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ای @وم < =ج ر:9ه 7جا'&د 7جا'&د                                          345وق 01/ن جا,ت *یا'&د *یا'&د

345وق Qو P1ساJ و دMوار < دMوار                                          D باد9GHI Jه Fما B C Dوا'&د

c `ورت bی `ورت 345وق ^[\]&د                                 Vم ZواY و Vم خاW و Vم RSTه Fما'&د

ده بار از آن راه mدان خاjke W&د                                       یک بار از اfن خاe W اfن بام eآ'&د

آن خاwxyz{ Wت rشان vش بjst&د                                    از ZواY آن خاr Wشاpی *oما'&د

یک د9áه Üل Äو اc آن باغ mدÉدÉد                                       یک ÇوÅ جان Äو اc از �~{ |دا'&د

اèêوس àâ e çج Fما åده Fما'&د                                             با اfن ã1ه آن رäج Fما àâج Fما باد

O haj pilgrims who are on the road        where are you?      where?
Come back      come     the beloved is right here!

Your beloved is your neighbor        wall to wall
You are lost in the desert!        What illusion are you under?

If  you could see        the beloved's formless countenance
You would see that you        yourself  are the Kaaba, the Lord and the master.

Ten times you walked that road          to that house
Come into this house once          ascend to this roof.

 
That house is pleasing         you have recited its marks

Now show me        the distinctions of  its master.
 
If  you saw the garden          where are the flowers?

If  you came from the Creator’s sea         where is your soul’s nacre?
 
Even so, may your toil          be your trove!

Alas!         You are the curtain          that hides your treasure.


