermines 
Their own belief’s credibility. 

On and on they say of Who paved the way, 
Then even tell the nature of such Theity, 

And on and on they presume further upon, 
Joining that group called ‘On and On Anon’. 

They bless the ‘needed’ soul with the holy kiss 
Of life, being this of which to replace us with; 

For what did natural selection ever do, in vain, 
Spending so extravagantly on the higher brain? 

It’s easy to pronounce and declare the wish 
That a soul does that and a soul does this, 

But the soul has nothing which to do it with; 
So they give it a mind, heart, depth and width. 

Contradictions claimed do not a Creator make, 
Much less wishes and dreams, for God’s sake! 

Yes, it’s tough to be such a lowly mammal thing, 
But hope and pride cannot make us everything. 



Adam and Eve Sapiens goofed in no time, 
As of Intelligent Design there was no sign; 
Noah’s progeny screwed up right and left, 
Since they were of a Master’s hand bereft. 

Of the Ten Commandments few were impressed, 
As no such thing came down from the crest. 

Two thousand years of folly now from redemption 
Were no picnic: ‘Design’ was from evolution! 

A hundred trillion stars and countless shores 
Were built to light our universal nights explored; 

Forty million other lower species too, the All-Might 
Placed about our world, merely for our delight? 

I don’t much mind what Idol they adore, 
Nor what structures about it they implore; 

But, when they state it all as truth and fact, 
This misleads, at best, and’s dishonest more! 

The ancients found themselves here and not there, 
Yet to fathom earth, fire, water, and air, 
Asking why life was not square, as unfair, 
So invented the Bad Role Model’s Care. 

They looked unto their calamities, 
Their powerful rulers and enemies, 

Toward their olden family structure’s way, 
Of strict father, and mother with no say. 

This Father Notion they based on themselves, 
As the best answer that was ever delved: 

The demanding Male Mind who was called ‘God’, 
An idea for some to this day, well trod. 

Answers were needed for them to persist: 
They extended the Notion with more myths 

And legends into lore layered upon, 
Inventing the old scrolls of scripture on. 



‘God’ brought both fear and comfort in those days, 
Making people better through fearsome ways, 

Although worse for some—the unchosen tribes, 
Protecting their notions, as taught by scribes. 

A wasteland of superstition plod, 
Instantiates a meaning for ‘God’. 

Emotion e’er sets up a firm blockade 
When thoughts fired more build a stockade. 

There were various modifications, 
Yet the Creator concept remained one; 
But natural understandings progressed, 
Leaping ahead of the dogmatical rest. 

Thousands of years came to pass, in stories, 
But then we solved much of the mystery, 

Irrefutable now, as gone beyond— 
Utterly not of a magical wand. 

The basis is forever, no creation— 
Energy being the primest potion, 

And Entirety is seen that it can be 
No way but than it is, eternally. 

Claims of Revelation in Genesis 
Of all of Nature’s species made, as is, 
Have been demolished, obliterated, 

By evolution and data liberated. 

Nature finds no requirement for a ‘God’, 
Growth naturally forming from the sod. 

The organic ‘comes of the mud and slime, 
Formed within billions of years of sweet time. 

Convince me, Nature, that Reason is right, 
That the strength of the heart is not in flight; 
I’ll plunge into the depths of thought and love, 

And tell the spirit to defy the blight. 



A trillion lights shine through, of depths of the deep, 
Stars afire, with us the souls from their keep. 

Man oft spouts the ‘truth’ of a Creator, 
As did proto-men near the equator. 

Scrolled into scripture, ‘God’ brought rapture, 
Enough for sad hearts to wholly capture; 

Yet, there can’t be First Complexity’s shove, 
As there wasn’t much to make anything of. 

God offered Adam a perfect version of woman, 
One who would even paint ceilings, cut grass… 

But this would have cost Adam an arm and a leg. 
So Adam said, ‘What can I get for just a rib?’ 

They laughed hard at this unexpected joke. 

I drink the ‘foe of faith’; those-tell-me-so’s, 
Right and left, expurgating, from their ‘knows’. 
Well, then, by God, I swear, I will drink more; 
It’s right that I should drink the blood of foes! 

Khayyam, why fret o’er spilling drops of sin 
From life’s temptation glass filled to the brim? 

Play with that imaginary friend: Him; 
What is mercy for but to save thy skin! 

My nature is what it is, not tame, 
As intended, making me not to blame, 

Though some this don’t know, and throw pain and shame; 
So I’ll claim mercy, too, and clear my name. 

Relate my good deeds o’er and o’er again, 
And forgive each fault, sin, and crime times ten. 

Let’s not kindle, stir, blow, or fan the flame; 
Grace is Divine; no need to ink the pen. 

Many a snare Thou placed into life’s way, 
And into our nature temptation’s sway. 



Of Your entrapment, not all are aware. 
’Tis not our debt; Thou should much greater pay. 

How shall we gild the air and pave the sea? 
What the effigies of idolatry! 

Who presupposes Khayyam’s doomed to Hell? 
None from Hell or Heaven came to tell me. 

They believe, from fear of Hell’s misery, 
Lured onward by Heaven’s reward to be, 

Yet he who lives real, and thus knows what ‘IS’, 
Never fires his heart from chaff’s smoke tree. 

We’ve approached the Mystery, and have found 
That Beginnings can’t be, so what goes round 

Must be all things, for there’s no point to impart 
A design; so drink—to naught more we’re bound! 

Parch not thy self with old arguments’ heat, 
O’er ‘is’ or ‘is not’ of some hidden street, 
But drench thyself with the juicy grape, 
Lest you sour, leaving dry raisins to eat. 

“Oh, Omar, yes,” one says, “but give us more.” 

Athirst, I quench and drench in wine’s romance, 
Which troubles not Heaven’s glance, perchance. 

Did the All-Seeing’s thoughts not grant the chance? 
Then God’s All-Knowing is but ignorance. 

The Cup-Bearer’s Self flows right to the brim, 
Like ours, and can’t help but spill o’er the rim 

Grape-juiced droplets that extinguish fired eyes; 
Praise Allah; we’ve the balm for life’s pangs grim. 

Thou hast dropped my jug; it’s broken, oh Lord, 
And it drains its wine into the greensward, 

My bliss shattered from Your bung-stumbling. 
O Lord, drink You drunk too much from the gourd? 



Let the two-and-seventy sects, all told, 
Diverge in their tales of myth-takes so old; 
One draught of alkīmiyā wine cures all ills, 
Transforming life’s leaden dross into gold. 

If spirit, freed from mortal coil, could soar 
Back through cold, empty space to Heaven’s door, 

Its native home lies far beyond the sky, 
And shame it was to bear this foreign shore. 

The Christian concept of reward and punishment 
Handed out by an omnipotent, omniscient God, 

Is derivative of the family experience, 
The child and parent, a conception of our world. 

Most deep religious beliefs are shaped by 
Little more than local social forces: 

Jewish, Buddhist, Islamic, Christian, or none, 
So then, how deep and meaningful are they? 

How long will they prate of eternity? 
Why proclaim as sure an uncertainty? 

‘Tis yon the cape of man’s ability. 
To unlock every door, wine’s the key. 

Of dust and dirt, throw the more on His face, 
And fling prayer, praise, and rites for fair embrace; 

Quaff the cup; what time for faith’s endeavor? 
None have returned here from any Place. 

Heed not Sunna Law, nor so-called Divine, 
Yet to the poor your last morsel assign; 

Afflict not, nor slander, and give love to all; 
Of these I warrant thee future—bring wine! 

Send off to the graveyard the Five Hour Prayer; 
We’re here to the tavern to live life’s dare. 

When we gaze on a long-necked flask of wine, 
We stretch our necks in kind that wine to share. 



Lay waste to the rites of prayer and fasting; 
Shatter faith’s pious claims never lasting; 
Slam fast the gate on myth-spells arriving. 
Drink, and be kind to all of life’s casting. 

Mosque for me is rare, yet there I repair, 
So there I’m a prayer, of feint pious air. 
I had stolen a fine prayer-carpet there 

That’s now worn, so I need one more than fair. 

During thy short Earthly shrift time is swift, 
So in love and wine there’s no need for thrift; 
They prate, ‘May God to thee grant penitence.’ 

He gives it not, nor would I take the gift. 

Wooing the fair ones and draining the cup 
Beats by far the fanatic’s zealous yup. 

If drunkards and lovers are doomed to Hell, 
Then no one will of Heaven take a sup. 

Wear not thy heart away on worry’s stone, 
For no one can rub against the unknown. 

Since no one knows, cast away your millstones; 
Reign high on thy throne in the living zone. 

Though hewn for study of the stars I am, 
And philosophy, too, hear Old Khayyam: 

Best her tangled tresses attract your view; 
Then enjoy wine, verse, and a leg of lamb. 

“We know as such, Omar, but can we have some more?” 

When I chased the flitting shadows of some 
Unknown and ultimate perfectionate One, 

The phantom fled at my touch, dim images, 
Reflected faint, and so far removed from. 

Living in the abstract becomes a toil; 
We grasp out for, well, nothing, hence we spoil! 



Off we float, lost between Heaven and Earth, 
Since our roots no longer reach nature’s soil. 

Since life’s complex, some say, as origin: 
It can’t make itself or have always been! 

Answer: God; but they’ve begged His Life’s question: 
He can’t make Himself or have always been! 

The believing dance grinds to the elemental 
Of that Being who can never be fundamental. 
All such tales of original stuff made of love 
End where there’s nothing to make it of. 

Who’s to blame for the genetic defects 
That lead to social misfits, obsessors, 

And other special personalities? 
Did the Maker’s hand shake when He made us? 

God said to Adam and Eve in Eden: 
‘Do what you like, but don’t eat the apple’. 
Now we know that when you tell children 

Not to touch something, they certainly will! 

A God-who-is-a-person would, like us, 
Be dependent on, and exist after, 
The Ground of Ultimate Reality, 

And so could not, in itself, be its own cause. 

A God-which-is-not-a-person would be 
The Ground of Ultimate Reality: 

Energy, Awareness, or what you like, 
The source of which forms/is our consciousness. 

Thoughts good and bad come and go, as the brain 
Looks at itself without assigning values. 

Still, lucky that others can’t read our minds, 
Though forbidden thoughts are normal and sane. 



If you try hard not to think of something, 
Then you will just think of it all the more, 
So, if told to avoid impure thoughts, you’ll 

Think of people naked beneath their clothes! 

Six hundred ago, the church thought that ills 
Of a physical nature were caused by 
Evil spirits; however, now we know 
They’re from bacteria and viruses. 

Now the church thinks that ills, or sins, of a 
Mental nature are caused by the Devil, 

An evil spirit; however, now 
We know of brain chemistry gone astray. 

“Any more, Omar?” 

All things had beginnings, like particles, 
Life, rocks, solar systems, or Gods supposed; 

So none can be First and Fundamental— 
There’s no complex from Complex from COMPLEX! 

The Christian God is vengeful, demands of, 
And tortures us with threats of Hellish shove. 

Well, if I were a God and ruled above, 
You could remove all my powers but love. 

I’ve said ‘Good-bye’ to the dream of forever, 
‘Though I’m too philosophical to be bitter. 
Poignantly resigned, I accept, with hunger 

And joy, all that’s left, whatever, with pleasure. 

Say ‘Farewell!’ Heaven’s promise is bereft; 
Yet, live with gratitude; be not distressed; 

Still, dismiss immortality’s dream; 
Accept, with appetite, whatever’s left. 

There’s no external creative deity. 
Don’t worry, this verse has no impiety, 



For we are the creative principle; 
Intuitive strength is our propriety. 

The founders of the religions were all 
‘Divinely inspired’, but were each told a 
Different story; now we know that their 

Visions were but psychotic episodes. 

We spend our time doing nothing that’s new 
Or doing nothing that we ought to do; 

We act as if there’s no end to all our days 
But then complain that the hours are too few! 

Nip trouble in the bud, lest it grow 
And sprout, like a weed, blossoming with woe, 

And spreading, thickening all around, till 
It imprisons you, like some old hedgerow. 

“Have any more, Omar?” 

Yes, on Whose example not to follow. 

(God: The Non Role Model) 

‘Tis lucky for us that God doesn’t exist, 
For in breaking the rules He’d ever persist. 

Even His own commandments wouldn’t be sacred, 
Since he’d murder His own forms created. 

Well, this would be goof, big time, a mistake, 
So then a joyous rainbow He might make, 
To show He’d no more rain a worldly lake, 

But He could still destroy us all by earthquake! 

He’d slay by flame and flood excruciate; 
He’d entrap; he’d blame us for His mistake; 
He’d hold grudges for our ancestors’ sins; 

He’d throw tantrums and fits; his name, God’s Sake! 



Other loves would not allowed by this Jealous One, 
For He’d be the only one to enjoy the fun, 

For His low esteem our adoration would be required, 
This request being much like singing to the choir. 

Would He have to rest on the 7th day, 
After working 24-6 on making universal hay? 
Or would He use boundless energy reserves, 

Such that He could do it all in an instant blurb? 

Would God’s last name be known as ‘Dammit’, 
With ‘Herald’ His name on Earth’s planet, 

And would be ‘Art’ named, when up in Heaven? 
Would we swearest in vain these names never taken? 

We’d have to be so lazy on the Sabbath day, 
Not even lifting up a finger or even wave a bug away, 

Keeping holy and wholly the laundry on Sunday, 
Even avoiding polo, as the Pope doth say. 

Cripes, He’d be in the right place at the right time, 
Not ever having been made, not even costing a dime. 

What luck to be unborn with so much talent, 
Never having earned the spot with any effort spent. 

Well, we’d still humor our dear parents, 
Not telling them where we’d been apparent, 

Honoring her offer, on her and off her, 
Yet, we’d soon learn, through human nature. 

If this non God we’d emulate, we could kill 
Those who solicitate, and e’en more kill, 

Even time, spouses, bugs, microbes, and other swill, 
And, of course, outlaws, and, especially in-laws. 

So, if God’s a good role model, a leader, 
Someone that we would follow, imitate, 

Emulate, be like, adore, or follow, 
What else would his fine example allow? 



We could jail people for the sins of their 
Ancestors, exterminate humanity, 

Allow known evil to exist and tempt, 
And devise devious entrapment plans. 

We could have temper tantrums and outbursts, 
Envy, or not permit competitors, 

Grant free will only it matched our own, 
And covet worship, adoration, and praise. 

Now, of to the commandments sultry; 
Yes, we should surely admit adultery. 
Would we banish all thoughts impure? 
Well, that’s simply our human nature. 

Now, if He’d wanted us not to be naked, say, 
Then surely we’d have been born that way. 
As for padding, that would false witness be, 
So, please, please keep a-breast of reality. 

And no loving thy neighbors much too much, 
By coveting their Heavenly bodies such, 
But thy own ass do covet; it’s not free; 

Follow Moses, by always tying it to a tree. 

There are stealers about, another shalt not, 
Who take office supplies home a lot, 

And take various and sundry restaurant items, 
As well as keeping every quill, never buying them. 

Now, really, never do one to others, too, 
Before they can do one to you, 

And never lie in court; no, not you; 
Do let your lawyer do it for you! 

Now, walking on water is very much out, 
Unless there is solid ice, winter, no doubt, 
And ever know that sin is fun’s evil twin, 

And ever enter that evil Sin-a-God. 



So what more would this invented God be, 
The One with neither paternity nor maternity? 

Would we then be made so specially 
That we’d be rewarded for all eternity? 

If we’d worship Him from fear of Hell, 
Then He’d rightly cast us into it; 

If we’d worship Him from a desire for Paradise, 
Then He’d deny us entrance into it. 

Well, He’s still on His meds, so they say, 
For He works in mysterious, insane, ways. 

The free will to us given is always free, 
Unless it doesn’t match His own entirely. 

So, we’d still think that ills, or sins, of a 
Mental nature are caused by the Devil, 
An evil tempting spirit; however, now 

We know of brain chemistry gone awry. 

He’d still detest evil so totally completely, 
That he’d allow the Devil to tempt us mercilessly. 

And sins, even the most horrible ones, well, 
No big deal; just repent them to avoid Hell. 

Rigged and jigged, God’s perfect plans would be done, 
But he’d long for some surprises yet to come, 

So He might even roll the dice, it being ‘random’; 
‘Damn!’ He’d say, ‘I already know the outcome!’ 

One-night stands with engaged young virgins 
Would be alright, but those are not good urgins; 

And no fighting, especially if you are weak; 
So, when one kisses your ass, turn the other cheek! 

The Diviner would just sit around, with nothing else to do, 
His mind already full with what would become as new. 

He couldn’t play dice, scrambling the forecast, 
For He would know all of which the die was cast. 



Now Hail the All and the One, omnipresent, 
For it’s eternal and can neither be 

Created nor destroyed, being its own cause 
And the Ground of All: It is Energy! 

Energy is a beauty and a brilliance, 
Flashing up in its destructance, 

For everything isn’t here to stay its “best”— 
It’s merely there to die in its sublimeness. 

Like slow fires making their brands, it breeds, 
Yet ever consumes and moves on as more it feeds, 

Then spreads forth anew, this unpurposed dispersion, 
An inexorable emergence with little reversion. 

All becomes from its glorious excursions, 
Through the change that patient time restrains, 
It feasting upon the glorious decayed remains, 

In its progressive march through losses for gains. 

Ah, but it is all of the necessitated restraint, 
For it ever takes time the scene to paint, 

As such as in the unfolding of a leaf, 
The endurations for any stepping feat, 

As of the emergence of consciousness 
And the paused ends of energy’s restlessness. 
It’s of a controlled consequence of collapse, 
Rather than one that’s wholly precipitous. 

“Omar, you are on a roll!” 

My fire gives forth no smoke-cloud there below, 
My stock-in-trade no profit there below, 

And you, who call me tavern-haunter, know 
There is indeed no tavern there below. 

Khaja! grant one request, and only one, 
Wish me God-speed, and get your preaching done; 



I walk aright, ’tis you who see awry; 
Go! heal your purblind eyes, leave me alone. 

Ah! wheel of heaven to tyranny inclined, 
‘Twas e’er your wont to show yourself unkind; 

And, cruel earth, if they should cleave your breast. 
What store of buried jewels they would find! 

If the heart knew life’s secrets here below, 
At death ‘twould know God’s secrets too, I trow; 

But, if you know naught here, while still yourself, 
To-morrow, stripped of self, what can you know? 

When Allah mixed my clay He knew full well 
My future acts, and could each one foretell; 

Without His will no act of mine was wrought; 
Is it then just to punish me in Hell? 

If there be minstrel, Houri, wine for thee. 
And purling steam beside the flowery lea. 
Desire not better, nor fire burnt out Hell, 

There is no Heaven beside, if Heaven there be. 

Where’s minstrel, wine? The cry of morn that I 
May give. He’s glad who doth the dawn-draught ply. 

There are three things in this world sweet to me, 
A head wine-flown, sweetheart, and morning cry. 

Like tulips in the Spring your cups lift up, 
And, with a tulip-cheeked companion, sup 

With joy your wine, or e’er this azure wheel 
With some unlooked for blast upset your cup. 

“We will do, but do you have any more?” 

The idol house is as the mosque, a shrine. 
And chime of striking bells service divine; 
Gueber’s belt, church and rosary and cross, 

Each is in truth of worshiping a sign. 



They at whose lore the whole world stands amazed, 
Whose high thoughts, like Borák, to heaven are raised, 
Strive to know Thee in vain, and like heaven’s wheel 
Their heads are turning, and their brains are dazed. 

Why would the All Knowing, Loving Expert 
Compose with Power His designed Concert, 

Then decompose His meant Magnificat? 
Because there’s none Such beyond the turret. 

What time, my cup in hand, its draughts I drain. 
And with rapt heart unconsciousness attain, 
Behold what wondrous miracles are wrought, 
Songs flow as water from my burning brain. 

Yon turf, fringing the margent of the stream, 
As down upon a cherub’s lip might seem, 

Or growth from dust of buried tulip cheeks; 
Tread not that turf with scorn, or light esteem. 

This jug did once, like me, love’s sorrows taste, 
And bonds of beauty’s tresses once embraced, 

This handle, which you see upon its side, 
Has many a time twined round a slender waist.  

The sky, a vault, spans our worn lives below; 
Jihun a course from our strained eyes aflow; 
Hell is a spark struck by our vain distress; 

Heaven but an instant when content we know. 

Where in yon palace Bahram wine-cup prest. 
The roe bears young, the lion oft takes rest. 

King Bahram who in noose oft caught the Gur, 
See how the Gur hath Bahram caught at last! 

How long of temple-incense, mosque-lamp tell? 
How long of Heaven’s rewards or pains of Hell? 

See, from all time ‘What is to be, will be!’ 
The Lord of Fate did on the Tablet spell! 



I drown in sin—show me Thy clemency! 
My soul is dark—make me Thy light to see! 

A heaven that must be earned by painful works, 
I call a wage, not a gift fair and free. 

How long must I make bricks upon the sea? 
Beshrew this vain task of idolatry; 

Call not Khayyám a denizen of hell; 
One while in heaven, and one in hell is he.  

When false dawn streaks the east with cold, gray line, 
Pour in your cups the pure blood of the vine; 

The truth, they say, tastes bitter in the mouth, 
This is a token that the ‘Truth’ is wine. 

Now that your roses bloom with flowers of bliss, 
To grasp your goblets be not so remiss; 

Drink while you may! Time is a treacherous foe, 
You may not see another day like this. 

Sweet is the breath of Spring to rose’s face, 
And thy sweet face adds charm to this fair place; 

To-day is sweet, but yesterday is sad, 
And sad all mention of its parted grace. 

The moonlight severs the dark robe of Night, 
On such a moment you no more may light; 
So drink, rejoice, and think that one by one 

Full many a moon on Earth’s face will shine bright. 

The rose’s sweet scent a thorn-prick’s worth, ‘tis true; 
If wine you drink, a headache ‘tis worth, too. 
The loved one who delights a thousand souls, 

Is worth awaiting, give her all her due. 

In Heaven, they say, dwell dark-eyed Houris fair, 
And that pure wine and honey will be there; 
If wine and woman we love here, ’tis right 
Since all the same’s the end of the affair. 



In Paradise, they tell us, Houris dwell, 
And fountains run with wine and oxymel: 
If these be lawful in the world to come, 

Surely ‘tis right to love them here as well. 

Drink wine to root up metaphysic weeds, 
And tangle of the two-and-seventy creeds; 
Do not forswear that wondrous alchemy, 

‘Twill turn to gold, and cure a thousand needs. 

What would be the price of a moment’s breath 
Purchased from Death’s hand at the final hour? 
All the world’s wealth cannot extend the power 

That drains the cup and withers the flower. 

The wings of time are checkered black and white, 
As fluttering round the day flies the night. 
Like chess pieces we gamely play for life, 

Until into the box we return, quite! 

To rose-faced fair inclines my very soul, 
My hand grasps constantly the brimming bowl, 

With every part my lot I will enjoy 
Before my parts seek union in the Whole. 

Don’t let life’s noise bother you day and night. 
Find some secret place, far from the spotlight, 

Where silence can’t be drowned, where you can hear 
The voice of your inner chorus singing outright. 

Be wide aware when chance shines as your sun, 
For she in turn happens on everyone. 
Graciously welcome the lady of luck, 
By recognizing her as Dame Fortune. 

‘Tis labour lost thus to all doors to crawl, 
Take thy good fortune, and thy bad withal; 
Know for a surety each must play his game. 

As from heaven’s dice-box fate’s dice chance to fall. 



One need not look where there is no light, 
For being alive is the very meaning of life— 

Living life is the sparkle that gleams so bright; 
Why parade in the dark when all here’s so right? 

Glad hearts, who seek not notoriety, 
Nor flaunt in gold and silken bravery, 

Haunt not this ruined earth like gloomy owls, 
But wing their way, Simurgh-like, to the sky. 

Where go the leaves of yesterday, we say, 
Aft winter comes and crumbles them away? 
They like us turn to dust—rejoin the clay, 
To rise someday from unremembered lay. 

When life’s lantern fades and our soft shadows 
Blend to darkness, there may come, aft the close, 

A second spring, during which we’ll raise up 
From dust our cups to toast, where no one knows. 

Quoth all who live godly that, as a man dies,  
On like fashion again from the tomb he shall rise.  

For which reason to wanton and wine we apply,  
So mayhap THEY shall raise us again on like wise. 

Be happy! For the moon of thy festival will come, 
The means of mirth will all be propitious; 

This moon has become lean, bent-figured, and thin, 
Thou may’st say that it will sink under this trouble. 

Want more? 

“No, we’ve had enough to choke a camel.”


