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Gypsy Moth

Gypsy Moth embodies a combination of mysterious elegance and familiar fluidity

She is half a nameless grace and half known wave

She consists of a single beam of light and a shade

Her shade is her free beauty

Her ray is not to one form tied

Her shade yields to fair beauty

Her ray yields to innocent love,

Her shade dances in light

Her ray dances within the never-ending cycle

Her shade makes the earth flourish

Her ray’s graceful movements around a candle create a timeless dance

Her shade flavors darkness

Her ray flavors light

Her tales are woven together with the essence of motion, her servitude, and her silent shade,

Therefore, do not touch her, she is gentle and tranquil,

Yet, grant her a kiss not with your lips, but with the intensity of your gaze.




If I could fly high in the sky

If the birds could be heard in their nest

As they are taking a rest

I would fly so so high


If I could fly high in the sky

Watching the whole world

While getting my hair curled

I would fly so so high


If I could fly high in the sky

Eating an ice cream sundae

But on a Monday

I would fly so so high.





Inside the Fragrant Sacred Zone

An eighth-century Indian Muslim spiritual leader discussed the concept of the “Great Day of God”, saying:

‘On that day, the Holy One will be found in a land called Karkh. He will walk beside the river, wearing the dervish turban, and wrapped in a red robe. He will be teaching His followers on the banks of the river. Would I be privileged to enter His Presence, and to shed my lifeblood in His path?’

Those who had faith in his prophecy prayed for His arrival, and innocent and sincere individuals came across Him and exclaimed with joy:

‘Exciting news! He is here, dressed in a bright red Persian tirmih robe, strolling beside the Tigris River, reaching out to all of humanity.’

The first call of the Beloved is this:

‘O mystic nightingale! Abide not but in the rose garden of the spirit. O messenger of the Solomon of love! Seek thou no shelter except in the Sheba of the well-beloved…’

Upon hearing the first summon of the Beloved, both the enchanting nightingales representing femininity and love and the eagles representing muscularity and justice acknowledged the sonnets of the far-reaching voice and the insightful gaze of the Beloved, and they both observed the world with a far-reaching vision and expressed their thoughts through melodious tunes that led to a major shift in traditional views on gender roles and expectations within various religious and cultural groups around the world, inspiring numerous artists to delve into and authors to discuss this revolutionary topic.


The Beginning is Everything!









A Woman’s Internal Journey Within the 
Dark Zone

During a time of suffering and sorrow, I sought to discover my true self by adopting the persona of Mahi, a fish living in a contaminated body of water; a fish that was captivated by the allure of someone who seemed unattainable, the object of affection for everyone, the full golden moon, the moon that was emotional, had blood, and was surrounded by a loyal army of stars, the moon that was resembling a golden banner, igniting water and fishes upon contact.

Therefore, my unpleasant life left me empty and lacking fulfillment, akin to the fading embers of a fire or a lone footprint in untouched snow, hoping that in death, angels will reveal my tombstone in the afterlife, allowing my soul to experience the fresh scents of morning dew and rain.

Until a significant night when I was overcome by darkness. It was during this darkness that I had a vision—a vision where I was under the scrutiny of the Great Observer, God, the true sun, feeling completely absorbed by His presence.

During this intense experience, I underwent a profound transformation within my old fragile body. I found myself immersed in a new world, where I had extraordinary and evident interactions with various beings from different eras. I experienced moments that went beyond the boundaries of existence, allowing me to share the same air, water, and land as my ancestors. I even felt the comforting warmth of the fire that brought them solace.

This inspired me to set out on their emotional journey and live a life that cannot be compared to the pleasure of wine or the taste of sweet nectar, but a life akin to the life of sugarcane in an abandoned garden, or a life of the cup of water in the desert, or a life that exists between the realms of spirit and matter, between reality and imagination, between light and shadows; a life dedicated to selfless sacrifice for the sake of all life and a willingness to die before truly living; a life that rises above the mundane and reached into the extraordinary realm.

I began my journey and reached the entrance of the holy sanctuary within my heart.





At the Gate of the Sacred Temple

As I arrived at the entrance of a sacred city of heart, I encountered the following inscription above its gate:


Seek sweet syrup in the garden of love,

For nature is a seller of vinegar and a crusher of unripened grapes!


After reading the statement, I found myself on the verge of tasting the delicious syrup that prompted me into a captivating, ethereal dance at the gateway of the sacred metropolis.

I danced until I eventually fell into a deep sleep beneath the gate, and within my slumber, I experienced a vision of a heavenly angel, an houri, whose face was hidden behind a gentle veil.

I decided to lift the veil in order to unveil her face but, to my surprise, I was met with the visage of a man—it was none other than Ali whom I knew and held dear. I questioned why he had adorned his face with a hijab and he replied, ’Open your eyes and remove the blindfold so that you become a mystic nightingale and perceive neither gender nor identity. Understanding this will grant you access to the holy city and its inner temple.

’And remember that within this holy space, there is no need for elaborate displays of devotion or worship within a dome. The walls are see-through and devoid of artwork, allowing the sky to remain unobstructed. Here lies an opportunity to leave a lasting legacy for future generations, without the need for physical contact or indulging in earthly pleasures like wine to feel joy.

‘Within this temple, there are no prayers needed to be recited, and no head-turning is necessary to find the correct path, no burdened, disheartened, or tears, the delightful fragrance of flowers can be experienced without smelling them, and there is no need to measure limitations and no place to sleep to make the prolong life shorter and fleeting.’

As he became quiet, I inquired about the details of the holy temple, and he responded, ’This temple is the inner sanctuary of your heart, containing four valleys within. Within their sacred spaces, thoughts wander freely, emotions reach extraordinary levels, love blends with prayers, the act of consuming holy wine occurs without using mouths, and kisses are exchanged without lips. Inside this temple, mysteries are as clear as daylight.

‘However, it is crucial to remember that on this journey, it’s not just your thoughts that are transported to an unfamiliar place where silence is heard, but is your consciousness that enables you to embrace the vastness of the universe within you.’

His silence caught my attention, causing me to become more alert and focused than ever before.

Therefore, when I woke up, I bravely walked toward the gate and entered the mysterious valley of feelings, the first misty valley of the heart.





Inside the Foggy Zone

Inside the foggy zone, I witnessed an awe-inspiring woman emerging from the radiant moonlight, extending a warm welcome toward me. It seemed as though the skies were bursting at the seams, bringing forth a noble maiden in a grand palace tower or a celestial shining star was being born from the womb of daylight!

Inquisitively, I inquired about her identity, to which she proclaimed herself as the Queen of Sheba, the maid of four valleys of heart, the anchor of the earthly realm, tending to both Life-giving Water and Fire of Purification.

Curiosity prevailing, I asked from whence she came, and she revealed she hailed from the place where the sun dwells during His nocturnal respite—the abode of the Life-giving Spring, the utmost point of the world, an unexplored terrain untouched by humans, bereft of the sensations of existence or demise, where neither sorrow nor bliss has trodden upon its soil—the Qaf Mountain.

When I inquired about her purpose, she clarified that she wants to understand and break down the deceptive nature of the world, a place filled with shallow symbols, fleeting whispers, and hidden darkness, and recreate it in the radiant Emerald Sky, where only genuine observation and peace reign, and justice messengers and love mystical nightingales emerge.

When I asked about her approach, she described it through the depiction of the Virgin Mary, a symbol that unites both Jewish and Christian followers. She also suggested that if these two religious groups could come together, it could lead to the cohesion of believers from all faiths.

After the Queen of Sheba stopped speaking, I inquired whether she was a divine prophet, and she replied that she was not.

When I asked why no one had ever seen her throughout history, she explained that she followed the Eternal Eye in the endless Circle, making her invisible even in the brightest light.

I interjected and questioned her, ‘Can you please explain what you mean by being the follower of Extended Eye in the infinite Circle?’

She then responded, ‘I am the offspring of the sun and moon, blending the brightness of the sun and the enigmatic beauty of the moon’s allure. In the endless cycle, I am both the sun’s watchful eye and the moon’s mysterious whisper, witnessing everything from afar without being seen and silently connecting with all.’

I inquired about her secrets, and she replied, ‘I am intricate and hard to understand.’

When I pressed her, she replied, ‘My secrets are not meant to be shared, they’re meant to be shared in a personal and intimate setting. Yet, I can disclose to you the mysteries of women’s existence.’

I observed that she expected me to understand everything about myself before moving on to the next stage. So, I paid close attention to her words as she spoke, saying: ’Woman is a small representation of the vast universe and plays an important role in a smaller realm.

’Woman is glowing like a precious ruby in the sky, emanating a deep red light that evokes strong emotions and a source of life, giving rise to the heavens.

’Woman nurtures herself, providing for herself, healing herself, giving herself support, and bringing her own well-being back to its full potential, embodying her own essence and existence, while expressing her gratitude through a sacred dance dedicated to God and his followers.

’Woman is an entity living in two realms simultaneously, like a double-headed candle burning with two powerful and unending flames, expressing a figure who is completely immersed in destruction, embraced destruction, revered in destruction, found love in destruction, and found beauty in mortality.

’Woman’s station is beyond the soothing conversations and comforting promises that people have been whispered to each other for centuries.

’Woman can transit her song effortlessly into a language that resonated universally with all who listened.

’Woman is the ultimate archetype for comprehending all aspects of life, standing against oppression with the blood-stained head held high.

’Woman is the repetitive pattern of decline and revival, demonstrating the necessity of recognizing universal truths in all things, urging her children to acknowledge the fundamental truth found in everything that exists.

‘Woman is a truly enigmatic presence because as soon as she peers into the socket of her soul to find her mystery depth within her, she vanishes from view as mist in the morning light.’

The Queen of Sheba became quiet and vanished from my view, and in her place, I witnessed the essence of God’s love, compassion, elegance, and beauty within every woman, prompting me to inquire of this divine presence, asking: ‘Who are you?’

And she responded: ‘I am every woman’s authentic self and true essence, known as Gypsy Moth.’

She spoke before I inquired about the meaning of being a Gypsy Moth, saying: ‘I am the moth circling around the Point of Adoration. I am infusing the wine you drink and the kisses you impart on everything that starts and concludes. I am the lily on your brow, gracing your forehead, and the rosy flush of fever on your cheeks.’

She fell silent and I asked her to pour her wine into my empty cup and loan me her elegant, comfortable cloak, with the intention of ensuring a smooth and comfortable journey as I ventured through the sacred city. Nevertheless, her reply was that unless I endure the challenges of the journey, my ultimate destination cannot be fully attained.

At daybreak, the enigmatic and flawless feminine figure, the Gypsy Moth, flew into the bright sunlight of morning, vanishing as quickly as the morning mist, abandoning me in the unfamiliar valley of heart, the realm of emotions engulfed by the absence of every woman’s true essence.





Deep Inside the Foggy Zone, the First
 Valley of Heart

Navigating through a fog of confusion, unsure of my destination, suddenly I felt a profound sense of rejuvenation in the present moment, fueled by immense happiness. It seemed as though my former self was being altered and I was given a new identity that was unknown to myself, and a chance to start over in a world full of unknown marvels, in a place untouched by history or the constraints of time, the Uncharted Zone.





Within the Uncharted Zone, the Second
 Valley of Heart, the Domain of the 
Present Moment

My altered self enters the Uncharted Zone, known as the second valley of heart, and starts her journey. She finds herself surrounded by a heavy blanket of silence. She spreads herself out like the tablecloth of all receptions and feels a strong wave of energy flow through her, creating a pulsating sensation, as a soothing mixture of milk flows down her face, reminiscent of the sweetness of honey, evoking feelings of maternal care and unconditional love.

When she casts her gaze in the mirror overhead, the sky, she comes to the realization that she is unknown even to herself. When she gazes at her image, she sees a tiny grain of sand resting in a seashell, resembling her existence. When she examines her palm, she comes to realize the inevitable end, and when with curiosity, she decides to measure time by counting her heartbeats, she finds no heartbeats or sense of time, as it is eternity. When she observes the glances at her surroundings, she senses their affections and becomes entangled with them.

When the sun ascends and blankets her with its radiant glow, like a cloak, filling her with warmth, her elegance flourishes akin to a lily, beckoning souls from every era to partake in a joyous gathering—the commemoration of her birth. And as she grows and progresses, the knots of energy within her unravel and are replaced by a passionate eagerness and a wild yearning, and she steps into the realm of the subconscious, known as the third valley of heart, where dreams turn into reality.





Within the Third Valley of Heart

Within the third valley of the heart, her lifelong dreams come true. She becomes a being that is sought after by the whole universe, establishing meaningful bonds with the stars and planets. She resides in the Milky Way, the breast of the universe, like a heavenly houri.

She transforms into a time-traveling bird and soars through the vastness of time.

She evolves into a dancer who embodies the true essence of mystical dances.

She reaches a place where the sun casts out its shadows and diffuses the fragrance of rose perfume throughout the entire place using the sprinkler of time, reviving the long-forgotten tales.

She plays flute and violin and transports herself to a different era, where she plays the same music that angelic beings once performed, linking her with ancient civilizations.

She changes into a bird that can easily swim in the ocean and a fish that can elegantly fly in the sky.

She forms a strong connection with the angels, sharing their perceptions and emotions, and in turn, they experience earthly delights through her senses.

She is guaranteed to live for as long as the sun’s warmth remains and the stars grow old.

She makes flags from every strand of her hair and scatters them on distant planets so that they can bear witness to her existence long after she is gone.

She transforms into a candle with dual flame, willingly burning in both the present life and the afterlife concurrently.

She falls in love with all created things, flowing her blood through the veins of love, diffusing her genes across different realms.

She lives a life that deserves to be returned to the Creator.

She captures the essence of the entire world within a small grain of sand and finds Heaven in a simple wildflower so that when she eventually departs from earthly life, she can carry the world in her pocket and Heaven in the palm of her hand.

She becomes a flower in a field, leading the divine nightingale to find her.

She transforms into numerous eyes, akin to a narcissus flower, leading the all-seeing Eye, the Extended Eye, the Eye of the Beloved, to locate her.

She sings a breathtaking sonnet, prompting the Extended Voice to join in and sing with her.

She defies the laws of nature by walking on water, leading the miracle maker to find her.

She is overwhelmed by the strength of her love for the Beloved, leading her to pale complexion and turning her into a mere reflection of the idealized woman she adored, the Gypsy Moth.

She desires to relinquish her youthful looks in order to be embraced by death and don the colorless attire of death in order to attain a state of nonexistence in the presence of her Beloved…

But, alas, and a hundred thousand alases that doubt throws her back to where she started, the valley of confusion, where her lingering doubt acts as a miller wheel, crushing her dreams and blending them with her tears, making bread dough for the occupants of Hell, slaughtering her from within…where an unknown element lever-like within her, trimming and reshaping her soul, causes her heart to turn around the mountains of sadness, tearing her apart.

In her moment of despair, she beckons the Gypsy Moth, pleading for assistance, asking: ’Why do the wheeler mills of the within keep spinning, crushing dreams to make bread dough for the occupants of Hell? Tell me who possesses the vast expanse of sorrowful mountains? Who is running the current of pain beneath the skins? Who is turning the wheels of the valleys of happiness? Who do they belong to? Who owns the vineyards? Who do the wine warehouses belong to? Who is turning sour grape juice into delicious wine? Who do those abandoned gardens with thorns belong to? Who sets a love trap for mankind?

‘Who is responsible for igniting flames and directing the flow of water? Who bears the responsibility for both generating and obliterating black holes? Who is giving feet to humans and wings to birds? Ah…I’m in pain… Why is sadness emerging from me, instead of joy?’

As she stops speaking, instead of Gypsy Moth, she hears a voice from within her, telling her: ‘You are akin to an ungodly captain whose ship is slowly sinking due to a small hole that is not being addressed.’

She asks what the ungodly captain means, and the inner voice explains: ‘The ungodly captain is an impatient captain that rushes through his tasks, making time seem to drag on for him, complaining.’

After implying that it seems as though time is gradually draining her vitality out of her, she takes a deep breath, posing these questions to her inner voice: ‘Can you provide me with information about my actual identity? Am I an arrow without a target, or an arrow lacking a bow, or a bow without an archer? Am I a forgotten kiss or am I a yearning mouth in search of a kiss? Who am I really representing?’

Her inner voice interrupts her, suggesting: ‘Speaking less will improve your listening skills. I suggest that you be patient and allow your intuition to awaken and fully understand the significance of being in such proximity to the World Cup.’

She asks: ‘Where the “World Cup” is located?’

The inner voice answers: ’It is in the space beyond the gloomy clouds, the pessimistic thoughts.

’Behold! You are at the gate of the World Cup, where the true sun, God, is longing for your sincere eye contact. His ear anticipating your love ballad. His falconers focus completely on hunting you down. His heart both gives and seeks love in you. His true lovers, His winemakers, make sweet wine for you. His light searches for a lantern, your soul. His sacred being is in search of a sacred soul, which is you. His cup longs for the tears of happiness, your tears. His rose garden begs for your heavenly perfume. His sacred seal wants to keep your tongue captive and your heart open.

’His holy blade hovers menacingly, ready to sever the grip of selfishness from your mind. His sacred dot is crafting, reshaping your soul. His holy hand is constructing and destroying thrones and crowns, and placing them upon weeping willow trees in the sky to teach you a lesson. His devoted caretakers are sowing the seeds of celestial bodies in your mind and soul. His spring of the Holy Water is reflecting your wounded image. His heavenly peacock is observing you with its numerous eyes and envisioning limitless opportunities for you. His holy sailor is ready to sail you through rough waters and teach you how to walk on the water.

’His divine trimmer is carefully sculpting yourself and your temple, body, allowing your body to become lighter than clouds, and yourself weightless as air.

‘Behold! His sacred fingers extending, diligently combing your hair!’

As the inner voice falls silent, she finds herself at the gate of the third valley of her heart.




Penning…


Q: Tell me about life and death and rebirth.

A: Life is the raw, unfiltered emotions. Death is filtered emotions. Rebirth is altered, refined emotions.

Q: What serves as a force in the cycle of life, death, and rebirth?

A: The essence of movement, servitude.

Q: Why servitude?

A: Raw emotions can only be filtered and refined and renewed and transformed through the process of servitude.

Q: What does death mean in a spiritual journey?

A: Death in a spiritual journey means the intentional self-sacrifices made for everlasting life and rebirth, which are beautifully depicted through captivating tales and legends.

Q: What is the starting point and conclusion of a spiritual journey?

A: The beginning of this journey is at the moment of birth and it continues indefinitely. Spiritual journey is akin to rotating a mirror in various angles, producing a shadowy form from the invisible reality, while the physical body remains motionless, devoid of pain or pleasure, completely unresponsive to external influences, silently observing the vacant dwelling of the soul.

Q: Tell me about love.

A: Love is the blood of a white nightingale that falls little by little onto roses, making them smile.

Love is a candle that when it becomes entirely aflame, has no shadow.

Love can be concealed beneath the tomb of azure hue made from the dust of lovers.

Love is a power that can both construct and dismantle.

Love is a mysterious and sacred phenomenon that can also be self-destructive, inflicting harm upon those who encounter it.

Love possesses the power to both initiate tempests and subsequently resolve them.

Love acts in a conflicting manner, just like the juxtaposition of ice being set ablaze and fire bringing a chilling sensation simultaneously.

Love is a combination of the strength of a hammer with the softness and sweetness of milk and honey.

Love’s companion is love itself.

Love is its own worst enemy.

Love is a sacrificial lamb that actively seeks sacrificial lambs.

Those who revolve around love, everything that revolves around love will revolve around them as well.

Those who center their lives around love will find that love also centers itself around them.

The wonders of love are hidden in the sincere tears shed by passionate seekers of love.

Those who are consumed by love and move to tears and laughter exclusively by love will realize that walking on water is not a real miracle; instead, the miracle lies in the river of their tears that flow beneath their feet and in the echoes of their laughter in the mountains.

Those who do not fully embrace love will struggle to establish and maintain a connection with the Beloved and all that is associated with Him, resulting in being consumed by their own grief.

Love is the only element that its absence testifies to its existence.

Q: What about light?

A: Light does not belong to the west nor to the east.

Light is the most exquisite element that extends across and penetrates the coarsened clay of the physical form.

Light’s companion is its reflection in a mirror and on the rippling surface of water.

Light’s worst enemy is solid walls.

Light is the only element that its presence testifies to its existence.

Q: Tell me about human beings.

A: Pen down their tales:

People heard the sound of someone in distress, however, as they were unable to locate the person, they called out loudly, asking: ‘Where are you?’

And they listened as he proclaimed: ‘I am in the exact place that God intends for me to be!’

They asked: ‘If that’s the case, what is the reason behind your expressions of anguish and outpouring distress?’

He responded, saying: ‘I am conveying the pain and sadness that He feels!’

They asserted that God does not vocalize His sadness.

He said: ‘He expresses His sufferings through His lovers’ voice.’

They inquired: ‘How did you arrive at the destination that was in line with what God wanted?’

He responded: ‘I faced great conflicts and challenges until I came across a calm and righteous spirit, a flawless mirror, in which I saw my authentic self, looking into the eyes of the Mirror Holder, asking, “Is this the countenance that contains every countenance? Is this the core that contains all the griefs? Are these the eyes that contain the vast oceans of tears? Are these the hands that encompass every single hand?”. And the Mirror Holder exclaimed: “Indeed, they are…”.’

The audience interrupted him, asking: ‘Who was the Mirror Holder?’

He responded: ‘I didn’t know then, but I know it now, it was God’s Covenant on earth.’

They inquired about what occurred afterward.

He answered: ‘He guided me through a vast sea of weeping until I found myself in the formidable presence of God, the sun. For a brief moment, I experienced a fraction of the sun’s sadness, filling me with overwhelming emotion and guiding me toward my ultimate destination chosen by God.’

Prior to releasing him, they asked about his activities in his concealed whereabouts, aside from weeping and grieving. He responded by stating: ‘I am sowing the seeds of the heavenly domain within humans hearts.’

They inquired about the divine seeds, to which he explained: ‘They are the seeds of God’s Covenant that I am now planting into your hearts.’

They ceased to inquire and allowed him to fulfill his predetermined fate.

Penning…

The residents of an unfamiliar town observed an unfamiliar individual, weeping in the town square,

And they inquired about his physical discomfort,

And he declared that he felt no physical pain,

And they pondered whether there was a reason for the tears streaming down his face,

And he conveyed that tears were streaming down his face due to the consequence of the anguish and challenges that he had suffered in this intricate network of events, the physical reality,

And they asked why it was beneficial to cry at that particular moment,

And he explained that his tears were cleansing his soul and uplifting him to a divine state,

And they asked if he, being a sacred person, could perform the act of walking on fire,

And he rose and instead of walking on fire, began to walk on a river of his own tears that streamed beneath his feet,

And they inquired about why he walks on his tears,

And he replied that his tears are purifying flame,

And they inquired about his ability to walk on the fiery river,

And he replied that he relied on a walking stick,

And they claimed that there was no cane to be seen,

And he indicated that love is his cane!

And they no longer interrogated him, uncertain of whether he was a lover, or a beloved—the cane itself.

Penning…

The artist talked about how their artwork highlights the intricate beauty of both their faith and scientific beliefs.

The audience questioned: ‘Describe how artwork, which reflects the beauty of the artist’s faith, plays a role in a world that is uncertain and constantly changing.’

In reply, the artist articulated: ‘Artwork is an active faith combined with an active science. When an artist’s faith aligns with God’s visible beauty, a dynamic field of a faith that is engaged and an active science that is always in motion will be created…’

They interrupted him and questioned: ‘What do you mean by an active science? Aren’t all sciences active?’

He responded, stating: ‘Indeed they are, but the active science I refer to silently communicates with its audience through the universal language of joy and informative transmission, appealing to viewers, listeners, and readers alike.’

They requested: ‘Provide us with a few examples.’

To which he responded: ‘A valuable gem displayed on a ring and a captivating artwork showcased in a museum are able to enchant their audience with their beauty and the artistic details in their making. These pieces embody the mysterious essence of the artist’s faith as well his knowledge.’

They commented: ‘On the various ways faith expresses itself across the globe.’

He asserted: ’We are all the visible artistic works of the Great Artist, God, on this watery expanse, expressing our faith through our physical forms, actions, and thoughts.

‘Those who dedicate their lives to their beliefs are comparable to a masterpiece. A prayer, recited with deep love and commitment, can be seen as a form of artistic expression. The conflicts that emerge when one’s faith clashes with one’s selfish desires are the ultimate works of art.’

The audience ceased to question the artist, reflecting on the notion that humanity would eventually become extremely bored without artwork.

Penning…

A mystic who had consumed the sacred wine found himself in a vineyard. In that place, he observed a group of knowers diligently gathering and preserving fully ripe grapes in a receptacle. Intrigued, he approached them and inquired: ‘May I inquire why not indulge in the heavenly wine and get intoxicated instead of settling for grape juice wine?’

Wisemen asked: ‘What is the divine wine?’

Mystic: ‘The divine wine is the juice extracted from the tree of love.’

Wisemen: ‘How did you acquire this knowledge?’

Mystic: ‘I possess this knowledge because I am deeply influenced by it.’

Wisemen: ‘Where can we find the tree of love?’

Mystic: ‘The tree of love can be found within the heavenly garden.’

Wisemen: ‘Can you tell us the location of the garden of Heaven?’

Mystic: ‘The garden of Heaven can be found where the tree of love is situated, in the human heart.’

Wisemen: ‘If you are intoxicated by the spiritual wine, what brings you to this vineyard?’

Mystic: ‘I fully drank the essence of love from the tree of love and delved deep into its roots, only to find bitterness and suffering. Seeking relief, I ended up in this vineyard to drink the soothing wine made from grapes.’

Wisemen: ‘Why do you seek the remedy for your pain in grape juice wine?’

Mystic: ‘I’m not seeking a cure for my pain, I simply wish to momentarily escape it.’

Wisemen: ‘Both you and we experience the same suffering brought on by the pain of love, and we have both sought solace in this vineyard, consuming grape wine to escape our suffering. Therefore, there is no distinction between you and us!’

Mystic: ’Yes, there is! I arrived at this vineyard in an intoxicated state, while you arrived here sober!

‘You knew where you’re going, I didn’t!’

Penning…

During a social gathering, a woman was requested to speak about the role and status of women. The woman, who had experienced pain caused by men, expressed: ’Women are exquisite beings, yet when their inner beauty becomes apparent externally, men often label them as witches and subject them to cruel actions such as being burned at the stake or thrown into a well. Women embody the purity and grace of a white dove, but when they assert their independence and take flight, men become like eagles chasing after them. And when women seek solace in the waters, they are as adaptable and resilient as ducks, men become relentless water-dogs in their pursuit.

‘And when they go to a wilderness to hide, like a rabbit, men turn into greyhounds, hunting them. And when they escape the daylight, like a butterfly, to seek solace in the darkness of night, men, like spiders, trap them in their webs…’

The guests interjected, expressing that her words described the conditions of certain men, rather than the position of women.

The woman stated: ‘It is now fitting to talk about the position of women because having mentioned the hardships and suffering I personally experienced due to men, I am now able to address the status of women.’

She stopped briefly, inhaled deeply, and began speaking: ‘Women possess immense strength comparable to a lion and exude gentleness akin to the softness of pigeons’ breasts.

’Women’s goodness remains unknown like a book waiting to be read until they are truly understood and appreciated.

’Women dream their own music, and their musical compositions consist solely of their love, sighs, and moans.

‘Women dance ’to’ their own music.

’Women are like a red apple that reveals its sweetness only when it is tasted.

’Women are the path whose destination and importance are not known till they are taken and appreciated.

’Women are the cupbearers who offer their life force to others instead of wine.

’Women are like a mysterious dark horse, galloping through the night while finding joy and warmth during the daytime.

’Women’s hair dances in rhythm with the moon’s illuminated hair, the moonlight.

’Women’s source of knowledge is their deep emotional intelligence.

’Women seek the true Beloved within the hearts of their lovers.

’Women are the mysterious nightly creatures who are haunted by the logic of the daytime.

’Women’s remedy for the pain and hardship is not consuming grape juice wine or turning into the men’s house of wine, their remedy consists of the nourishing wine and love that rejuvenate their spirits and transform their body into a sacred sanctuary.

’Women can be compared to water, since similar to water, they assume a liquid and agile form within standard temperatures and pressures, yet solidifies in freezing conditions and transforms into vapor when exposed to high temperatures.

‘Women, similar to water, have an irresistible allure that comes from the combination of two heavenly fiery qualities: love and sacrifice.’

The woman became quiet and the men felt remorse for their inquiry.

Penning…

They asked a man: ‘What is your identity?’

He responded: ‘I am a man of great silent wisdom, the wisdom that is concealed by a serene stillness.’

He was inquired about his occupation.

He responded: ‘My job is to strengthen the minds of the ignorant.’

They asked: ‘How does a silent wisdom or a wisdom wrapped in stillness make ignorants wise?’

The man of great wisdom stated: ‘It is the quiet wisdom that can silence those who speak without understanding, the ignorants.’

They inquired: ‘If you possess wisdom, inform us of the identity of a poet.’

He expressed: ‘A poet is a silence filled with heartfelt emotions. The poet’s silence is akin to the graceful flight of a bird or the ascent of the moon in the sky, that as they soar silently, yet their impact is felt all around.’

They inquired about whether or not poets have the gift of prophecy.

He responded: ‘They do not, yet a true poet is one whose sincere heart holds the profound teachings of prophets from various eras and embraces the unspoken cries of prophets, their silent sighs, and transforms them into rhythmic verses.’

They asked: ‘What do you mean by the silent sighs?’

He replied: ‘I am referring to the sighs that can only be felt by those with sensitive hearts and souls.’

They inquired: ‘How can you be so sure that true poets embrace the silent sighs of the prophets of God?’

He responded: ‘I am confident because whenever I immerse myself in the emotional appeals of the poets, their words and creations, I sympathize with the messengers of God.’

They inquired: ‘What about reciting prayers and repeating the Words of God?’

He responded: ‘Those who engage in contemplation, while repeating the Words of God, can be considered genuine poets.’

They asked: ‘What about musicians? Are silent sighs also recorded by them?’

He said: ‘They do! That is the reason why musicians consider their music to be a form of vocal prayer.’

They asked: ‘What about dancers?’

He said: ‘They do too! The dancer views dance as a quiet and spiritual act of worship, a silent form of prayer, conveyed through the dance’s movements on a dance floor, the dancer’s prayer rug, the dancer’s own body.’

They asked: ‘Where is the poet’s prayer rug?’

He responded: ‘The poet’s heart is the sacred rug of prayer, akin to the magical Carpet of Solomon.’

They commented: ‘The poet’s heart is not as magnificent as the mythical Carpet of Solomon.’

He declared: ‘Yes, it is! Because it elevates souls to a more advanced state of being.’

They asked: ‘What about painters’ prayer rug?’

He responded: ‘Painters are like nocturnal birds; their prayer rug is nature and the hidden beauty it holds.’

They asked: ‘What is the difference between a poet and a knower?’

He declared: ‘A poet depends on the unknown, a knower depends on the known. Poet desires suffering, knower desires healing. Poet sacrifices his blood, knower sacrifices sweat. Poet is akin to a delicate violet flower, surrendering to the warmth and guidance of the sun, knower resembles a sunflower, actively seeking the sun’s illumination by turning his face toward it. Poet’s intelligence stems from heart, knower’s intelligence originates from the head, placing a greater emphasis on logical thinking and analysis.’

They inquired: ‘What about the distinction between the intellect of the mind and the wisdom of the heart?’

He claimed: ‘Mind’s intelligence is bestowed, heart’s intelligence is acquired through pain and suffering.’

They asked: ‘Tell us more about yourself.’

He said: ‘Now I am an epitome of silence, I have nothing to say!’

They asked: ‘Why not?’

He said: ‘Keep in mind that I possess wisdom. To address your inquiries, I had to divert my attention from the Source of Wisdom, the true sun, and as a result, I now feel devoid of wisdom.’

He was allowed to leave.

Penning…

When inquired about the identities of two unfamiliar strangers, a knowledgeable man provided the following response:

They came into this world together,

They shared a life together,

They danced together,

They dismantled the darkness together,

They fell down together,

They cried together,

They laughed together,

They ignited together,

They underwent the ritual of fire and water together,

They observed the love affair between the sun and the full moon together,

They envisioned a grander dream together,

They experienced the euphoria and intensity of being in love together,

They experienced the joy and pain of togetherness,

But alas! It was their thoughts that ultimately caused them to become strangers and go their separate ways.

Penning…

Oh, my dear sister! When you fell ill, I fervently pleaded with you not to depart, not realizing that I was essentially trying to impede the escape of a fragile being, withholding a small droplet of water from uniting with the vast ocean, and depriving a match of its cherished flame.

I was endeavoring to bind your physical existence with my prayers, thus hindering your journey toward your most important destiny.

Nevertheless, my prayers turned your last sigh, your breath, into wings that transported you to the heavenly realm, and I wept and prayed even harder, until you returned to me as a gentle spring breeze, stirring the air in your vacant room, giving me solace that you are only a breath away.

Penning…

They asked a woman: ‘What season were you born in?’

She said: ‘I was born in the Summer of Eternal Growth.’

They asked: ‘What do you mean by the Summer of Eternal Growth?’

She responded: ‘I am referring to a summer, during which the chilly ground, meadows, forests, and rivers transformed into magnificent visions. When Guardian Angel, the celestial protector of the divine teachings of all ages, was establishing a new civilization on earth, and everything alive was willing to offer up their breath, life, and become the very ground on which he trod.’

They remarked: ‘We do not observe a new civilization forming on the planet.’

She responded: ‘You may not visually perceive it, as the pillars of this civilization, its belief system, lies in the core beliefs that are held deeply within your hearts, as opposed to being solely driven by logical reasoning.’

They asked: ‘What happened to you following the Summer of Eternal Growth?’

She recounted: ’One evening, a gust of autumn wind swept over me and stole away my soul. At that moment, I felt compelled to bury my lifeless self, but the Guardian Angel offered me a towering ladder and instructed me to ascend a rooftop and cry out, pleading with God to infuse me with a fresh essence, a new soul.

‘It was a moonlit night when I ascended the ladder to the rooftop, where I perched myself and fervently prayed to God until I eventually dozed off and had a peculiar dream…’

They stopped her abruptly and questioned: ‘What are you trying to say about climbing a tall ladder to the rooftop? God is not up there, on the rooftop!’

She released a sigh before speaking, saying: ‘A tall ladder represents the divine teachings of God, while the rooftop symbolizes the realm between the spiritual realm and the physical world, the foggy realm.’

She fell silent and they requested that she kept speaking, so she spoke: ‘In my dream, gentle winds from the heavens gracefully moved amidst the oak and cypress trees, creating a divide between them, preventing their growth from being overshadowed by one another…’

They interrupted her again, asking: ‘The breezes which blow between trees, separating them from each other, are not heavenly!’

She exclaimed: ‘The breezes, which allow trees to flourish under the sun instead of being overshadowed by one another, preserving their original essence intact, are divine.’

They asked her to explain the sequence of events in her dream, and she replied: ’The swirling holy winds brought forth a tree ablaze, which sprouted limbs and began its journey, following the sun’s path. In its movement, all elements of the sky and earth that align with the sun, including the air, began to pursue the fiery tree.

‘Upon awakening, even though I didn’t know what I knew or what I wanted, a divine force infused me with a fresh vitality, transforming me into a vibrant entity resembling a blazing tree that emanates an intense fervor in its movements.’

They asked: ‘What made you realize that you looked like a walking tree?’

She explained: ‘When I felt a sense of joy and purpose in moving upward, much like a tree stretching out toward the sunlight, and I sensed that the entire universe, including the air and revered Kaaba and the sun, is revolving around me…’

Once more, they interrupted her, saying: ‘Are you crazy? The universe and the air and the Kaaba and the sun do not revolve around anyone or anything!’

She responded: ‘When the driving force behind your joyful movements is the essence of movement, servitude, they will revolve around you!’

They said: ‘You are motionless, standing here with us.’

She responded: ‘Even though I look like a motionless shadow cast by the sun, a woman, since the driving force behind my movements is servitude, I am moving at such a rapid pace that it cannot be seen with the naked eye.’

They asked: ‘If you are ablaze, why you wouldn’t set fire to both your own bark and ours?’

She responded: ‘The fire that consumes me carries a similar intensity as sunlight; it initially offers warmth, but eventually scorches.’

They exclaimed: ‘You are out of your mind!’

She stated: ‘How could I embrace the force of nature, fire, without breaking free from the confines of my rational thinking!’

No inquiries were made!

Penning…

In the wee hours of the morning, a street cleaner noticed a lady seated in the corner of the town square, shedding tears. The lady pleaded with the cleaner to take a break and join her, but the cleaner explained his responsibilities and how he needed to fulfill them. The woman proceeded to engage in an argument, asserting that the cleaner himself held far more importance than just collecting garbage that he himself didn’t spread.

The street-sweeper reluctantly gave in and took a seat next to the woman, as he expressed: ‘My dear, the work I do holds great importance. The reason why people can enjoy the fresh air in this town square is because I collect the trash every day and make sure it doesn’t spread. Now can you explain the reason for your tears to me?’

The woman: ‘I feel sorrowful because I am unknown and unacknowledged by anyone in the heart of this town, town square. Consequently, when I pass away, there will be no remembrance of me.’

The sweeper: ‘No one recognizes you because you’re new around here.’

The woman: ‘I have been residing here for quite a while.’

The sweeper: ‘But…’

The woman: ‘I understand that you didn’t notice me here because you were focused on collecting trash.’

The sweeper: ‘I constantly have my job on my mind.’

The woman: ‘Then please leave me be and focus on your thoughts.’

The sweeper: ‘Don’t get upset; tell me about yourself.’

The woman: ‘My story is lengthy.’

The sweeper: ‘Listening to people’s life stories is part of my job too.’

The woman: ‘Let me tell you that I am not the image your eyes perceive. I am not composed of dust and water; my composition consists of air, breath, and life-giving water.’

The sweeper interrupted her, saying: ‘We all come from the dust and return to dust. You are running away from yourself, deceiving yourself, fantasizing.’

The woman: ‘I am not escaping from who I am; instead, my breath and the essential sustenance of life are fleeing from my deepest longing: love.’

The sweeper: ‘Why?’

The woman: ‘By avoiding and running away from what I desire the most, their longing intensifies, compelling me to experience countless variations of lives.’

The sweeper: ‘How does avoiding what you want the most compel you to experience countless different lives?’

The woman: ‘Allow me to illustrate with an instance. There are innumerable wells on the planet earth. Those who do not settle for the water from the first thousand wells have experienced a thousand different lives before finding contentment in quenching their thirst. People who refuse to settle for the first option they come across have likely lived many different lives before finding satisfaction in what they truly desire.’

The sweeper: ‘Tell me which lives you imagine experiencing.’

The woman: ‘I want to observe the lives of the entire universe reflected in the timeless mirror.’

The sweeper: ‘Could you please explain what you mean when you say “timeless mirror”?’

The woman: ‘I am referring to the celestial eye, the sky eye, the third eye; the eye that absorbs light and flourishes in light, and through light, comprehends the truth of everything.’

The sweeper: ‘Where is this eye located?’

The woman: ‘It is situated in the area that absorbs light more than any other part of the body.’

The sweeper: ‘The location for absorption light should be the forehead!’

The woman: ‘If the only part of your body that takes in light is your forehead, then it must be located there.’

The sweeper: ‘Where is yours?’

The woman: At times, it resides in my mind, at times in my heart; it varies based on the condition of my heart and mind!’

The sweeper: ‘What draws light toward the third eye?’

The woman: ‘The essence of motion, servitude!’

The sweeper: ‘How does the timeless mirror, the third eye, serve humans?’

The woman: ‘Mirrors can be considered humanity’s most trustworthy attendant since they faithfully depict individuals with complete accuracy, free from any prejudice or evaluation, showing them just as they are. The third eye faithfully reflects the genuine essence of its master and those in their midst.’

The sweeper: ‘Explain the other lives you wish to experience.’

The woman: ‘I desire to have a rural lifestyle akin to that of a farmer…’

The sweeper interrupted her, asking: ‘Why a farmer?’

The woman: ‘Because I am told that the realm of Heaven resembles a mustard seed, and if this seed is planted in a field, despite its minuscule size, it will thrive and transform into a tree, providing a dwelling for celestial birds on its branches.’

The sweeper: ‘Anything else you desire?’

The woman: ‘I long to experience the life of divine birds, the birds that soar through the ocean rather than the sky.’

The sweeper: ‘Why don’t they fly in the sky?’

The woman: ‘Because they use their feathers to sweep away the dust on the surface of the ocean.’

The sweeper: ‘Anything else you desire?’

The woman: ‘I yearn to live the life of a majestic goldfish floating in the air freely rather than the life of a fish swimming in the sea.’

The sweeper: ‘Why not swim in the sea?’

The woman: ‘Because I desire to instruct the heavenly birds on the art of swimming!’

The sweeper: ‘Is there anything else you desire?’

The woman: ‘I wish to experience the life of a sad mermaid dwelling in the vast ocean.’

The sweeper: ‘Why sad mermaid?’

The woman: ‘Because sadness holds the interest of the mighty Lonely Sailor, God.’

The sweeper acknowledged with a nod, and the woman proceeded to speak further, expressing her desire to experience the existence of a crimson star on the sharp brink of darkness.

And the sweeper inquired: ‘For what reason on the sharp brink of darkness?’

The woman: ‘Because there, I am able to radiate with greater brightness.’

The street-sweeper gestured toward the woman’s flowing silver hair and remarked: ‘In my eyes, you resemble a radiant silver moon, the moon that ties her hair to the bubbling springs in the early morning when the sky is dusky and both wolf and ewe quench their thirst from the same source.’

The woman: ‘I do not resemble a mere silver moon! I am a celestial gem, seeking a decrepit place to conceal myself in.’

The sweeper: ‘What is the reason for your desire to conceal yourself?’

The woman: ‘I prefer hiding because when I’m seen, people perceive me as virtual, lacking authenticity!’

The sweeper: ‘What other aspirations do you have?’

The woman: ‘I aspire to be a genuine seeker and experience the intoxicating nectar of the divine, the sacred wine.’

The sweeper: ‘What is your interpretation of the term “sacred wine”? Wine is simply fermented grape juice and cannot be considered divine!’

The woman: ‘Rotten grape juice wine destroys the moods of this world and the next. Divine wine is the ardent prayer that the truthful souls drink, instead of reciting it. This prayer has the power to mesmerize both earthly beings and departed souls in the afterlife.’

The sweeper: ‘How can one drink a prayer rather than simply reciting it aloud?’

The woman replied: ‘A genuine seeker is like a flute that absorbs the essence of its musician. In this situation, the sincere seeker drinks the saliva of the Great Player, who is God, as his divine wine, spiritual offering, and prayer.’

The sweeper inhaled deeply and questioned: ‘Since you possess knowledge, why are you disoriented and bewildered, akin to a speck of dust trapped in a tornado?’

The woman expressed: ‘My feelings are disoriented and upset because my deeds and achievements in life have diminished. I feel overwhelmed by the broken promises and regrets that have made my tears bitter, causing once lively springs to become stagnant wells.’

The sweeper, oblivious to the twists and turns of a woman’s heart and the complexities of her emotions and his own spiritual standing, uttered a heartfelt prayer for her before continuing to tidy up the mess that was not of his making and experienced a sweet flavor on his palate, reminiscent of sacred wine, that left him feeling both sweet and intoxicated throughout the day.

He led a life of genuine seeker, the kind of life that the woman desired to have.

Penning…

A worried woman, caught in the veils of uncertainties, turned to a spiritual guide who urged her to quickly move through them.

To which she responded: ’How can I navigate through the veils of uncertainties, as each veil filled with countless threads, and each thread holds numerous secrets, and each secret contains endless wisdom, and each wisdom holds numerous passionate hearts, and each burning passionate heart contains numerous hidden sunless realms, and each sunless realm holds countless blind spots, and each blind spot holds numerous sorrows, and each sorrow contains countless stories, and each story contains countless inks, and each ink covers numerous books, and each book contains numerous tales and legends, harboring countless faces.

‘And each face represents countless smiles and tears, and each smile and each drop of tears represent countless reasons, and each reason contains countless lines, and each line contains countless dots, and each dot holds numerous atoms, and each atom contains a sun?’

The spiritual man let out a sigh and spoke: ‘If you align your will with the Will of Absolute, rather than your own, He will tear down the veils and lift you up and out of the trap.’

The woman inquired about the concept of the Absolute, to which he responded by explaining: ‘The Absolute refers to God, who created you with absolute certainty.’

The woman asked: ‘If God has made me with complete certainty, then who is responsible for creating doubt and uncertainty in my life?’

The spiritual: ‘You are!’

Penning…

A little girl inquired of her father: ‘How are you connected to me?’

The father responded: ‘You are a tear that I shed and planted in the pure soil.’

She asked her mother the same question and her mother replied: ‘You are a precious seed that was planted in the garden of my heart.’

The little girl inquired about her own identity, asking: ‘Who am I?’

Her mother expressed: ‘You are a young plant growing in the garden of my heart.’

She inquired about the identity of the individual responsible for tending to the garden, the gardener.

Her mother answered: ‘It is the divine Gardener, God.’

The young girl inquired about the source of the water in the garden.

Her mother answered: ‘The water comes from the tears shed by the divine Gardener.’

She inquired: ‘In what way do God’s tears trickle through the garden of your heart?’

Her mother replied: ‘Through my own two eyes.’

The young girl inquired about the source of the garden’s illumination and heat.

Her father expressed: ‘They originate from the affection of the divine Gardener.’

The little girl: ‘How?’

Her father replied: ‘Through me!’

The young girl inquired about the distinctions between the love of a father and that of a mother.

Her father and mother both responded by saying that while the father’s love burns fiercely, the mother’s love is calming and nurturing.

That day, she witnessed the unveiling of the secret concealed within her father’s punishment and her mother’s forgiveness.

Penning…

An exhausted woman, indulging in her pessimistic thoughts, sat in the sunny corner of the town square, observing the hustle and bustle of passersby until darkness rained down on her and, like a cloak, enveloped her worn-out body.

As she was about to fall asleep, she briefly saw her mother’s face in the mirror that seemed to transcend time, the timeless mirror, the third eye.

As she saw the look on her mother’s face, her legs trembled and her heart raced, causing the ground to shake beneath her.

At sunrise, as the first rays of light touched her and she prepared to enjoy the warmth, an invisible power suddenly took hold of her and carried her across great distances, instructing her to kiss all living beings, whether they be people, animals, elements of nature, or celestial bodies.

She quickly obeyed and kissed them all, feeling a sudden release from the dark thoughts that were weighing her down. However, as the mysterious force vanished, she couldn’t help but feel frustrated and let out a shout: ‘What have I done wrong? Why am I losing light?’

The response emanated directly from a voice within, proclaiming: ‘Light escapes from pessimistic ideas. Abandon these thoughts!’

The woman: ‘My thoughts are the only companions I have.’

The inner voice: ‘It is your thoughts that doubt the existence of light in darkness, making you tired and disoriented.’

The woman: ‘There is no light in the darkness.’

The inner voice: ‘Yes, it is! It is the light within you!’

The woman: ‘Can you please explain what you are referring to as the “inner light”?’

The inner voice: ‘I am referring to the illumination that comes from within your soul.’

The woman: ‘Ask the sun to illuminate the path ahead so that I may discover it.’

The sun: ‘You haven’t misplaced your physical self to uncover it within the sun’s radiance, you have misplaced your inner radiance.’

The woman sighed and exclaimed: ‘Please, reveal my true identity!’

The inner voice: ’You are a blend of both light and darkness in your being. You are a feminine planet, a full moon, teeming with the sunlight. You are a cup, teeming with the sacred wine, and a nurturing womb, teeming with the life-giving essence of blessed crimson cells, your very blood, ensuring the legacy of future generations.

‘You represent femininity, the enigmatic essence of the night, much like a glowing moon. Therefore, what you need is a light that comes from within.’

The woman: ‘All three, the complete moon, cup, and womb require the illumination of an outsider’s light in order to achieve fulfillment.’

The inner voice: ’Even though sunlight shines on the entire spherical shape of the moon, it is the moon’s inner light that gives
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