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Bismillah Rahmaneh Rahim…
In the name of Allah, the Compassionate, the Merciful…
*******

All projects, endeavors and journeys in the Middle East, as well as each section of the Koran, begin with the words … Bismillah Rahmaneh Rahim.   All life to a Moslem, and especially to a Sufi mystic, begins and ends with Allah.  Allah, God, is the Beloved; mankind is the Lover, and the process is Love.  This mystical journey through the veils of illusion back to the Beloved is rigorous and demanding, and takes us through the darkest night of ego death into the soul’s resurrection in Light and Unity and Love. 
With this in mind, I would like to begin this talk on Sufi Mysticism with a prayer from the Prophet Mohammed:
Give Me Light

O God, give me light in my heart and light in my tongue and light in my hearing and light in my seeing and light in my feeling and light in every part of my body and light before me and light behind me. Give me, I beg you, light on my right hand and light on my left hand and light above me and light beneath me.  
O Lord, make light grow within me and give me light … and illuminate me.




                                            ---The Prophet

Islam, like Christianity in the 3rd World, is not just “religion” that you do on Fridays or Sundays or Holy Days, but is intimately connected to all aspects of daily life.  Even before dawn, you are awakened by the battling cries of the neighborhood chanters calling the faithful to prayer.  5 to 7 times each day you stop whatever you’re doing, ritually cleanse, spread your prayer rug and pray.  How you dress, what you can eat,  how you act, with whom you may associate and even what kind of work you can do are all overseen by the laws of Islam.  Your days off and vacations are also often related to the Holy Days and Religious Pilgrimages of Islam.  The word Moslem means one who surrenders.  In Islam, it is one who surrenders to the Will of Allah.  

But, Islam, just like all of the organized religions in the world including Buddhism, Christianity, Judaism and Hinduism, tends to translate the Word into Law and thereby often loses the Spirit of the Word at its core.  The fanatical side (of any religion) makes obeying the Laws all important.  The liberal side often dilutes any conscious understanding into unconscious superficial reiterations of the Word, devoid of any deeply personal meaning.  It’s the spiritual mystics of all the spiritual traditions who help us remember and re-embrace the true meaning of the Spirit of the Word.  Desert tradition Sufi mystics such as Rumi, Shabastari, Kabir, and Saadi blatantly expose those heavily veiled secrets of the deeper Spirit of the Word, and undauntingly lead us along a path of returning to unity with the Beloved. 



This way of passion, the path to spiritual unity, has 4 stages: The Call, Be a Lover, Ordeal, and Union.

“‘The Call’ is dedicated to the beauties, glories, trials, and demands of the first stage of the Path, the stage of Awakening, and to the necessary commitments to prayer and spiritual discipline that alone can deepen its truth in the seeker’s being.”   These poems sum up this phase:
Come, Come, Whoever You Are




Come, come, whoever you are—




Wanderer; worshiper; lover of leaving—




What does it matter?




Ours is not a caravan of despair.




Come, even if you have broken your vows




A hundred times—




Come, come again, come.        










 ---Rumi
The Mystery of Him

What is the most potent in the heart of the mystic while he is at prayer is his awareness of the mystery of Him in whose Presence he is, the power of Him for whom he is looking, and the love of Him who graces him such tender and direct familiarity with Himself.  He is conscious of these until he has finished praying and leaves with a face so transfigured that his friends would not recognize him, because of the awe he feels at the majesty of God.










---Muhasibi





In the ‘Be a Lover’ stage,  the seeker is taken “…into the shrine-room of the Heart, where the supreme secrets of Love and its working on the whole being of the Lover are given and celebrated and where Rumi’s championing of the primacy of the way of longing and passion is opened up in its wisdom and power.”   We are not the prime movers in the search for Love.  Love chooses us.  It is Love that loves us.  All of our trivial efforts to consciousness are meaningless until Love loves us back.  Then, and only then, can we begin to understand the power of Love.  At the moment, when we first truly feel what Love really is, then, the old life of the ego vanishes and transformation has begun.

My God and My Lord





Eyes are at rest, the stars are setting.






Hushed are the stirrings of the birds in their nests,






Of monsters in the ocean.






You are the Just who knows no change,






The Balance that can never swerve,






The Eternal which never passes away.





The doors of Kings are bolted now and guarded by soldiers.






Your Door is open to all who call upon You.






My Lord,






Each love is now alone with his beloved.






And I am alone with You.








---Rabia
Let Me Be Mad

O Incomparable Giver of Life, cut reason loose at last!

Let it wander grey-eyed from vanity to vanity.

Shatter open my skull, pour in it the wine of madness!

Let me be mad, as You; mad with You, with us.

Beyond the sanity of fools is the burning desert

Where Your sun is whirling in every atom:
Beloved, drag me there, let me roast in Perfection!









---Rumi




The stage of ‘Ordeal’ explores “…the nature, price, and demand of the sustained ordeals that always follow on a fervent abandon to Divine Love and prepare the lover for the Great Death, the Annihilation-in-Love, that must occur for the passing-over into Resurrection and Unity-Consciousness to be possible.”  In our journey for Love, we all share the hopes and fears of life.  But after we take away all that we hope and fear for, and remove the ego-self and even life itself, what remains? Only the love of loving Love loving us. Only complete submergence.  Only the consciousness of Consciousness.  Only Love.
The Story of a Raindrop
A raindrop fell from a spring cloud, saw the vastness of the sea for the first time, and was astounded and ashamed.

“What am I next to the sea?” it whispered to itself. “Compared to the sea I am less than nothing, I am as if I didn’t exist at all.”

Moved by the raindrop’s self-contempt, an oyster took it into its heart and Fate so shaped its destiny that eventually the raindrop became a famous royal pearl. It was raised up because it was humble.  It knocked at the door of Annihilation and became at last alive.









---Saadi

Only God

In the marketplace, in the monastery, I saw only God.

In the valley, on the mountaintop, I saw only God.

In the darkness of ordeal I saw Him bright beside me.

In good luck or tragedy, I saw only God.

In prayer, in fasting, in celebration, in contemplation,

In all the glory of the Prophet’s religion, I saw only God.

I did not see “soul” or “body,” “accident” or “substance.”

I did not see “attributes” or “causes,” I saw only God.
I opened wide my eyes and by the blaze of His Face

Everything was lit with vision, and I saw only God.

In the fire of His ecstasy I melted like a candle;

His flames rushed at me from all sides, and I saw only God.

When I looked with my own eyes I saw only myself.

When I came to look with God’s eyes, I saw only God.

I was annihilated by Love and vanished into Nowhere—

Suddenly, I was the All-living One, and saw only God.








  ---Baba Kuhi of Shiraz


And finally Stage 4, ‘Union with the Beloved’.  In Union, the self is gone, alchemically transformed by the miraculous power of Love.  Love, Lover and Beloved are one forever.  The poet Kabir brilliantly summarizes this final phase in his poem…
                               The Story of Love


The story of Love can never be told.

It is the sherbet of the dumb man


Who eats it and smiles silently.


Without any earth and without any seed,


The tree of Divine Love just grows and grows,


Heavy with a million radiant fruits


My Lover picks for me to taste.


The story of Love can never be told.


When I calmed my mind


And entered my heart,


The Love of the Lord


Leapt like a flame within me.


All my old ideas and beliefs


Just blew away like chaff in the wind.

It wasn’t because of anything I am;


It wasn’t because of anything I did;


But only because of Him and His wild, miraculous grace


That I learned at long last the lesson of Love.


My coming and going have ended;


My mind has melted in the Mind.


Don’t ask me to speak any more—


The story of Love can never be told.








---Kabir


Final words of Love belong to Rumi, however.  He beautifully concludes his impassioned journey of the Unity of Love, Lover & Beloved with the poem …

Love is Here



Love is here; it is the blood in my veins, my skin.



I am destroyed; He has filled me with Passion.



His fire has flooded the nerves of my body.



Who am I?  Just my name; the rest is Him.











---Rumi

So, where are you now, seeker, on this passionate Path to Love?  Which phase are you in – The Call, Be a Lover, Ordeal, or Union?  Where ever you are, many blessings on your Path.  And know that Love is with you!
1,779 words

Meditation

So sit back and relax now.  Take a few cleansing breaths to slow your heart and mind.  Let the words of the Sufi Mystics enter and guide you to that place where love, lover & beloved are one.  Open your minds to the chanting of phrase: Bismillah, Rahmaneh Rahim. In the name of God the Compassionate, the Merciful ….   Let these words begin your remembering of the Love you truly are and the precious gift of Peace.  
Love …  Lover…  Beloved…  All that is… the Father and his children together, forever, in Love and Truth.
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