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			Omar Khayyám, the Astronomer-Poet of Persia

			Omar Khayyám was born at Naishápúr in Kho­rassán in the lat­ter half of our Eleventh, and died with­in the first quar­ter of our Twelfth Cen­tu­ry. The slen­der sto­ry of his life is cu­ri­ous­ly twined about that of two oth­er very con­sid­er­able fig­ures in their time and coun­try: one of whom tells the sto­ry of all three. This was Nizám ul Mulk, Vizyr to Alp Ar­slan the son, and Ma­lik Shah the grand­son, of Toghrul Beg the Tar­tar, who had wrest­ed Per­sia from the fee­ble suc­ces­sor of Mah­múd the Great, and found­ed that Seljukian Dy­nasty which fi­nal­ly roused Eu­rope in­to the Cru­sades. This Nizám ul Mulk, in his Wasiy­at—or Tes­ta­ment—which he wrote and left as a memo­ri­al for fu­ture states­men—re­lates the fol­low­ing, as quot­ed in the Cal­cut­ta Re­view, No. 59, from Mirkhond’s His­to­ry of the As­sas­sins.

			
				“One of the great­est of the wise men of Kho­rassán was the Imám Mowaf­fak of Naishápúr, a man high­ly hon­ored and rev­er­enced—may God re­joice his soul: his il­lus­tri­ous years ex­ceed­ed eighty-five, and it was the uni­ver­sal be­lief that ev­ery boy who read the Ko­ran or stud­ied the tra­di­tions in his pres­ence, would as­sured­ly at­tain to hon­or and hap­pi­ness. For this cause did my fa­ther send me from Tús to Naishápúr with Abd-us-samad, the doc­tor of law, that I might em­ploy my­self in study and learn­ing un­der the guid­ance of that il­lus­tri­ous teach­er. To­wards me he ev­er turned an eye of fa­vor and kind­ness, and as his pupil I felt for him ex­treme af­fec­tion and de­vo­tion, so that I passed four years in his ser­vice. When I first came there, I found two oth­er pupils of mine own age new­ly ar­rived, Hakim Omar Khayyám, and the ill-fat­ed Ben Sab­báh. Both were en­dowed with sharp­ness of wit and the high­est nat­u­ral pow­ers; and we three formed a close friend­ship to­geth­er. When the Imám rose from his lec­tures, they used to join me, and we re­peat­ed to each oth­er the lessons we had heard. Now Omar was a na­tive of Naishápúr, while Hasan Ben Sab­báh’s fa­ther was one Ali, a man of aus­tere life and prac­tice, but hereti­cal in his creed and doc­trine. One day Hasan said to me and to Khayyám, ‘It is a uni­ver­sal be­lief that the pupils of the Imám Mowaf­fak will at­tain to for­tune. Now, even if we all do not at­tain there­to, with­out doubt one of us will; what then shall be our mu­tu­al pledge and bond?’ We an­swered, ‘Be it what you please.’ ‘Well,’ he said, let us make a vow, that to whom­so­ev­er this for­tune falls, he shall share it equal­ly with the rest, and re­serve no pre­em­i­nence for him­self.’ ‘Be it so,’ we both replied, and on those terms we mu­tu­al­ly pledged our words. Years rolled on, and I went from Kho­rassán to Tran­sox­i­ana and wan­dered to Ghazni and Kab­ul; and when I re­turned, I was in­vest­ed with of­fice, and rose to be ad­min­is­tra­tor of af­fairs dur­ing the Sul­tanate of Sul­tan Alp Ar­slan.

				“He goes on to state, that years passed by, and both his old school-friends found him out, and came and claimed a share in his good for­tune, ac­cord­ing to the school-day vow. The Vizier was gen­er­ous and kept his word. Hasan de­mand­ed a place in the gov­ern­ment, which the Sul­tan grant­ed at the Vizier’s re­quest; but dis­con­tent­ed with a grad­u­al rise, he plunged in­to the maze of in­trigue of an ori­en­tal court, and, fail­ing in a base at­tempt to sup­plant his bene­fac­tor, he was dis­graced and fell. Af­ter many mishaps and wan­der­ings, Hasan be­came the head of the Per­sian sect of the Is­mail­ians—a par­ty of fa­nat­ics who had long mur­mured in ob­scu­ri­ty, but rose to an evil em­i­nence un­der the guid­ance of his strong and evil will. In AD 1090, he seized the cas­tle of Alamút, in the prov­ince of Rúd­bar, which lies in the moun­tain­ous tract south of the Caspi­an Sea; and it was from this moun­tain home he ob­tained that evil celebri­ty among the Cru­saders as the ‘Old Man of the Moun­tains,’ and spread ter­ror through the Mo­hammedan world; and it is yet dis­put­ed whether the word ‘As­sas­sin,’ which they have left in the lan­guage of mod­ern Eu­rope as their dark memo­ri­al, is de­rived from the hashish, or opi­ate of hemp-leaves (the In­di­an bhang), with which they mad­dened them­selves to the sullen pitch of ori­en­tal des­per­a­tion, or from the name of the founder of the dy­nasty, whom we have seen in his qui­et col­le­giate days, at Naishápúr. One of the count­less vic­tims of the As­sas­sin’s dag­ger was Nizám-ul-Mulk him­self, the old school­boy friend.

				“Omar Khayyám al­so came to the Vizier to claim his share; but not to ask for ti­tle or of­fice. ‘The great­est boon you can con­fer on me,’ he said, ‘is to let me live in a cor­ner un­der the shad­ow of your for­tune, to spread wide the ad­van­tages of Sci­ence, and pray for your long life and pros­per­i­ty.’ The Vizier tells us, that when he found Omar was re­al­ly sin­cere in his re­fusal, he pressed him no fur­ther, but grant­ed him a year­ly pen­sion of 1200 mithkáls of gold from the trea­sury of Naishápúr.

				“At Naishápúr thus lived and died Omar Khayyám, ‘bus­ied,’ adds the Vizier, ‘in win­ning knowl­edge of ev­ery kind, and es­pe­cial­ly in As­tron­o­my, where­in he at­tained to a very high pre­em­i­nence. Un­der the Sul­tanate of Ma­lik Shah, he came to Merv, and ob­tained great praise for his pro­fi­cien­cy in sci­ence, and the Sul­tan show­ered fa­vors up­on him.’

				“When the Ma­lik Shah de­ter­mined to re­form the cal­en­dar, Omar was one of the eight learned men em­ployed to do it; the re­sult was the Jaláli era (so called from Jalál-ud-din, one of the King’s names)—‘a com­pu­ta­tion of time,’ says Gib­bon, ‘which sur­pass­es the Ju­lian, and ap­proach­es the ac­cu­ra­cy of the Gre­go­ri­an style.’ He is al­so the au­thor of some as­tro­nom­i­cal ta­bles, en­ti­tled Zíji-Ma­lik­sháhí,” and the French have late­ly re­pub­lished and trans­lat­ed an Ara­bic Trea­tise of his on Al­ge­bra.

				“His Takhal­lus or po­et­i­cal name (Khayyám) sig­ni­fies a Tent­mak­er, and he is said to have at one time ex­er­cised that trade, per­haps be­fore Nizám-ul-Mulk’s gen­eros­i­ty raised him to in­de­pen­dence. Many Per­sian po­ets sim­i­lar­ly de­rive their names from their oc­cu­pa­tions; thus we have At­tár, ‘a drug­gist,’ As­sár, ‘an oil press­er,’ etc. Omar him­self al­ludes to his name in the fol­low­ing whim­si­cal lines:—

				
					
						“ ‘Khayyám, who stitched the tents of sci­ence,
						

						Has fall­en in grief’s fur­nace and been sud­den­ly burned;
						

						The shears of Fate have cut the tent ropes of his life,
						

						And the bro­ker of Hope has sold him for noth­ing!’
					

				

				“We have on­ly one more anec­dote to give of his Life, and that re­lates to the close; it is told in the anony­mous pref­ace which is some­times pre­fixed to his po­ems; it has been print­ed in the Per­sian in the Ap­pen­dix to Hyde’s Veterum Per­sarum Re­li­gio, p. 499; and D’Her­be­lot al­ludes to it in his Bib­lio­thèque, un­der Khi­am—

				
					“It is writ­ten in the chron­i­cles of the an­cients that this King of the Wise, Omar Khayyám, died at Naishápúr in the year of the He­gi­ra, 517 (AD 1123); in sci­ence he was un­ri­valed—the very paragon of his age. Khwá­jah Nizá­mi of Samar­cand, who was one of his pupils, re­lates the fol­low­ing sto­ry: ‘I of­ten used to hold con­ver­sa­tions with my teach­er, Omar Khayyám, in a gar­den; and one day he said to me, “My tomb shall be in a spot where the north wind may scat­ter ros­es over it.” I won­dered at the words he spake, but I knew that his were no idle words. Years af­ter, when I chanced to re­vis­it Naishápúr, I went to his fi­nal rest­ing-place, and lo! it was just out­side a gar­den, and trees laden with fruit stretched their boughs over the gar­den wall, and dropped their flow­ers up­on his tomb, so that the stone was hid­den un­der them.’ ”

				

			

			Thus far—with­out fear of tres­pass—from the Cal­cut­ta Re­view. The writ­er of it, on read­ing in In­dia this sto­ry of Omar’s grave, was re­mind­ed, he says, of Ci­cero’s ac­count of find­ing Archimedes’ tomb at Syra­cuse, buried in grass and weeds. I think Thor­wald­sen de­sired to have ros­es grow over him; a wish re­li­gious­ly ful­filled for him to the present day, I be­lieve. How­ev­er, to re­turn to Omar.

			Though the Sul­tan “show­er’d fa­vors up­on him,” Omar’s Epi­cure­an au­dac­i­ty of thought and speech caused him to be re­gard­ed askance in his own time and coun­try. He is said to have been es­pe­cial­ly hat­ed and dread­ed by the Sú­fis, whose prac­tise he ridiculed, and whose faith amounts to lit­tle more than his own, when stript of the mys­ti­cism and for­mal recog­ni­tion of Is­lamism un­der which Omar would not hide. Their po­ets, in­clud­ing Há­fiz, who are (with the ex­cep­tion of Fir­dausi) the most con­sid­er­able in Per­sia, bor­rowed large­ly, in­deed, of Omar’s ma­te­ri­al, but turn­ing it to a mys­ti­cal use more con­ve­nient to them­selves and the peo­ple they ad­dressed; a peo­ple quite as quick of doubt as of be­lief; as keen of bod­i­ly sense as of in­tel­lec­tu­al; and de­light­ing in a cloudy com­po­si­tion of both, in which they could float lux­u­ri­ous­ly be­tween Heav­en and Earth, and this world and the next, on the wings of a po­et­i­cal ex­pres­sion, that might serve in­dif­fer­ent­ly for ei­ther. Omar was too hon­est of heart as well of head for this. Hav­ing failed (how­ev­er mis­tak­en­ly) of find­ing any prov­i­dence but Des­tiny, and any world but this, he set about mak­ing the most of it; pre­fer­ring rather to soothe the soul through the sens­es in­to ac­qui­es­cence with things as he saw them, than to per­plex it with vain dis­qui­etude af­ter what they might be. It has been seen, how­ev­er, that his world­ly am­bi­tion was not ex­or­bi­tant; and he very like­ly takes a hu­mor­ous or per­verse plea­sure in ex­alt­ing the grat­i­fi­ca­tion of sense above that of the in­tel­lect, in which he must have tak­en great de­light, al­though it failed to an­swer the ques­tions in which he, in com­mon with all men, was most vi­tal­ly in­ter­est­ed.

			For what­ev­er rea­son, how­ev­er, Omar, as be­fore said, has nev­er been pop­u­lar in his own coun­try, and there­fore has been but scant­i­ly trans­mit­ted abroad. The manuscripts of his po­ems, mu­ti­lat­ed be­yond the av­er­age ca­su­al­ties of Ori­en­tal tran­scrip­tion, are so rare in the East as scarce to have reached West­ward at all, in spite of all the ac­qui­si­tions of arms and sci­ence. There is no copy at the In­dia House, none at the Bib­lio­thèque Na­tionale of Paris. We know but one in Eng­land: No. 140 of the Ouse­ley manuscripts at the Bodleian, writ­ten at Shiráz, AD 1460. This con­tains but 158 rubáiyát. One in the Asi­at­ic So­ci­ety’s Li­brary at Cal­cut­ta (of which we have a copy) con­tains (and yet in­com­plete) 516, though swelled to that by all kinds of rep­e­ti­tion and cor­rup­tion. So Von Ham­mer speaks of his copy as con­tain­ing about 200, while Dr. Sprenger cat­a­logues the Luc­know manuscripts at dou­ble that num­ber. The scribes, too, of the Ox­ford and Cal­cut­ta manuscripts seem to do their work un­der a sort of protest; each be­gin­ning with a tetrastich (whether gen­uine or not) tak­en out of its al­pha­bet­i­cal or­der; the Ox­ford with one of apol­o­gy; the Cal­cut­ta with one of ex­pos­tu­la­tion, sup­posed (says a no­tice pre­fixed to the man­u­script) to have arisen from a dream, in which Omar’s moth­er asked about his fu­ture fate. It may be ren­dered thus:—

			
				
					“Oh Thou who burn’st in Heart for those who burn
					

					In Hell, whose fires thy­self shall feed in turn;
					

					How long be cry­ing, ‘Mer­cy on them, God!’
					

					Why, who art Thou to teach, and He to learn?”
				

			

			The Bodleian Qua­train pleads pan­the­ism by way of jus­ti­fi­ca­tion.

			
				
					“If I my­self up­on a loos­er Creed
					

					Have loose­ly strung the Jew­el of Good deed,
					

					Let this one thing for my Atone­ment plead:
					

					That One for Two I nev­er did mis­read.”
				

			

			The re­view­er to whom I owe the par­tic­u­lars of Omar’s life con­cludes his re­view by com­par­ing him with Lu­cretius, both as to nat­u­ral tem­per and ge­nius, and as act­ed up­on by the cir­cum­stances in which he lived. Both in­deed were men of sub­tle, strong, and cul­ti­vat­ed in­tel­lect, fine imag­i­na­tion, and hearts pas­sion­ate for truth and jus­tice; who just­ly re­volt­ed from their coun­try’s false re­li­gion, and false, or fool­ish, de­vo­tion to it; but who fell short of re­plac­ing what they sub­vert­ed by such bet­ter hope as oth­ers, with no bet­ter rev­e­la­tion to guide them, had yet made a law to them­selves. Lu­cretius in­deed, with such ma­te­ri­al as Epi­cu­rus fur­nished, sat­is­fied him­self with the the­o­ry of a vast ma­chine for­tu­itous­ly con­struct­ed and act­ing by a law that im­plied no leg­is­la­tor; and so com­pos­ing him­self in­to a Sto­ical rather than Epi­cure­an sever­i­ty of at­ti­tude, sat down to con­tem­plate the me­chan­i­cal dra­ma of the uni­verse which he was part ac­tor in; him­self and all about him (as in his own sub­lime de­scrip­tion of the Ro­man the­atre) dis­col­ored with the lurid re­flex of the cur­tain sus­pend­ed be­tween the spec­ta­tor and the sun. Omar, more des­per­ate, or more care­less of any so com­pli­cat­ed sys­tem as re­sult­ed in noth­ing but hope­less ne­ces­si­ty, flung his own ge­nius and learn­ing with a bit­ter or hu­mor­ous jest in­to the gen­er­al ru­in which their in­suf­fi­cient glimpses on­ly served to re­veal; and, pre­tend­ing sen­su­al plea­sure, as the se­ri­ous pur­pose of life, on­ly di­vert­ed him­self with spec­u­la­tive prob­lems of de­ity, des­tiny, mat­ter and spir­it, good and evil, and oth­er such ques­tions, eas­i­er to start than to run down, and the pur­suit of which be­comes a very weary sport at last!

			With re­gard to the present trans­la­tion. The orig­i­nal rubáiyát (as, miss­ing an Ara­bic gut­tural, these tetrastichs are more mu­si­cal­ly called) are in­de­pen­dent stan­zas, con­sist­ing each of four lines of equal though var­ied prosody; some­times all rhyming, but of­ten­er (as here im­i­tat­ed) the third line a blank. Some­what as in the Greek Al­ca­ic, where the penul­ti­mate line seems to lift and sus­pend the wave that falls over in the last. As usu­al with such kind of Ori­en­tal verse, the rubáiyát fol­low one an­oth­er ac­cord­ing to al­pha­bet­ic rhyme—a strange suc­ces­sion of grave and gay. Those here se­lect­ed are strung in­to some­thing of an eclogue, with per­haps a less than equal pro­por­tion of the “drink and make-mer­ry,” which (gen­uine or not) re­curs over-fre­quent­ly in the orig­i­nal. Ei­ther way, the re­sult is sad enough: sad­dest per­haps when most os­ten­ta­tious­ly mer­ry: more apt to move sor­row than anger to­ward the old Tent­mak­er, who, af­ter vain­ly en­deav­or­ing to un­shack­le his steps from des­tiny, and to catch some au­then­tic glimpse of to­mor­row, fell back up­on to­day (which has out­last­ed so many to­mor­rows!) as the on­ly ground he had got to stand up­on, how­ev­er mo­men­tar­i­ly slip­ping from un­der his feet.

			

			While the sec­ond edi­tion of this ver­sion of Omar was pre­par­ing, Mon­sieur Nico­las, French Con­sul at Resht, pub­lished a very care­ful and very good edi­tion of the text from a litho­graph copy at Tehran, com­pris­ing 464 rubáiyát, with trans­la­tion and notes of his own.

			Mon­sieur Nico­las, whose edi­tion has re­mind­ed me of sev­er­al things, and in­struct­ed me in oth­ers, does not con­sid­er Omar to be the ma­te­ri­al Epi­cure­an that I have lit­er­al­ly tak­en him for, but a mys­tic, shad­ow­ing the De­ity un­der the fig­ure of Wine, Wine-bear­er, etc., as Há­fiz is sup­posed to do; in short, a Sú­fi po­et like Há­fiz and the rest.

			I can­not see rea­son to al­ter my opin­ion, formed as it was more than a dozen years ago when Omar was first shown me by one to whom I am in­debt­ed for all I know of Ori­en­tal, and very much of oth­er, lit­er­a­ture. He ad­mired Omar’s ge­nius so much that he would glad­ly have adopt­ed any such in­ter­pre­ta­tion of his mean­ing as M. Nico­las’ if he could. That he could not, ap­pears by his pa­per in the Cal­cut­ta Re­view al­ready so large­ly quot­ed; in which he ar­gues from the po­ems them­selves, as well as from what records re­main of the po­et’s life.

			And if more were need­ed to dis­prove Mon­sieur Nico­las’ the­o­ry, there is the bi­o­graph­i­cal no­tice which he him­self has drawn up in di­rect con­tra­dic­tion to the in­ter­pre­ta­tion of the po­ems giv­en in his notes. (See pp. xi­ii–xiv of his pref­ace.) In­deed I hard­ly knew poor Omar was so far gone till his apol­o­gist in­formed me. For here we see that, what­ev­er were the wine that Há­fiz drank and sang, the ver­i­ta­ble juice of the grape it was which Omar used, not on­ly when carous­ing with his friends, but (says Mon­sieur Nico­las) in or­der to ex­cite him­self to that pitch of de­vo­tion which oth­ers reached by cries and “Hurlemens.” And yet, when­ev­er Wine, Wine-bear­er, etc., oc­cur in the text—which is of­ten enough—Mon­sieur Nico­las care­ful­ly an­no­tates “Dieu,” “La Di­vinité,” etc.: so care­ful­ly in­deed that one is tempt­ed to think that he was in­doc­tri­nat­ed by the Sú­fi with whom he read the po­ems. A Per­sian would nat­u­ral­ly wish to vin­di­cate a dis­tin­guished coun­try­man; and a Sú­fi to en­rol him in his own sect, which al­ready com­pris­es all the chief po­ets of Per­sia.

			What his­tor­i­cal au­thor­i­ty has Mon­sieur Nico­las to show that Omar gave him­self up “avec pas­sion à l’étude de la philoso­phie des Soufis?” (Pref­ace, p. xi­ii.) The doc­trines of pan­the­ism, ma­te­ri­al­ism, ne­ces­si­ty, etc., were not pe­cu­liar to the Sú­fi; nor to Lu­cretius be­fore them; nor to Epi­cu­rus be­fore him; prob­a­bly the very orig­i­nal ir­re­li­gion of think­ing men from the first; and very like­ly to be the spon­ta­neous growth of a philoso­pher liv­ing in an age of so­cial and po­lit­i­cal bar­barism, un­der shad­ow of one of the two and sev­en­ty re­li­gions sup­posed to di­vide the world. Von Ham­mer (ac­cord­ing to Sprenger’s Ori­en­tal Cat­a­logue) speaks of Omar as “a free­thinker, and a great op­po­nent of Su­fism;” per­haps be­cause, while hold­ing much of their doc­trine, he would not pre­tend to any in­con­sis­tent sever­i­ty of morals. Sir W. Ouse­ley has writ­ten a note to some­thing of the same ef­fect on the fly­leaf of the Bodleian man­u­script. And in two rubáiyát of Mon­sieur Nico­las’ own edi­tion Súf and Sú­fi are both dis­parag­ing­ly named.

			No doubt many of these qua­trains seem un­ac­count­able un­less mys­ti­cal­ly in­ter­pret­ed; but many more as un­ac­count­able un­less lit­er­al­ly. Were the wine spir­i­tu­al, for in­stance, how wash the body with it when dead? Why make cups of the dead clay to be filled with—“La Di­vinité”—by some suc­ceed­ing mys­tic? Mon­sieur Nico­las him­self is puz­zled by some “bizarres” and “trop Ori­en­tals” al­lu­sions and im­ages—“d’une sen­su­al­ité quelque­fois ré­voltante” in­deed—which “les con­ve­nances” do not per­mit him to trans­late, but still which the read­er can­not but re­fer to “La Di­vinité.” No doubt al­so many of the qua­trains in the Tehran, as in the Cal­cut­ta copies, are spu­ri­ous; such rubáiyát be­ing the com­mon form of epi­gram in Per­sia. But this, at best, tells as much one way as an­oth­er; nay, the Sú­fi, who may be con­sid­ered the schol­ar and man of Let­ters in Per­sia, would be far more like­ly than the care­less Epi­cure to in­ter­po­late what fa­vors his own view of the po­et. I ob­serve that very few of the more mys­ti­cal qua­trains are in the Bodleian man­u­script which must be one of the old­est, as dat­ed at Shi­raz, AH 865, AD 1460. And this, I think, es­pe­cial­ly dis­tin­guish­es Omar (I can­not help call­ing him by his—no, not Chris­tian—fa­mil­iar name) from all oth­er Per­sian po­ets: That, where­as with them the po­et is lost in his song, the man in al­le­go­ry and ab­strac­tion; we seem to have the man—the Bon­homme—Omar him­self, with all his hu­mors and pas­sions, as frankly be­fore us as if we were re­al­ly at ta­ble with him, af­ter the wine had gone round.

			I must say that I, for one, nev­er whol­ly be­lieved in the mys­ti­cism of Há­fiz. It does not ap­pear there was any dan­ger in hold­ing and singing Sú­fi pan­the­ism, so long as the po­et made his salaam to Mo­hammed at the be­gin­ning and end of his song. Un­der such con­di­tions Jelálud­dín, Jámí, At­tár, and oth­ers sang; us­ing wine and beau­ty in­deed as im­ages to il­lus­trate, not as a mask to hide, the di­vin­i­ty they were cel­e­brat­ing. Per­haps some al­le­go­ry less li­able to mis­take or abuse had been bet­ter among so in­flammable a peo­ple: much more so when, as some think with Há­fiz and Omar, the ab­stract is not on­ly likened to, but iden­ti­fied with, the sen­su­al im­age; haz­ardous, if not to the devo­tee him­self, yet to his weak­er brethren; and worse for the pro­fane in pro­por­tion as the de­vo­tion of the ini­ti­at­ed grew warmer. And all for what? To be tan­ta­lized with im­ages of sen­su­al en­joy­ment which must be re­nounced if one would ap­prox­i­mate a God, who, ac­cord­ing to the doc­trine, is sen­su­al mat­ter as well as spir­it, and in­to whose uni­verse one ex­pects un­con­scious­ly to merge af­ter death, with­out hope of any post­hu­mous beat­i­tude in an­oth­er world to com­pen­sate for all one’s self-de­nial in this. Lu­cretius’ blind di­vin­i­ty cer­tain­ly mer­it­ed, and prob­a­bly got, as much self-sac­ri­fice as this of the Sú­fi; and the bur­den of Omar’s song—if not “let us eat”—is as­sured­ly—“let us drink, for to­mor­row we die!” And if Há­fiz meant quite oth­er­wise by a sim­i­lar lan­guage, he sure­ly mis­cal­cu­lat­ed when he de­vot­ed his life and ge­nius to so equiv­o­cal a psalmody as, from his day to this, has been said and sung by any rather than spir­i­tu­al wor­shipers.

			How­ev­er, as there is some tra­di­tion­al pre­sump­tion, and cer­tain­ly the opin­ion of some learned men, in fa­vor of Omar’s be­ing a Sú­fi—and even some­thing of a saint—those who please may so in­ter­pret his Wine and Cup-bear­er. On the oth­er hand, as there is far more his­tor­i­cal cer­tain­ty of his be­ing a philoso­pher, of sci­en­tif­ic in­sight and abil­i­ty far be­yond that of the age and coun­try he lived in; of such mod­er­ate world­ly am­bi­tion as be­comes a philoso­pher, and such mod­er­ate wants as rarely sat­is­fy a de­bauchee; oth­er read­ers may be con­tent to be­lieve with me that, while the wine Omar cel­e­brates is sim­ply the juice of the grape, he bragged more than he drank of it, in very de­fi­ance per­haps of that spir­i­tu­al wine which left its votaries sunk in hypocrisy or dis­gust.

		
	
		
			The Rubáiyát of Omar Khayyám

		
	
		
			I

			
				Wake! For the Sun, who scat­ter’d in­to flight
				

				The Stars be­fore him from the Field of Night,
				

				Drives Night along with them from Heav’n, and strikes
				

				The Sultán’s Tur­ret with a Shaft of Light.
			

		


			II

			
				Be­fore the phan­tom of False morn­ing died,
				

				Methought a Voice with­in the Tav­ern cried,
				

				“When all the Tem­ple is pre­pared with­in,
				

				Why nods the drowsy Wor­ship­per out­side?”
			

		


			III

			
				And, as the Cock crew, those who stood be­fore
				

				The Tav­ern shout­ed—“Open then the Door!
				

				You know how lit­tle while we have to stay,
				

				And, once de­part­ed, may re­turn no more.”
			

		


			IV

			
				Now the New Year re­viv­ing old De­sires,
				

				The thought­ful Soul to Soli­tude re­tires,
				

				Where the White Hand of Moses on the Bough
				

				Puts out, and Je­sus from the Ground sus­pires.
			

		


			V

			
				Iram in­deed is gone with all his Rose,
				

				And Jamshýd’s Sev’n-ring’d Cup where no one knows;
				

				But still a Ru­by kin­dles in the Vine,
				

				And many a Gar­den by the Wa­ter blows.
			

		


			VI

			
				And David’s lips are lockt; but in di­vine
				

				High-pip­ing Pehleví, with “Wine! Wine! Wine!
				

				Red Wine!”—the Nightin­gale cries to the Rose
				

				That sal­low cheek of hers t’ in­car­na­dine.
			

		


			VII

			
				Come, fill the Cup, and in the fire of Spring
				

				Your Win­ter-gar­ment of Re­pen­tance fling:
				

				The Bird of Time has but a lit­tle way
				

				To flut­ter—and the Bird is on the Wing.
			

		


			VIII

			
				Whether at Naishápúr or Baby­lon,
				

				Whether the Cup with sweet or bit­ter run,
				

				The Wine of Life keeps ooz­ing drop by drop,
				

				The Leaves of Life keep fall­ing one by one.
			

		


			IX

			
				Each Morn a thou­sand Ros­es brings, you say;
				

				Yes, but where leaves the Rose of Yes­ter­day?
				

				And this first Sum­mer month that brings the Rose
				

				Shall take Jamshýd and Kaikobád away.
			

		


			X

			
				Well, let it take them! What have we to do
				

				With Kaikobád the Great, or Kaikhos­rú?
				

				Let Zál and Rus­tum blus­ter as they will,
				

				Or Há­tim call to Sup­per—heed not you.
			

		


			XI

			
				With me along the strip of Herbage strown
				

				That just di­vides the desert from the sown,
				

				Where name of Slave and Sultán is for­got—
				

				And Peace to Mah­múd on his gold­en Throne!
			

		


			XII

			
				A Book of Vers­es un­der­neath the Bough,
				

				A Jug of Wine, a Loaf of Bread—and Thou
				

				Be­side me singing in the Wilder­ness—
				

				Oh, Wilder­ness were Par­adise enow!
			

		


			XIII

			
				Some for the Glo­ries of This World; and some
				

				Sigh for the Prophet’s Par­adise to come;
				

				Ah, take the Cash, and let the Cred­it go,
				

				Nor heed the rum­ble of a dis­tant Drum!
			

		


			XIV

			
				Look to the blow­ing Rose about us—“Lo,
				

				Laugh­ing,” she says, “in­to the world I blow,
				

				At once the silken tas­sel of my Purse
				

				Tear, and its Trea­sure on the Gar­den throw.”
			

		


			XV

			
				And those who hus­band­ed the Gold­en grain,
				

				And those who flung it to the winds like Rain,
				

				Alike to no such au­re­ate Earth are turn’d
				

				As, buried once, Men want dug up again.
			

		


			XVI

			
				The World­ly Hope men set their Hearts up­on
				

				Turns Ash­es—or it pros­pers; and anon,
				

				Like Snow up­on the Desert’s dusty Face,
				

				Light­ing a lit­tle hour or two—is gone.
			

		


			XVII

			
				Think, in this bat­ter’d Car­a­vanserai
				

				Whose Por­tals are al­ter­nate Night and Day,
				

				How Sultán af­ter Sultán with his Pomp
				

				Abode his des­tined Hour, and went his way.
			

		


			XVIII

			
				They say the Li­on and the Lizard keep
				

				The Courts where Jamshýd glo­ried and drank deep:
				

				And Bahrám, that great Hunter—the Wild Ass
				

				Stamps o’er his Head, but can­not break his Sleep.
			

		


			XIX

			
				I some­times think that nev­er blows so red
				

				The Rose as where some buried Cae­sar bled;
				

				That ev­ery Hy­acinth the Gar­den wears
				

				Dropt in her Lap from some once love­ly Head.
			

		


			XX

			
				And this re­viv­ing Herb whose ten­der Green
				

				Fledges the Riv­er-Lip on which we lean—
				

				Ah, lean up­on it light­ly! for who knows
				

				From what once love­ly Lip it springs un­seen!
			

		


			XXI

			
				Ah, my Belovéd, fill the Cup that clears
				

				To­day of Past Re­grets and Fu­ture Fears:
				

				To­mor­row!—Why, To­mor­row I may be
				

				My­self with Yes­ter­day’s Sev’n Thou­sand Years.
			

		


			XXII

			
				For some we loved, the loveli­est and the best
				

				That from his Vin­tage rolling Time hath prest,
				

				Have drunk their Cup a Round or two be­fore,
				

				And one by one crept silent­ly to rest.
			

		


			XXIII

			
				And we, that now make mer­ry in the Room
				

				They left, and Sum­mer dress­es in new bloom
				

				Our­selves must we be­neath the Couch of Earth
				

				De­scend—our­selves to make a Couch—for whom?
			

		


			XXIV

			
				Ah, make the most of what we yet may spend,
				

				Be­fore we too in­to the Dust de­scend;
				

				Dust in­to Dust, and un­der Dust to lie
				

				Sans Wine, sans Song, sans Singer, and—sans End!
			

		


			XXV

			
				Alike for those who for To­day pre­pare,
				

				And those that af­ter some To­mor­row stare,
				

				A Muez­zín from the Tow­er of Dark­ness cries
				

				“Fools! your Re­ward is nei­ther Here nor There.”
			

		


			XXVI

			
				Why, all the Saints and Sages who dis­cuss’d
				

				Of the Two Worlds so wise­ly—they are thrust
				

				Like fool­ish Prophets forth; their Words to Scorn
				

				Are scat­ter’d, and their Mouths are stopt with Dust.
			

		


			XXVII

			
				My­self when young did ea­ger­ly fre­quent
				

				Doc­tor and Saint, and heard great ar­gu­ment
				

				About it and about: but ev­er­more
				

				Came out by the same door where in I went.
			

		


			XXVIII

			
				With them the seed of Wis­dom did I sow,
				

				And with mine own hand wrought to make it grow;
				

				And this was all the Har­vest that I reap’d—
				

				“I came like Wa­ter, and like Wind I go.”
			

		


			XXIX

			
				In­to this Uni­verse, and Why not know­ing
				

				Nor Whence, like Wa­ter willy-nil­ly flow­ing;
				

				And out of it, as Wind along the Waste,
				

				I know not Whith­er, willy-nil­ly blow­ing.
			

		


			XXX

			
				What, with­out ask­ing, hith­er hur­ried Whence?
				

				And, with­out ask­ing, Whith­er hur­ried hence!
				

				Oh, many a Cup of this for­bid­den Wine
				

				Must drown the mem­o­ry of that in­so­lence!
			

		


			XXXI

			
				Up from Earth’s Cen­tre through the Sev­enth Gate
				

				I rose, and on the Throne of Sat­urn sate;
				

				And many a Knot un­rav­el’d by the Road;
				

				But not the Mas­ter-knot of Hu­man Fate.
			

		


			XXXII

			
				There was the Door to which I found no Key;
				

				There was the Veil through which I might not see:
				

				Some lit­tle talk awhile of Me and Thee
				

				There was—and then no more of Thee and Me.
			

		


			XXXIII

			
				Earth could not an­swer; nor the Seas that mourn
				

				In flow­ing Pur­ple, of their Lord for­lorn;
				

				Nor rolling Heav­en, with all his Signs re­veal’d
				

				And hid­den by the sleeve of Night and Morn.
			

		


			XXXIV

			
				Then of the Thee in Me who works be­hind
				

				The Veil, I lift­ed up my hands to find
				

				A Lamp amid the Dark­ness; and I heard,
				

				As from With­out—“The Me with­in Thee blind!”
			

		


			XXXV

			
				Then to the lip of this poor earth­en Urn
				

				I lean’d, the Se­cret of my Life to learn:
				

				And Lip to Lip it mur­mur’d—“While you live
				

				Drink!—for, once dead, you nev­er shall re­turn.”
			

		


			XXXVI

			
				I think the Ves­sel, that with fugi­tive
				

				Ar­tic­u­la­tion an­swer’d, once did live,
				

				And drink; and Ah! the pas­sive Lip I kiss’d,
				

				How many Kiss­es might it take—and give!
			

		


			XXXVII

			
				For I re­mem­ber stop­ping by the way
				

				To watch a Pot­ter thump­ing his wet Clay:
				

				And with its all-oblit­er­at­ed Tongue
				

				It mur­mur’d—“Gen­tly, Broth­er, gen­tly, pray!”
			

		


			XXXVIII

			
				And has not such a Sto­ry from of Old
				

				Down Man’s suc­ces­sive gen­er­a­tions roll’d
				

				Of such a clod of sat­u­rat­ed Earth
				

				Cast by the Mak­er in­to Hu­man mould?
			

		


			XXXIX

			
				And not a drop that from our Cups we throw
				

				For Earth to drink of, but may steal be­low
				

				To quench the fire of An­guish in some Eye
				

				There hid­den—far be­neath, and long ago.
			

		


			XL

			
				As then the Tulip for her morn­ing sup
				

				Of Heav’nly Vin­tage from the soil looks up,
				

				Do you de­vout­ly do the like, till Heav’n
				

				To Earth in­vert you—like an emp­ty Cup.
			

		


			XLI

			
				Per­plext no more with Hu­man or Di­vine,
				

				To­mor­row’s tan­gle to the winds re­sign,
				

				And lose your fin­gers in the tress­es of
				

				The Cy­press-slen­der Min­is­ter of Wine.
			

		


			XLII

			
				And if the Wine you drink, the Lip you press
				

				End in what All be­gins and ends in—Yes;
				

				Think then you are To­day what Yes­ter­day
				

				You were—To­mor­row you shall not be less.
			

		


			XLIII

			
				So when that An­gel of the dark­er Drink
				

				At last shall find you by the riv­er-brink,
				

				And, of­fer­ing his Cup, in­vite your Soul
				

				Forth to your Lips to quaff—you shall not shrink.
			

		


			XLIV

			
				Why, if the Soul can fling the Dust aside,
				

				And naked on the Air of Heav­en ride,
				

				Were’t not a Shame—were’t not a Shame for him
				

				In this clay car­case crip­pled to abide?
			

		


			XLV

			
				’Tis but a Tent where takes his one day’s rest
				

				A Sultán to the realm of Death ad­drest;
				

				The Sultán ris­es, and the dark Fer­rásh
				

				Strikes, and pre­pares it for an­oth­er Guest.
			

		


			XLVI

			
				And fear not lest Ex­is­tence clos­ing your
				

				Ac­count, and mine, should know the like no more;
				

				The Eter­nal Sákí from that Bowl has pour’d
				

				Mil­lions of Bub­bles like us, and will pour.
			

		


			XLVII

			
				When You and I be­hind the Veil are past,
				

				Oh, but the long, long while the World shall last,
				

				Which of our Com­ing and De­par­ture heeds
				

				As the Sea’s self should heed a peb­ble-cast.
			

		


			XLVIII

			
				A Mo­ment’s Halt—a mo­men­tary taste
				

				Of Be­ing from the Well amid the Waste—
				

				And Lo!—the phan­tom Car­a­van has reach’d
				

				The Noth­ing it set out from—Oh, make haste!
			

		


			XLIX

			
				Would you that span­gle of Ex­is­tence spend
				

				About the Se­cret—quick about it, Friend!
				

				A Hair per­haps di­vides the False and True—
				

				And up­on what, prithee, may life de­pend?
			

		


			L

			
				A Hair per­haps di­vides the False and True;
				

				Yes; and a sin­gle Alif were the clue—
				

				Could you but find it—to the Trea­sure-house,
				

				And per­ad­ven­ture to The Mas­ter too;
			

		


			LI

			
				Whose se­cret Pres­ence, through Cre­ation’s veins
				

				Run­ning Quick­sil­ver-like eludes your pains;
				

				Tak­ing all shapes from Máh to Máhi; and
				

				They change and per­ish all—but He re­mains;
			

		


			LII

			
				A mo­ment guess’d—then back be­hind the Fold
				

				Im­merst of Dark­ness round the Dra­ma roll’d
				

				Which, for the Pas­time of Eter­ni­ty,
				

				He doth Him­self con­trive, en­act, be­hold.
			

		


			LIII

			
				But if in vain, down on the stub­born floor
				

				Of Earth, and up to Heav’n’s un­open­ing Door,
				

				You gaze To­day, while You are You—how then
				

				To­mor­row, You when shall be You no more?
			

		


			LIV

			
				Waste not your Hour, nor in the vain pur­suit
				

				Of This and That en­deav­our and dis­pute;
				

				Bet­ter be jo­cund with the fruit­ful Grape
				

				Than sad­den af­ter none, or bit­ter, Fruit.
			

		


			LV

			
				You know, my Friends, with what a brave Carouse
				

				I made a Sec­ond Mar­riage in my house;
				

				Di­vorced old bar­ren Rea­son from my Bed,
				

				And took the Daugh­ter of the Vine to Spouse.
			

		


			LVI

			
				For “Is” and “Is-not” though with Rule and Line
				

				And “Up-and-down” by Log­ic I de­fine,
				

				Of all that one should care to fath­om, I
				

				Was nev­er deep in any­thing but—Wine.
			

		


			LVII

			
				Ah, but my Com­pu­ta­tions, Peo­ple say,
				

				Re­duced the Year to bet­ter reck­on­ing?—Nay
				

				’twas on­ly strik­ing from the Cal­en­dar
				

				Un­born To­mor­row, and dead Yes­ter­day.
			

		


			LVIII

			
				And late­ly, by the Tav­ern Door agape,
				

				Came shin­ing through the Dusk an An­gel Shape
				

				Bear­ing a Ves­sel on his Shoul­der; and
				

				He bid me taste of it; and ’twas—the Grape!
			

		


			LIX

			
				The Grape that can with Log­ic ab­so­lute
				

				The Two-and-Sev­en­ty jar­ring Sects con­fute:
				

				The sov­er­eign Al­chemist that in a trice
				

				Life’s lead­en met­al in­to Gold trans­mute:
			

		


			LX

			
				The mighty Mah­múd, Al­lah-breath­ing Lord,
				

				That all the mis­be­liev­ing and black Horde
				

				Of Fears and Sor­rows that in­fest the Soul
				

				Scat­ters be­fore him with his whirl­wind Sword.
			

		


			LXI

			
				Why, be this Juice the growth of God, who dare
				

				Blas­pheme the twist­ed ten­dril as a Snare?
				

				A Bless­ing, we should use it, should we not?
				

				And if a Curse—why, then, Who set it there?
			

		


			LXII

			
				I must ab­jure the Balm of Life, I must,
				

				Scared by some Af­ter-reck­on­ing ta’en on trust,
				

				Or lured with Hope of some Di­vin­er Drink,
				

				To fill the Cup—when crum­bled in­to Dust!
			

		


			LXIII

			
				Oh, threats of Hell and Hopes of Par­adise!
				

				One thing at least is cer­tain—This Life flies;
				

				One thing is cer­tain and the rest is Lies;
				

				The Flow­er that once has blown for ev­er dies.
			

		


			LXIV

			
				Strange, is it not? that of the myr­i­ads who
				

				Be­fore us pass’d the door of Dark­ness through,
				

				Not one re­turns to tell us of the Road,
				

				Which to dis­cov­er we must trav­el too.
			

		


			LXV

			
				The Rev­e­la­tions of De­vout and Learn’d
				

				Who rose be­fore us, and as Prophets burn’d,
				

				Are all but Sto­ries, which, awoke from Sleep,
				

				They told their com­rades, and to Sleep re­turn’d.
			

		


			LXVI

			
				I sent my Soul through the In­vis­i­ble,
				

				Some let­ter of that Af­ter-life to spell:
				

				And by and by my Soul re­turn’d to me,
				

				And an­swer’d “I My­self am Heav’n and Hell:”
			

		


			LXVII

			
				Heav’n but the Vi­sion of ful­fill’d De­sire,
				

				And Hell the Shad­ow from a Soul on fire,
				

				Cast on the Dark­ness in­to which Our­selves,
				

				So late emerged from, shall so soon ex­pire.
			

		


			LXVIII

			
				We are no oth­er than a mov­ing row
				

				Of Mag­ic Shad­ow-shapes that come and go
				

				Round with the Sun-il­lu­mined Lantern held
				

				In Mid­night by the Mas­ter of the Show;
			

		


			LXIX

			
				But help­less Pieces of the Game He plays
				

				Up­on this Che­quer-board of Nights and Days;
				

				Hith­er and thith­er moves, and checks, and slays,
				

				And one by one back in the Clos­et lays.
			

		


			LXX

			
				The Ball no ques­tion makes of Ayes and Noes,
				

				But Here or There as strikes the Play­er goes;
				

				And He that toss’d you down in­to the Field,
				

				He knows about it all—He knows—He knows!
			

		


			LXXI

			
				The Mov­ing Fin­ger writes; and, hav­ing writ,
				

				Moves on: nor all your Piety nor Wit
				

				Shall lure it back to can­cel half a Line,
				

				Nor all your Tears wash out a Word of it.
			

		


			LXXII

			
				And that in­vert­ed Bowl they call the Sky,
				

				Where­un­der crawl­ing coop’d we live and die,
				

				Lift not your hands to It for help—for It
				

				As im­po­tent­ly moves as you or I.
			

		


			LXXIII

			
				With Earth’s first Clay They did the Last Man knead,
				

				And there of the Last Har­vest sow’d the Seed:
				

				And the first Morn­ing of Cre­ation wrote
				

				What the Last Dawn of Reck­on­ing shall read.
			

		


			LXXIV

			
				Yes­ter­day This Day’s Mad­ness did pre­pare;
				

				To­mor­row’s Si­lence, Tri­umph, or De­spair:
				

				Drink! for you know not whence you came, nor why:
				

				Drink! for you know not why you go, nor where.
			

		


			LXXV

			
				I tell you this—When, start­ed from the Goal,
				

				Over the flam­ing shoul­ders of the Foal
				

				Of Heav’n Par­wín and Mushtarí they flung
				

				In my pre­des­tined Plot of Dust and Soul.
			

		


			LXXVI

			
				The Vine had struck a fi­bre: which about
				

				If clings my be­ing—let the Dervish flout;
				

				Of my Base met­al may be filed a Key,
				

				That shall un­lock the Door he howls with­out.
			

		


			LXXVII

			
				And this I know: whether the one True Light
				

				Kin­dle to Love, or Wrath-con­sume me quite,
				

				One Flash of It with­in the Tav­ern caught
				

				Bet­ter than in the Tem­ple lost out­right.
			

		


			LXXVIII

			
				What! out of sense­less Noth­ing to pro­voke
				

				A con­scious Some­thing to re­sent the yoke
				

				Of un­per­mit­ted Plea­sure, un­der pain
				

				Of Ev­er­last­ing Penal­ties, if broke!
			

		


			LXXIX

			
				What! from his help­less Crea­ture be re­paid
				

				Pure Gold for what he lent him dross-al­lay’d—
				

				Sue for a Debt he nev­er did con­tract,
				

				And can­not an­swer—Oh, the sor­ry trade!
			

		


			LXXX

			
				Oh, Thou, who didst with pit­fall and with gin
				

				Be­set the Road I was to wan­der in,
				

				Thou wilt not with Pre­des­tined Evil round
				

				En­mesh, and then im­pute my Fall to Sin!
			

		


			LXXXI

			
				Oh, Thou, who Man of baser Earth didst make,
				

				And ev’n with Par­adise de­vise the Snake:
				

				For all the Sin where­with the Face of Man
				

				Is black­en’d—Man’s for­give­ness give—and take!
			

		


			LXXXII

			
				As un­der cov­er of de­part­ing Day
				

				Slunk hunger-strick­en Ra­mazán away,
				

				Once more with­in the Pot­ter’s house alone
				

				I stood, sur­round­ed by the Shapes of Clay.
			

		


			LXXXIII

			
				Shapes of all Sorts and Sizes, great and small,
				

				That stood along the floor and by the wall;
				

				And some lo­qua­cious Ves­sels were; and some
				

				Lis­ten’d per­haps, but nev­er talk’d at all.
			

		


			LXXXIV

			
				Said one among them—“Sure­ly not in vain
				

				My sub­stance of the com­mon Earth was ta’en
				

				And to this Fig­ure mould­ed, to be broke,
				

				Or tram­pled back to shape­less Earth again.”
			

		


			LXXXV

			
				Then said a Sec­ond—“Ne’er a peev­ish Boy
				

				Would break the Bowl from which he drank in joy;
				

				And He that with his hand the Ves­sel made
				

				Will sure­ly not in af­ter Wrath de­stroy.”
			

		


			LXXXVI

			
				Af­ter a mo­men­tary si­lence spake
				

				Some Ves­sel of a more un­gain­ly Make;
				

				“They sneer at me for lean­ing all awry:
				

				What! did the Hand then of the Pot­ter shake?”
			

		


			LXXXVII

			
				Where­at some one of the lo­qua­cious Lot—
				

				I think a Sú­fi pip­kin—wax­ing hot—
				

				“All this of Pot and Pot­ter—Tell me then,
				

				Who is the Pot­ter, pray, and who the Pot?”
			

		


			LXXXVIII

			
				“Why,” said an­oth­er, “Some there are who tell
				

				Of one who threat­ens he will toss to Hell
				

				The luck­less Pots he marr’d in mak­ing—Pish!
				

				He’s a Good Fel­low, and ’twill all be well.”
			

		


			LXXXIX

			
				“Well,” mur­mur’d one, “Let whoso make or buy,
				

				My Clay with long Obliv­ion is gone dry:
				

				But fill me with the old fa­mil­iar Juice,
				

				Me­thinks I might re­cov­er by and by.”
			

		


			XC

			
				So while the Ves­sels one by one were speak­ing,
				

				The lit­tle Moon look’d in that all were seek­ing:
				

				And then they jogg’d each oth­er, “Broth­er! Broth­er!
				

				Now for the Porter’s shoul­der-knot a-creak­ing!”
			

		


			XCI

			
				Ah, with the Grape my fad­ing Life pro­vide,
				

				And wash the Body whence the Life has died,
				

				And lay me, shroud­ed in the liv­ing Leaf,
				

				By some not un­fre­quent­ed Gar­den-side.
			

		


			XCII

			
				That ev’n my buried Ash­es such a snare
				

				Of Vin­tage shall fling up in­to the Air
				

				As not a True-be­liev­er pass­ing by
				

				But shall be over­tak­en un­aware.
			

		


			XCIII

			
				In­deed the Idols I have loved so long
				

				Have done my cred­it in this World much wrong:
				

				Have drown’d my Glo­ry in a shal­low Cup
				

				And sold my Rep­u­ta­tion for a Song.
			

		


			XCIV

			
				In­deed, in­deed, Re­pen­tance oft be­fore
				

				I swore—but was I sober when I swore?
				

				And then and then came Spring, and Rose-in-hand
				

				My thread-bare Pen­i­tence apieces tore.
			

		


			XCV

			
				And much as Wine has play’d the In­fi­del,
				

				And robb’d me of my Robe of Hon­our—Well,
				

				I won­der of­ten what the Vint­ners buy
				

				One half so pre­cious as the stuff they sell.
			

		


			XCVI

			
				Yet Ah, that Spring should van­ish with the Rose!
				

				That Youth’s sweet-scent­ed man­u­script should close!
				

				The Nightin­gale that in the branch­es sang,
				

				Ah, whence, and whith­er flown again, who knows!
			

		


			XCVII

			
				Would but the Desert of the Foun­tain yield
				

				One glimpse—if dim­ly, yet in­deed, re­veal’d,
				

				To which the faint­ing Trav­eller might spring,
				

				As springs the tram­pled herbage of the field!
			

		


			XCVIII

			
				Would but some wingéd An­gel ere too late
				

				Ar­rest the yet un­fold­ed Roll of Fate,
				

				And make the stern Recorder oth­er­wise
				

				En­reg­is­ter, or quite oblit­er­ate!
			

		


			XCIX

			
				Ah, Love! could you and I with Him con­spire
				

				To grasp this sor­ry Scheme of Things en­tire,
				

				Would not we shat­ter it to bits—and then
				

				Re-mould it near­er to the Heart’s De­sire!
			

		


			C

			
				Yon ris­ing Moon that looks for us again—
				

				How oft here­after will she wax and wane;
				

				How oft here­after ris­ing look for us
				

				Through this same Gar­den—and for one in vain!
			

		


			CI

			
				And when like her, oh, Sákí, you shall pass
				

				Among the Guests Star-scat­ter’d on the Grass,
				

				And in your Joy­ous er­rand reach the spot
				

				Where I made One—turn down an emp­ty Glass!
			

		


			Tamám
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