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Light of Love
by Puran Lucas Perez

Come, take a bowl of this simple broth:
it burbles with the warmth of voices --
friends, kids, family, just folks being who they are.
Do you see how in a gathering where there are elders and children 
the long winding history of our humanity seems to be present?
Upon what timeless river have we sailed here?
Love, my love, The river of love.

Touch the hem of this simple day, and heal
your weary sadness, your broken cup, 
the thorny trail of forgotten promises.
Do you see how in the comings and goings of life
what's dark turns to light, what dies is born again and again?
What honey draws us into these clutches?
Love, my love, the honey of love.  

Love is the glue and the grist,
the nectar and the venom, 
the wherewithal and the where without,
Love is the dawn, the dusk
and the deep frozen night
in which stars tremble.

Lift your eyes to the simple blue clarity
of a sky emptied of regret, 
glowing with the certainty that all is well.
Do you see? That passionate kiss, those bitter words,
This eager hug, these anguished tears and all our laughter
how radiant they are!
Whose light eternal is this shining? 
Love, my love, The Light of Love.   
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The Way You Listen
adaptation from Rumi by Puran Lucas Perez

When you finally surround me, 
so that there is no more escaping,  
I bloom into the air, 
and become simply a radiance
a being of light. 

I become the way your love falls through me 
like a meteor shower
illuminating the dark, eternal horizon.
Stop me if this makes no sense —
but then how could a crazy person like me ever get it right?.
This happy confusion is your doing,
this delirium, your tender blade.

I tried to imagine a way to enter you so perfectly
that my face would become yours 
and in the middle of that contemplation
I realized that it already had.

So I said to you: 
“I’m having a dream
that you and I and all the world are one.”
And you inclined your head a little and laughed
as if to say, “I’ll play along, go on”.

Because of the way you listen,
now, everything about me is beautiful:

I grab a twisted stick and it becomes a flute.
I slap someone hard and it becomes a blessing.
I worry about traveling along dark roads
and the wrong turns lead to paradise.
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Fortune and Men's Eyes
William Shakespeare    Sonnet #29

When, in disgrace with Fortune and men's eyes,
I all alone bemoan my outcast state,
And rant at heaven with my fruitless cries,
And look upon myself and curse my fate,
Wishing to be like one more rich in hope,
Featured like him, like him with friends possessed,
Desiring this man's art, and that man's scope,
With what I most enjoy contented least,
Yet in these thoughts myself almost despising,
Haply I think on thee, and then my state,
like to the lark at break of day arising
From sullen earth, sings hymns at heaven's gate

For thy sweet love remembered such wealth brings,
That I would not exchange my state with kings.
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Buoyancy
adaptation from Rumi by Puran Lucas Perez

Love has come 
and replaced my practices
with poetry.

I tried to stay in prayer – 
quietly repeating:
All is God and God is all
and all is God and God is all and...
I couldn't.

Before I knew it I had jumped up
clapping and dancing,
singing and weeping
at the disastrously good 
fortune which has befallen us.

I used to be respectable 
chaste, stable but who can stand in 
this storm and remember those things?

A mountain keeps an echo deep inside itself;
that's how I hold your voice

I vanish when I see you,
like a scrap of wood 
thrown on a fire and instantly
reduced to smoke. 
I become transparent, empty,
steeped in a non-existence
more profound than existence

I want to praise the beauty
you so casually are
yet what would I be praising 
but my own eyes
blessed with the miracle 
of you filling them.
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It's like trying to praise the ocean
when my words are a little boat
bobbing in your laughter
pushed along gently by your sighs.

So the sea journey continues and who knows where
Just to be held in these waves
is all one could ever desire
It's like suddenly awakening
in paradise.

Lets not grieve that we've been sleeping
It really doesn't matter how long we've been unconscious.

We're groggy but let the guilt go
feel the motions of tenderness all around us.
The buoyancy.
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I Was a Pirate
by Puran Lucas Perez

There were islands
floating face up in warm latitudes
and I was a pirate plying the inner coastways,
outside the rules and off the charts;
plundering my own future, passionately chasing 
the treasure map, carefully avoiding the treasure.

Then You came
and my swashbuckling seemed both
the best of all possible occupations, 
and as meaningless as sand.

There were savannas  
stretched out under winds loving them dry
and I was a lion, hungry and indolent,
holding court and killing because... 
well, that's what I do.

Then You came
and the predator became the prey
of an inconsolable music 
echoing in the empty rooms after you'd gone.

There were cities
shuffling in and out of darkness
and I was an actor,  master of disguises, 
playing the rolls that fit the moment, not the man;
imitating myself with such sincerity 
that the act became the only truth I knew.

Then You came
and the last curtain rose on a bare stage
with a naked man standing there
stunned by what he sees
in the mirror of  Your eyes. 
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This Conversation
adaptation from Hafiz  by Puran Lucas Perez

Why is the donkey in me
pursuing this conversation
with the mule in you?
When there are so many other wonderful animals
and a rainbow of birds inside of us, longing to say
truer, sweeter things to one other?

Lets loose our golden eagles
so that they might soar up 
to their meeting place in the heavens
and there entwine and tumble
freewheeling in a mating dance
free falling into the Gift.

Lets unstick the windows, unlock the doors, 
step out so that we can feel
that sun whose shine is love

Lets embrace and dance and sing
until our Joy awakens God
and we can hear her singing
with us in the wind

If you can think of a better way
to spend this lonely night
speak up sweet ones, speak loud
for Hafiz and all the world are eager to know that

So why just bring your mule to see my donkey?
That hay was stale the first time we chewed it
and there are so many other divine animals
and a rainbow of birds wanting,
waiting to say hello.

Copyright © 2010 Puran Lucas Perez



The Arc of Your Brush
adaptation from Rumi by Puran Lucas Perez

Take me with you wherever you go.

When you watch the rain falling or a hawk circling,

when you bow to the gentleness of a saint,

or smile at the foolishness of a sinner,

let me be a part of that.  

Let me be there when you open to the sky

when you embrace the ground.

Let me be that opening, that embracing.

The night sees itself when the moon fills

Let me be that to you.

I come alive inside the way you taste your wine

the arc your brush makes, your laughter with friends

how you stand outside at night praying to the stars.

There is no greater sorrow than to be walking 

the streets of this city without you.

I get so confused at every corner.

Is this where you live? 

How could I ever find my way home

without the map your love 

has traced upon my heart? 

Copyright © 2010 Puran Lucas Perez



Waterwheel
adaptation from Rumi by Puran Lucas Perez

In my dream last night I was a waterwheel

and you were river of light 

steadily turning me, turning me.

What could this mean?

Is this how your love pours through me 

and turns the big stone that mills?

Then I walked out onto the hills and saw —

with a clarity that only my heart possess —

SEE! how the trees grab down into the moist soil

and stretch up into the bright sky. They’re in love! 

And the cows grazing on a sacramental table,

and the bees so devoted to their flowers

and the birds filling the dawn with rejoicing,

they are all in love!

Is not the sun blazing, the ocean rolling

the mountain echoing, with love?

Everywhere, we touch the body of love.

Sweet one come, enter this dream with me. 

We are ready for the next step. 

For we who have been lacerated by light

are now entrusted with this sacred task:

To show the world how in this loving

all the truths we’ll ever need abide.

To propagate the bliss of simply saying yes to this.
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Like This
adaptation from Rumi by Puran Lucas Perez

If anyone asks you 
what the perfect satisfaction
of our sexual hunger would look like
lift your face and say: “Like this”.

When someone starts talking
about the beauty of the night sky
climb up on your roof stretch your arms out, 
dance and say: “Like this”.

If  someone wants a definition of spirit
or to know what is meant by God's fragrance
lean your head in, keep your eyes there,
steady and close. Like this.

And if by chance someone should quote 
that old poem about clouds revealing the moon, 
slowly loosen the strings of your robe.
“Like this?”

I am a sky where spirits dwell
gaze into the deepening blue
until the breezes bring you their secrets.
Like this.

When someone asks you  what it means to die for love
point here.

When someone asks you what there is to do
light the candle in his hand. Like this.

When lovers moan they're telling our story.
Like this. Ah, like this.

If anyone wonders...
how did Jesus raise the dead,
don't try to explain the miracle,
just kiss my lips,
like this, like this, like this.

Copyright © 2010 Puran Lucas Perez



Crushed Angel
adaptation from Hafiz by Puran Lucas Perez

My dear angel how bold you’ve been
and how graceful your dancing
as you circled the floor trying to 
take the hands of the Beautiful One

My sweet crushed angel, you’ve danced
with such devotion – so sincerely. 
Otherwise you would not have neared God’s heart at all.

Don’t worry  – Our Beautiful Partner can be hard to follow.
Everyone knows that. And even his best musicians are not always easy to hear...
or is it that we just find it difficult to listen?

It doesn’t matter if the music has flown into the night
sooner or later you will hear it again.

And if for now the price of admission 
to the Divine is too steep for you... oh well. 

So what, my dear, if you cannot afford 
the ante to gamble on Real Love tonight?

The body and the mind are famous
for taking the heart hostage, 
so but be patient.
Hafiz knows the Eternal One.
He cannot resist you much longer
 
My angel how bold you’ve been
and how graceful your dancing 
trying to kiss the Beautiful One.
You have actually waltzed with great style
My sweet angel,
Oh my sweet crushed angel.
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