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In childhood we strove to go to school,

Our turn to teach, joyous as a rule

The end of the story is sad and cruel

From dust we came, and gone with winds cool.

Heaven is incomplete without a heavenly
romance

Let a glass of wine be my present circumstance
Take what is here now, let go of a promised
chance

A drumbeat is best heard from a distance.

This Old World we've named Cosmos by mistake
Is the graveyard of nights & days, no more awake
And a feast that hundred Jamshid's did break
And a throne that hundred Bahram's did make.

This clay pot like a lover once in heat

A lock of hair his senses did defeat

The handle that has made the bottleneck its own
seat

Was once the embrace of a lover that entreat.

The palace where Jamshid held his cup

The doe and the fox now rest and sup
Bahram who hunted game non-stop

Was hunted by death when his time was up.

padd oliwly SosF 4y dim S
..‘l...._:t-x_f_n

pradd als S GaLul

Muagﬁ,ﬁmﬂjb 1

Sl GigS 92 b Sty Gl ansS
Sl G358l O a5 01550 e

Sl e ] 5 ¥y ad ol
Coml 93 599 31 Gueids Jao J]ﬂ"[-f

Il_-.u.lﬁl

ol i plle a5 1, bl 42e8 ol
Gl pld g e 31 a%al )]y
Sl difiam do sdilaly 45 Coniay
Col ol 4o oSS AT Cunsy yuad

Col 0392 5,15 FAle o 57 0595
Cewsl 8394 ﬁJLﬂ ‘_.iri)_..“u_-J.:
1.'-.“:1 bﬂ&._rﬁ.jh_uﬂ;ﬁdwﬁ

b T sl gl 0 dpdas a5 yad ol

6,5 oyl 429y 5 05 4z gal
yor dod (33,500 555 45 plop

S35 ol 595 4595 &5 sap0



Tonight I shall embrace a gallon cup

With at least two cups of wine I'll sup

I'll divorce my mind and religion stop
With daughter of vine, all night I'll stay up.

Alas the youthful fire is a dying ember
The spring of life has reached December
What is termed youth, I vaguely remember
But know not whence and how from life's
chamber.

Those who went in pursuit of knowledge
Soared up so high, stretched the edge
Were still encaged by the same dark hedge

Brought us some tales ere life to death pledge.

They say in heaven are beautiful lovers

Sweet taste of wine in the air hovers

Fear not if succumbed to same earthly powers
In the end the same, one discovers.

O friend, for the morrow let us not worry
This moment we have now, let us not hurry
When our time comes, we shall not tarry

With seven thousand-year-olds, our burden carry.
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Khayyam, if you are intoxicated with wine,
enjoy!

If you are seated with a lover of thine, enjoy!
In the end, the Void the whole world employ
Imagine thou art not, while waiting in line,
enjoy!

All my companions, one by one died
With Angel of Death they now reside
In the banquette of life same wine we tried
A few cups back, they fell to the side.

Drinking wine is my travail
Till my body is dead and stale
At my grave site all shall hail
Odor of wine shall prevail.

Once upon a time, in a potter's shop
I saw two thousand clay pot and cup
Suddenly a lone pot cried out, "stop!
Where the vendor, buyer, where my prop?"

The hands of fate play our game
We the players are given a name
Some are tame, others gain fame
Yet in the end, we're all the same.
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The caravan of life shall always pass

Beware that is fresh as sweet young grass

Let's not worry about what tomorrow will amass
Fill my cup again, this night will pass, alas.

At dawn came a calling from the tavern
Hark drunken mad man of the cavern
Arise; let us fill with wine one more turn
Before destiny fills our cup, our urn.

When the canary made its way to the field
Found the rose and wine smiling, kneeled,

In tongues its message in my ear it thus reeled
Hark, no moment in time did twice yield.

The day the stallion of time was tamed and trained

Venus and Jupiter were adorned and stained
This life for us was allotted and ordained
This was not our will; were thus chained and
restrained.

Happily I walked with the tavern down the line
Passed an old drunk, holding a bottle of wine
"Do you not fear God?" was reproach of mine
said, "Mercy is God's sign, in silence I wine and
dine."
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The secrets eternal neither you know nor I

And answers to the riddle neither you know nor I
Behind the veil there is much talk about us, why
When the veil falls, neither you remain nor I.

I brought the cup to my lips with greed
Begging for longevity, my temporal need
Cup brought its to mine, its secret did feed
Time never returns, drink, of this take heed.

As the rising Venus and moon in the skies appear
To the goodness of quality wine, nothing comes
near

I am amazed at the vendors of a liquid so dear
Where they'll buy a better thing, is not clear.

Some are thoughtful on their way
Some are doubtful, so they pray
I hear the hidden voice that may
Shout, "Both paths lead astray."

Like God, if this world I could control
Eliminating the world would be my role

I would create the world anew, whole

Such that the free soul would attain desired goal.

oa g 19 35 451, 31 )l
O 4 g 10 57 i Leaa Jo g
$ 9 o0 §953AT 035 g 5 Caen
O 4 g gile gi 43 ] ooy o9z

51 cale 5l po 0555 o e o
310 yoe ddasly polb 55 s
it CaiSn 00lgs a1
b S e plaz 2 45 55 o

-l:r,d.;;:...‘.‘.fah..u]‘,ad...ﬂ.n_,_njb‘
Sl g oS ol e e

OLls Hlbgsd (on 5 pame ;3 a
g3 dinlys 4z aidy )l azdl; 4

oo ey sl 6, Kate cagd
Ol g Kb 50 Wi jazie cagb
ol 4 g il dioly 4 s U5

01952 037 G2 Sewrd XU yy 8

olea L S onl o (gezdls
weiFl pliz 50 S 5 5

olal s Jo plK, eal 518



This cup was made by the Wise Lord
With love & care to the heights soared
The potter who shaped with such accord

To make and break the same clay, can also afford.

Good and evil, our moral prison,
Joy and sorrow passing like season,
Fate in the way of logic and reason
Is the victim of far worse treason.

Why treat thy slave so cold as ice?
Where is thy light to save me from vice?
Even with command of Paradise

Where is thy gift above my just price?

Hark! Feed me wine, if you really care
Turn into ruby my face of amber

Bathe me in wine when death me ensnare
With boards of vine my coffin bear.

Wherever you go in the land of God
Flowers bloom from kingly blood

Violet with its colourful shroud

Was a beauty mole on a face once proud.
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An old potter at his wheel
Clay and dirt mould and deal
My inner eye would reveal
My father's dust bears his seal.

The grass that grows by every stream
Like angelic smiles faintly gleam
Step gently, cause it not to scream

For it has grown from a lover's dream.
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