
 

 

                 Video – Lohe Maryam  

 

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=l33rFvckE6U 

 

 
 

                                                  هتي کاهل فاسعی لْح هشین 
 

                               ُْ                                 

 

 

هشیوا عیغی جاى تلاهکاى عشّج ًوْد لفظ ّجْد اص طیش هذوْد خالی هاًذ ّ تلثل لذم 

سیذ ّ ت تشد  ضتش عذسۀ ستاًی تخشّػ آهذ عشادق عتصذشای عذم سّ ًوْد ّعٌذلیة الِی 

ا اص دل شُفعت اص ؽاخغاس تِجت تشپشیذ افلاکِای تلٌذ تش خاک تیشٍ تٌؾغت ّ ًعُوای س  

دسد تشخاعت آب گْاسا تخْى تثذیل ؽذ ّ صذي فشدّط تشیي تخْى آهیختَ * تلی تیش پش

سا گشدى عاؽماى ؽائك ُش  لضای الِی سا عیٌۀ هٌیش دّعتاى لایك ّ کوٌذ تلای ًاهتٌاُی

ل گشدد صّ ُش کجا ؼوی اعت تش دل اصذاب ًای اعت تش صذسادثاب ّاسد آیذ کجا خذً

شایذ یذ ّ هعؾْلاى سا ًاص ّ کشؽوَ ؽایذ دثیة اگش صذ ًالَ ع  عاؽماى سا چؾن تش تا

هذثْب تش جفا تیفضایذ اگش ؽشتت ّصال خْاُی تي تضّال دسدٍ ّ اگش خوش جوال طلثی 

دس ّادی دشهاى پا ًَ هشیوا دضى سا تغشّس تچؼ ّ ؼن سا اص جام فشح دسکؼ اگش 

ب اص دیذٍ هپاػ ّ اص خْاُی لذم دس کْی طلة گزاسی صاتش تاػ ّ سر سا هخشاػ ّ آ

سُوی تفشّػ دل تی صثشاى هثاػ پیشاُي تغلین پْػ ّ اص تادۀ سضا تٌْػ ّ عالوی سا تذ  

ثشت تشگؾا ّ اص ؼیش دّعت دسپْػ کَ عٌمشیة دس تمضا دستٌذ ّ تذکن لذس پیًْذ چؾن ع  

عشاق ًؽوۀ دجاصی تؾٌْین  ظ  شت  آّسین ّ اص ت   يهذضش لذط دلمَ صًین ّ تذضشت اًظ سّ

دّعت هلذك ؽْین ًاگفتٌی تگْئین ّ ًادیذًی تَ تیٌین ّ ًاؽٌیذًی تؾٌْین ّتآٌُگ ًْس  ّ تا

ُیکل سّح سا تشلص آّسین ّ دس دشین جاى تضم خْؽی تیآسائین ّ اص عالی جلال عاؼش 

جوال تشگیشین ّ تیاد سر رّالجلال خوش تیوثال دسًْؽین چؾن سا اص آب پاک کي ّ دل سا 

ص ؼن فاسغ ًوا ّ تآٌُگ هلیخ تشخْاى گش تیػ تاسد دس کْی آى شّب ّ للة سا ااص دضى ت  

                                                                                               ها گشدى ًِادین

                                          الذکن لللَّ 

 

 

 

 

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=l33rFvckE6U


 

 

 

 
 

 

                                                                        

O Maryam, 

 

The Spirit of life ascended to the domain of 

placelessness; the Cage of Being was bereft of its Ever-

blessed Cageling; the Bird of eternity took its flight to 

the wilds of evanescence; and the Divine Nightingale let 

out its cry on the Celestial Tree. The Tabernacle of 

Glory was rent asunder; and the Phoenix of Grandeur 

winged its way from the boughs of delight. Spheres, 

lofty and transcendent, descended on the darksome 

dust; and ailing hearts let out clamours of affliction. 

Wholesome waters were turned into blood, and with 

blood was tinged the Courtyard of the All-highest 

Paradise. Yea, the gleaming hearts of the friends are 

alone befitting of the darts of His decree, and the 

throats of those that love Him are alone yearning for 

the mesh of limitless anguish. Wherever a spear flies, it 

strikes the breasts of the friends; and wherever sorrow 

is dispelled, it descends on the hearts of the 

companions. Wells of tears are the eyes of the lovers, 

whilst charming indifference is the response of the 

objects of their desires. Shouldst the lover cry out with 

pain hundreds of times over, the beloved shall only add 

to the anguish of the lover. Shoudst thou desire to drink 

of the Cup of Reunion, thou must submit to evanescence; 



and if thou wishest to partake of the Wine of His 

beauty, thou must enter the valley of privation.  

O Maryam, taste thou joy in sorrow and drink thou 

anguish from the cup of gladness. Shouldst thou desire 

to advance into the wilderness of search endure patiently 

and do not tear away at thy face. Shed thou not tears 

from thine eyes and be not of the anxious ones. Put on 

the robe of submission and quaff from the wine of 

acquiescence; and sell the entire world for a mere 

derham. Give thy heart to God‟s irrevocable decree and 

submit to that which hath been ordained for thee. Open 

thine eyes of discernment and turn away from all else 

but the Friend, for erelong we shall gather round 

together at the Court of Eternal Holiness and gain 

admittance to the Presence of the Lord of Mercy. We 

shall hear the Harp-Player of Persia sing out in the 

melodious language of Hijaz, and come together with the 

Friend. We shall speak of the unspoken, behold the 

unseen, and give ear to that which is unheard. We shall 

bring to dance the Tabernacle of Spirit with the hymns 

of light and array the sanctuary of the heart with a 

delightful feast. We shall obtain the Chalice of Beauty 

from the Cupbearer of Glory and drink from its 

Matchless Wine in the memory of the Countenance of 

the Lord of Majesty. Dry up thy tears then, sanctify 

thy soul from sorrow, free thy heart from anguish, and 

sing out with thy melodious voice: Should there be 

swords raining down in the path to the abode of the all 

Beauteous; Our necks we shall offer on their edges at 

the behest of the all Glorious! 

 


