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To our spouses, Sheila and gl&wv asking their Forgiveness for

spending so many hours in al-Ma‘arri’s company instead of theirs.
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The Sheikh’s Story of his Resurrection, the Day
of Judgement, and his Entry into Paradise

Then the Sheikh says (may God make him speak meritoriously when he says
something, if his Lord will him to say something!):

I'll tell you my own story. After I got up and rose from my grave and had
arrived at the Plane of Resurrection (“plane” being like “plain,” with a dif-
ferent spelling),*** I thought of the Quranic verse, «To Him the angels and
the Spirit ascend in a day the length of which is fifty thousand years. So be
patient in a decent manner».*** It did seem a long time to me; I got parched
and torrid (meaning “very hot, without a puff of wind”), as your friend
al-NumayrT says:

The girls, in their wraps, are like ostrich eggs
exposed by drizzle and the heat of a sultry night.

Iam easily desiccated (that is, “quick to thirst”), so I thought about my situ-
ation, which I found quite unbearable for someone like me. There came an
angel to me, the one that had recorded all the good deeds I had performed.
Ifound that my good deeds were few, as few as tussocks of grass in a year of
destitution (a tussock being a tuft of vegetation, destitution being a drought).
But my repentance at the end shone like a light, bright like a lamp for travel-
ers at night,

When I had stood there for one or two months, fearing I would drown in my
sweat, I persuaded myself that I should compose a few lines for Ridwan, Par-
adise’s Porter Angel. I composed them on the meter and rhyme pattern of

Stop, you gwo, for the memory of a beloved, and the recognition . . .*°

In them I incorporated the name of Ridwan. Then I jostled my way through
the people until I stood where he could hear and see me, but he took no
notice of me and I don’t think he paid attention to what I said. I waited for
a short while, perhaps ten days in earthly reckoning, and then I composed
some lines on the pattern of

11.1

The Sheikh’s
conversation
with Ridwan and
Zufar, guards of
the Garden

11.2.1



SLadiaL,

Ao e o 1By L S8 3, 181 G

cx.mw FeEN Qﬂ, &J@kﬂr&s@f@%%df&&%&
s LN S BTE ekl 8 S ol L'yl o
rm.m»urv& aaumotuv,fv (EGVc%é{ﬂ(&.
el oy i3y b e A(MER\:(E{ W sl

A.%, ,ﬁ,L a;m.& ii?«r&(

e gl s gl G r(%fcwéw&crat s
e s qtécg%@%éag %8@

o 33y Kol K Lglll & gl Lsm 2 woludl 334
el e 38

ks Sl YL 1 i g m,;% s by 2
Sl o) s Jo T AN AT Gy m o387l xxnd,té

(s it bl EPUR PRI c(E%\ qtg

S Al UM 3 %! 305 03k el el s
QFQ,E&NGCE,,WKQHQ,(LMC?. r\e?nrvhﬁ
((\gni,{pc\%,\s& c,%r C,ow.ur%.ug
RN G WA
rv astl ey WS L A e AToe Ul %E\e S
SRS JUTY

v

P g e W oy e s SGlnl i

AP ) By Wl G LT GBS dgasib wo L35,

e 2y (p plaal) gl 575

\AY & 182

.'The Sheikh’s Story of his Resurrection, the Day of Judgement, and his Entry into Paradise

The gathered clans have parted. If 'd had my way,
they wouldn’t have. They severed bonds of loving union.*®’

Again I mentioned Ridwan in it; I approached him and did as before. But he
did not appear to hear: it was as if I tried to move Mount Thabir, or attempted
to extract scent from cement (“cement” being a mixture of limestone and
clay). Then I continued with all other metrical patterns that could accommo-
date “Ridwén” until I had exhausted them; but still he did not help me and
I don’t think he even understood what I said. When I had tried everything
without success I cried out as loud as I could, “Ridwan, who are trusted by
the Omnipotent Almighty, charged with guarding Paradise! Can’t you hear
me calling on you for help?”

He replied, “T heard you mention Ridwian, but I had no idea that you meant
me. What do you want, poor wretch?” I said, “I am a man who cannot endure
to be dehydrated (that is, ‘thirsty’); it is for the Reckoning that I have waited
and waited. I've got my Document of Repentance, which cancels all my sins.
Thave composed numerous poems in praise of you, mentioning you by name!”

Ridwin asked, “Poems, what’s that? This is the first time I have heard

'3

that word.” I replied: “‘Poems’ is the plural of ‘poem’, which is speech that is
metrical and, on certain conditions, sounds Emmmmﬁ. If the meter is defec-
tive, either by an excess or a shortfall, one notices it. People in the Temporal
World used to ingratiate themselves with kings and lords by means of poems.
So I composed some for you, hoping that you might let me enter Paradise
by this gate. I think people have waited long enough now. I am only a weak,
feeble person. Surely I am someone who may hope for forgiveness, and
righly so, if God the Exalted wills.” But Ridwan said, “Do you expect me to
allow you to enter without permission from the Lord of Glory, you dimwit?

Forget it! Forget it! «How could they attain it from a remote place?»”*%®

SoIleft him and, expectantly, turned to a guard who was called Zufar. For him
I composed a poem, meptioning him by name, on the meter of Labid’s line:

My two daughters hope their father will live;
but don’t I belong to Rabi‘ah or Mudar?*®®

I approached him and recited the poem; but it was as if I was speaking to
a mute and solid rock in the end, trying to get a wild ibex to descend.™®
I composed poems using the name Zufar in every possible meter and rhyme,
but to no avail each time. I said, “God have mercy on you! In the Past World

Y & 183
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‘The Sheikh’s Story of his Resurrection, the Day of Judgement, and his Entry into Paradise

we would seek the favor of leaders and kings with two or three lines of verse
and our wishes would be fulfilled; but for you I have composed enough to
fill a tome of Collected Poems and still you don’t seem to have heard one
susurrus, i.e., a whisper!”

Hereplied, “Ihave noidea what you are expostulating (i.e., ‘talking about’).
Isuppose all that jabbering of yours is the Qur’an of the Devil, that rebel! But
the angels won’t buy it! It belongs to the Jinn, who have taught it to Adam’s
children. Now what do you want?”

I explained what I wanted. He said, “By God, I can’t help you in what you
need; for humans I cannot intercede. What community are you from?” “The
community of Muhammad ibn ‘Abd Allah ibn ‘Abd al-Muttalib,” I answered.
“Ah, yes,” he said, “the prophet of the Arabs. So that is why you have come to
me with that poetry, because the accursed Devil spat it out in the lands of the
Arabs, where women and children learned it. I'll give you some good advice:
look for your friend and perhaps he will be able to let you have your way.”

Thus I despaired of him. I worked my way through the multitude. Then I saw
a man bathed in a glimmering of light, surrounded by others who shone
with bright light. I asked, a<§o is that man?” They said, “That is Hamzah
ibn ‘Abd al-Muttalib, the one who was killed by Wahshi; those around him
are those Muslims who died as martyrs at Uhud.” Inspired with false hope
I'said to myself: poetry will work better with Hamzah than with the Porter of
Paradise, because Hamzah is a poet, as were his brothers and his father and
his grandfather. It could well be that each and every one of his forefathers
from Ma‘add ibn ‘Adnan on have composed verses. So I composed some lines
after the model of Ka'b ibn Malik’s elegy*" on Hamzah, which opens with

Saftyyah, get up, don’t be weak!
Let the women weep for Hamzah!

I approached him and called out: “Lord of martyrs, uncle of God’s messen-

_ger! Son of ‘Abd al-Muttalib!” When he turned to me I recited the verses. But

he said, “Shame upon you! Must you eulogize me here, of all places? Haven’t
you heard this Quranic verse: ** «Every man of them that day will have
enough to preoccupy him?»” “Yes,” I said, “I’ve heard it; and I’ve also heard
what follows: «Some faces that day will be bright, laughing and expecting
delight; other faces that day will be glum, by gloom overcome: these are the

unbelievers, the sinners»!” He replied, “I can’t do what you ask, but I will

YA & 185
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The Sheikh’s Story of his Resurrection, the Day of Judgement, and his Entry into Paradise

send a nuncio (meaning a ‘messenger’) along with you to my nephew ‘Ali
ibn Abi Talib, who can speak to the Prophet, God bless him, on your behalf.”

He sent a man with me. When he had told my story to the Commander of

the Believers,*

the latter asked, “Where is your evidence?” He meant the
document with my good deeds.”*

At the assembling place I had seen an elderly man who used to teach
us grammar in the Fleeting World. He was called Ab@i ‘Alf al-Farisi. Some
people had thrown themselves upon him to call him to account, saying “You
have misinterpreted us and wronged us!” When he saw me he beckoned me
with his hand, so I went over to him. There was a whole group with him,
including Yazid ibn al-Hakam al-Kilabi, who was saying, “Shame on you, you
recited the following verse by me on my authority, the word ‘water’ (al-ma’)
in the nominative!”—He meant his verse

If only all your evil and your good deeds
were kept from me, for as long as a drinker drinks water to quench his
thirst

—“But I put ‘water’ in the accusative!™® Likewise, you asserted that I said
magtawi in my verse:

Take another friend instead of me, someone who looks like you,
for I shall get myself a good and decent friend in your place!

“for 1 said mugtaws, with !4 ,
There was a rajaz poet,”” who said, “You have foisted on me a wrong
reading of my verse:

Camels of mine, what is his crime that you should scorn him?
There is fresh water and tender thistles around him!

“for you read ta’bayah™® instead of ta’bayh (‘you scorn him’). By God, I have
never said that, nor has any other Arab!”
There came another man, who said, “You have charged me with thinking

that the pronoun ‘it’ refers to an implied ‘studying’ in my verse:

Here’s this Surdqah: the Qur’an, he studies it,
whereas the man, with bribes if he can get them, is a wolf.

“Would I be so mad as to believe that?”4°

\AY & 187

11.5.1
The conversation
with ‘Alf ibn Abi
7alib
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The Sheikh’s Story of his Resurrection, the Day of Judgement, and his Entry into Paradise

A throng of such people came, all of whom blamed him for his interpre-
tations; but I said: “People, these are trivial things! Don’t be so hard on this
learned old man. At least he can boast of being the author of his book on the
Qur'an, The Proof:*** Itis not as ifhe has shed your blood or stolen your money!”

Then they left him and went their various ways.

Now while I was busy addressing them and discussing their complaints,
I had dropped the writing that mentioned my repentance. I went back to
look for it but could not find it!

I displayed much confusion and distress. But the Commander of the
Believers said, “Don’t worry. Did anybody witness your repentance?”**!
“Yes,” I replied, “the qadi of Aleppo and his notaries.” “What’s his name?”
“Abd al-Mun'im ibn ‘Abd al-Karim, the gadi of Aleppo (may God guard it!)
in the days of Shibl al-Dawlah.”

He got a crier to stand up and call out: “Abd al-Mun‘im ibn ‘Abd al- -Karim,
qadi of Aleppo in Shibl al-Dawlah’s time! Have you any knowledge of the repen-
tance of ‘Ali ibn Manstr ibn Talib (ibn al-Qarih), the Aleppine man of letters?”

But no one answered. I was dismayed mbm,vmmmz to tremulate, i.e., to
tremble. The man cried out a second time, and again nobody answered.
I fell into a swoon, i.e., I fainted. Then he cried a third time, and some-
one spoke up: “Yes, I have witnessed the repentance of ‘Ali ibn Mansiir,
in the nick of time!*? And a number of notaries were present at my place
when he repented. I was then the gadi of Aleppo and adjacent districts.
It is God whom we ask for succor!”

At that I got up and was able to breathe again. I told the Commander
of the Believers (peace be upon him) what I wanted, but he turned away,
saying, “You want something impossible. Follow the example of the other
children of your forefather Adam!”

I wanted to get to the Basin**® but had real trouble getting there. I drank a
few gulps after which there would never be any thirst. The unbelievers also
tried to reach the water, but the Angels of Hell drove them away with sticks
that burned like fire, so that they retreated, with scorched faces or hands,
wailing and squealing. I walked to the Chosen Progeny*** and said, “In the
Past World I always wrote at the end of any book of mine: ‘God bless our
lord Muhammad, the Seal of Prophets, and his excellent and good descen-
dants,** to show my respect and hoping for a favor.” They said, “What can
we do for you?” I replied, “Our lady Fatimah (peace be upon her) entered

M & 189
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11.6.1

The conversation
with Fatimah,
the Prophet’s
daughter
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The Sheikh’s Story of his Resurrection, the Day of Judgement, and his Entry into Paradise

Paradise ages ago. But from time to time she leaves it for twenty-four hours,
by the reckoning of the Transitory World, to greet her father who is busy tes-
tifying for God’s Judgment. Then she returns to her place in Paradise. Now
when she appears as usual, please could you all ask her on my behalf? Per-
haps she will ask her father to help me”

When-the time had come for her to emerge a crier called out: “Lower 11.6.2
your eyes, people that stand here, until Fatimah, the daughter of Muhammad

(God bless him) has passed.” A large number of men and women of Aba
Talib’s family gathered, @mov_m who had never drunk wine or done evil
things, and they came to meet her on her way. When she saw them she asked,
“What is this crowd? Is anything the matter?” They answered, “We are fine;
we enjoy the presents from those that dwell in Paradise. But we are being
kept here because of the «word that preceded»;*?® we do not want to enter
Paradise precipitously, before our time. We are safe and having a good time,
on account of God’s word:**” «Those who have already been given the finest
thing that came from Us, they shall be kept far from it, nor shall they hear any
sound of it but they shall forever be in what their souls desire, the greatest
distress shall not grieve them and the angels shall receive them: this is your
day, that you have been promised!»” -

‘Ali ibn al-Husayn and his two sons, Muhammad and Zayd, were among
them, with other pious and righteous persons. Next to Fatimah (peace be
upon her) stood another woman, who resembled her in nobility and maj-
esty. People asked, “Who is she?” The answer was: “That is Hﬁpmmu.mrv daugh-
ter of Khuwaylid ibn Asad ibn ‘Abd al-Uzza.”

With her were some young men, riding horses of light. People asked,
“Who are they?” They were told: “They are ‘Abd Allah, al-Qasim, al-Tayyib,
al-Tahir, and Ibrahim, the sons of Muhammad (God bless him).”*2® Then
those whom I had asked said, “This man is one of our followers. His repen-
tance is genuine and there can be no doubt that he will be among those in
Paradise. He turns to you in supplication, God bless you, that he may be
relieved from the terrors of this Place of Judgment, that he may enter Para-
dise and hasten to attain the triumph.”

Thereupon Fatimah said to her brother Ibrahim (God bless him), “You look
after this man!” He said to me, “Hold on to my stirrup.” The horses then passed
through the throng, whole nations and peoples making way for us. Where the

Ay & 191



oLalidl.,

on 5% 38 S oy lin 14 s Ayl b@, B 5 20l
crhc&rw %@hmv ARPIAE é&arv(&
U s g g osh s g 2 s, ﬂvé Ol

tﬁz% 15&@(%45,@6&5\&,

YeAeh C,v &(,9% »..(\.6( &Vk;bz “CQLL L?C\fth\ff(
?(bkﬁr..\,,ﬁw %e.m..i% :.. CV\L G;E(Vybou(b(kvﬁ

-
3

LS, )lf Edd a9 L Aelor (o b dede &1 Lo
@%Eﬁ rvbwrmfa ..W.%.fl.. .rr..whv?{ ru..\.uL’ C,vhotfbr. “rn\rm.m }\V,co.wbﬁw‘m%
TR

Gl 56 gl

el L,a&w&ﬂ CE,QS 26 S%,5 Loy s
(F&W@b,c‘ou uuwrsvn.cr, gl J) oy A€, o

Foe

L el dleldoe @yl g cde

v&@ﬁ Sl LS, %WJ% sy Coas Lo b
sda A Ly 8 DLl de ol A1 b Fi W b A8
.oﬁd%&mfw 2l

Y28 $lar o e o sy 06 el ol 3y o U
oo B oy LW ELS 4 VL dsdl JL el e Y Ol
AR hdﬂ, G elaidlohs (0 %y gl GLaind &

WY & 192

The Sheikh’s Story of his Resurrection, the Day of Judgement, and his Entry into Paradise

crowd was too dense they flew up in the air, while I was holding on to the
stirrup. They halted at Muhammad (God bless him and give him peace).

The Prophet asked, “Who is this alien?” (meaning “stranger”). Fatimah 11.7
replied, “This is a man for whom So-and-so and So-and-so have interceded.”  The Prophet’s
She named some of the Pure Imams.**® He said, “First one must look at his ntercession
works.” He inquired about them and they were found in the Grand Regis-

ter, sealed with Repentance. Then he interceded for me and I was permitted

entrance. When Fatimah, the Resplendent (peace be upon her), returned I

grabbed the stirrup of Ibrahim (God bless him).

Having thus left the multitudes behind me I was told: “This is the Bridging 11.8.1

Path, now cross it!”**° I noticed it was empty, not one soul on it. I braced 7ne crossing of
myself to cross but I found that I could not control myself. Fatimah, the the Bridging Pach
Resplendent {God bless her), said to a servant girl of hers, “Girl, help him
cross!” The girl began to push and pull me while I was tottering to the right
and the left. “Girl,” I said, “if you want me to arrive safely, then do with me as

the poet put it in the Temporary World:

Madam, if I'm tiring you,
then let me ride you piggyback.”

“Piggyback,” she asked, “what is that?” “ That is when you put your hands on
someone’s shoulders, who holds your hands and carries you, belly-to-back.
Haven’t you heard the line by al-Jahjaliil from Kafr Tab,”" when he says:

My state improved backward

until I began to move piggybackward.”*?

She replied, “I've never heard of piggyback, or al-Jahjalil, or Kafr Tab before!”

She picked me up and crossed like a bolt of lightning. When I reached the
other side Fitimah, the Resplendent (peace be upon her), said, “I am giving
you this girl. Take her and she will serve you in Paradise.”

When I arrived at the gate of Paradise, Ridwan asked, “Have you gotyour 11.8.2
permit?” “No,” I said. “Then you can’t enter.” I was desperate. I saw at the 7hesecond
gate, just inside Paradise, a willow tree. I asked, “Can I have a leaf of that MMMMWWMM
willow tree, so that I can go back to the Place of Judgment and get a permit, ke eazryinto

, . . Paradise
I won't let anything leave Paradise without permis-

P«

written on that leaf?
sion from the Most High, sanctified and blessed be He.” I was at my wits’ end
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The Sheikh’s Story of his Resurrection, the Day of Judgement, and his Entry into Paradise

at this new blow and said, “We belong to God and to Him we shall return!
If Abii I-Murajja, the Emir, had had a treasurer like you we would never have
received a groat from his coffers.” (A groat is a silver coin worth fourpence).

But then Ibrihim (God bless him) turned around! He saw me—I had
stayed behind. Now he came back and he dragged me along with him and
brought me into Paradise. I had spent six months, earthly reckoning, at the
Place of Judgment. That is why my memory is still intact: the horrors have
not depleted it, nor has the detailed Reckoning weakened it.
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Between Paradise and Hell

Then it occurs to him that he would like to see the people in Hell and how 135.1
things are with them, that his gratitude for his blessings be magnified.

For God says,*”” «One of them said: I had a companion who would say,

“Are you really one of those who believe that if we die and have turned to

dust and bones we will be judged?” He said, “Won’t you look down?” So he
looked down and saw him in the midst of blazing Hell. He said, “By God, you

had nearly let me perish; but for my Lord’s blessing I would have been one

of those brought there!”»

The Sheikh mounts one of the animals of Paradise and goes forth. He sees 15.2.1

some towns unlike the towns of Paradise, without the glittering light; there The Paradise
of the demons

are caves and dark, wooded valleys. He asks one of the angels, “What are
they, servant of God?” He replies, “This is the Paradise of those demons*®
who believed in Muhammad (God bless Embv those that are mentioned in
the Surah of the Sand Dunes and the Surah of the Jinnees.*® There are lots
of them.” “I should like to pay them a visit,” says the Sheikh, “I am bound to
hear some wonderful stories from them!”

He turns toward them and sees an old person who is sitting at the mouth
of a cave. He greets him and the other answers the greeting politely, asking,
“What brings you to this place, human? You would deserve a better one;
like you there is none!” The Sheikh replies, “I heard that you are the believ-
ing jinnees, so I've come to ask for some stories about the jinnees, and per-
haps to hear some poems by the rebellious jinnees.”**°

The old jinnee says, “You've hit the bull’s eye; you've found me like the
moon in its halo in the sky, like someone who waits before pouring away
the hot fat:*** here am I! Ask whatever you like.” The Sheikh asks, “What is
your name, old man?” “I am al-Khayta‘iir, one of the sons of al-Shaysaban.*>
We are not descended from the devil: we belong to the jinnees that lived on
earth before the children of Adam (God bless him).”
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Between Paradise and Hell

The Sheikh says, “Tell me about the poems of the jinnees! Someone called
al-Marzubani has collected a fair number of them.” The old man replies, “But
that is all rubbish, wholly unreliable. Do humans know more about poetry
than cattle know about astronomy and geodesy? They have fifteen different
meters, and rarely transcend them ;498 whereas we have thousands of meters
that humans have never heard of. Some naughty toddlers of ours happened
to pass by some humans and spat some poetry at them, a trifle like a splinter
from an arak tree of al-Na'man.*** I myself have composed informal rajaz and
formal gasid poetry an eon or two before God created Adam. I have heard
that you, race of humans, are rapturous about Imru’ al-Qays’s poem, ‘Stop,
let us weep for the remembrance of a loved one and a dwelling place,*** and
make your kids learn it by heart at school. But if you wish I could dictate
to you a thousand poems with the same meter and the same rhyme, -, a
thousand such poems rhyming in -4, a thousand in -I4, a thousand in -lah, a
thousand in -fuh, and a thousand in -k, all composed by one of our poets, an
unbeliever now burning in the depths of Hell.”

The Sheikh (may God make him happy continually!) says, “You have got
a good memory, old man!” The jinnee replies, “We are not like you, chil-
dren of Adam, overcome by forgetfulness and moistness, for you have been
created from «moulded mud»**® but we have been created from «a fiery
flame» 247

The Sheikh is moved by a desire for erudition and literature to ask the old
man, “Will you dictate some of these poems to me?” “If you like,” says the
jinnee, “I will dictate to you loads more than camels can carry and all the
pages of your world can contain.”

The Sheikh has a mind (may his mind ever be lofty!) to take some dicta-
tion from him. But then he says to himself: in the Transitory World I was
always wretched when I collected literature; I never profited from it. I tried
to curry the favor of leading persons but I was milking the udder of a bad
milk camel and was exerting myself with the teats of a slow cow. I'll never be
asuccess if I give up the pleasures of Paradise in order to copy the literatare
of the jinn. I've got enough erudition as it is, all the more so because forget-
fulness is rife among the dwellers in Paradise, so that I have turned out to be

_one of those with the greatest erudition and the largest memory, thanks be

to God!

YA & 229

15.2.2

The poetry of
the demons
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Between Paradise and Hell

He asks the old man, “How should I address you respectfully?”*® He 15.2.3
answers, “As AbQl Hadrash. I have fathered God knows how many chil-
dren, whole tribes of them, some in the burning Fire, others in Paradise.”
The Sheikh asks him, “Aba Hadrash, how come you are gray-haired? I thought
those who dwell in Paradise would be young.”**® He replies, “Humans have
been given that privilege, but we have been denied it, because we could
* change shape in the Past World. Anyone of us could be a speckled snake if
be so wished, or a sparrow if he wanted, or a pigeon. But in the Hereafter we
are forbidden to change shape. We are left as we were created originally. The
children of Adam have been given a beautiful appearance by way of com-
pensation. As some human said in the World that Was: “We have been given
make-shift, and the jinn have been given shape-shift.”” ,

The jinnee continues, “I have met evil at the hands of humans, but &m% 15.2.4

[P AT (/C Chr ,.uo,\.f\.r.v r\&(qrw%‘vub m\{ﬁu : Qur.»..\;&ur&b

have met the like from me! Once I entered the house of sorme persons, want- Abi Hadrash

G «9 rb: Q e AuLv. G., (Tbh\ Ve G (L%.B\m ﬂ.t i N,\\h, ing to strike a girl with fits.>®® I took on the shape of a Rattus rattus, i.e. arat; %mwwﬁwwwm
L . rwv VP.W BB ,ua,n L ba (Trw G A u\m.w, v>ab Ay k.w,. G.&_U they called the cats, and when I was hard pressed by these I changed myself
24 into a speckled viper and hid in a hollow tree trunk. When they found
% Q .\faE (L.st L,r %V&r r\.ﬁ@ FAVIY Wu rL,\B (T% out they uncovered me. Afraid that they would ,WE me, I became a whiz-
{ 4 k.r(b C, r%n Cﬁn kals CL Cuw Jgiss O %AC by...w. m.rw V P zing wind and clung to the rafters. They tore down the wooden beams but
could not see anything. Then they were puzzled and said, ‘“There is no place
QV 2 @.L {(, r/@ &A, 15 r\ﬂsv A wa u{ here where it could be hiding!” While they were deliberating I went for the
OFAY 4\ A(gf V_.\c 9 »\VJF ur 9 ;E, E J , % Cx {,b full-bosomed maiden in her mosquito net. When she saw me she had a fit.
Her family came from all sides; they gathered exorcists and brought doctors
L«rl.. (V a~ f\blv or&: b “r\.v., Y C Lb {(h M: »\C G and spent large sums. Every exorcist left no spell untried on me, but I did
&E 2, & 2 % ‘ B\.an N |y rw ft&n ,t (mrb e Q.»L, N (» ‘not react. The physicians kept giving her potions but I stayed put and did not
-budge. When death overtook her I looked for another girl, and so on, until
e W o a ﬁ, V\GC.VL' r&«.u ..Hc(v: | God granted me repentance and rewarded me richly! I shall always be one of

hose who praise Him !’
I praise Him who took my sinful burdens and destroyed them 15.2.5

for me! My crime has been forgiven now.

RAYIN PR C‘z G.u WBC#% (\.M& rmpw\.umhv.c‘urw(r%
; AT P RN | LS.
s&@@Lg%t»\ ?\A.,u b Giny & 2]
O I R R - A

I had a close affair once with a pretty girl

from Cordova; and then, in China, with the daughter of an emperor.
1 visited now one and then another, unconcerned,

at night, before I could discern the light of dawn.
And any animal or human I encountered

I would leave distraught and terrified.
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Hell

The Sheikh looks down and sees Satan®*® (God curse him!), writhing in
fetters and chains, while Hell’s angels have a go at him with iron cudgels.
The Sheikh says, “Thanks be to God, who has got the better of you, enemy of
God and of His friends! How many generations of Adam’s children you have
destroyed innumerable, only God can count.” The devil asks, “Who is this
man?” “Tam ‘All ibn Mansir ibn al-Qérih, from Aleppo,” replies the Sheikh.
“I was a man of letters by profession, by which I tried to win the favor of
rulers” “A bad profession indeed!” says Satan. “You’ll live on a minimum
income, hardly enough to keep your mﬁ:@. It’s a slippery business; many
like you have gone to perdition because of it. Congratulations on being
saved! «So beware, and again, beware!»** But I'd like you to do something
for me. If you do I will be much obliged.” ’

“I cannot possibly do anything to help you,” replies the Sheikh, “for there
is a Qur’anic verse already about those in Hell; I mean the words of the
Exalted,*** «Those in Hell will call to those in Paradise, ‘Pour us some water
or whatever God has given you!” They will reply, ‘God has forbidden these
things to the unbelievers!’»”

“Tam asking you none of that,” says Satan. “I am asking you to tell me some-
thing: wine is forbidden to you in the Temporal World but permitted in the
Hereafter; now, do the people in Paradise do with the immortal youths what
the people of Sodom and Gomorra did?” The Sheikh exclaims, “Damn you,
haven’t you got enough to distract you? Haven’t you heard what the Exalted

says:**® «There they will have pure spouses and they will live there forevers ?”

Satan says, “In Paradise there are many drinks apart from wine . .. ¥*—
But tell me, what happened to Bashshar ibn Burd? I owe him something that
I do not owe any other son of Adam: he, unlike all other poets, preferred me

to Adam, for he said:

Satan is better than your father, Adam;
you wicked people, understand this well!
His element is fire, and Adam is of mud:
mud will never rise as high as fire!

YA & 249
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Hell

[t

“He spoke the truth; but those who speak the truth will always be hated!

No sooner does Satan fall silent than a man appears, plagued with various 17.2.1
kinds of torment. He closes his eyes so as not to have to see the punishment  7ze coaversarion
that has come upon him; but then the Angels of Hell open them again with memww%%&
pincers of fire. This is Bashshar ibn Burd, who has been given eyes after
having been blind from birth, to make him see the chastisement that has
come over him.
The Sheikh (may God raise his rank!) says to him, “Abti Mu‘adh, you were
excellent as a poet but bad in your beliefs! In the Fleeting World I would
often think of some of your verses and ask God’s mercy for you, assuming
that repentance might still come to you. I mean, for instance, these verses:

Eﬁ

Return to an abode where you can live in comfort;
The time has passed and now you are alone.

uﬂt(ucﬁ.&:(‘z Cc;r\a%zwlﬁw.&
Blo Y dASI5, 08 40

You hope for a tomorrow; but tomorrow is like a pregnant woman

in the tribe: one does not know what she will bear.
“Or these:*** .

Woe for Asm#, the daughter of al-Ashadd!

She stood up to be seen and saw me, all alone.

She’s like the sun that breaks through the thin clouds.

She was stingy with one cheek but revealed the other.

And then she turned away, just like a breath sighed inwardly.

E& I:tx(& w\x&f:cgﬁ,b
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—Many a ‘friend’ was like a suppurating boil,

(1 feared his coming like a fit of fever),

Aboil I had to carry on a patch of skin. . .

A free-born, noble man may be rebuked; sticks are for slaves.
There’s nothing for the importune except rebuff.

“But now your situation is desperate!—Actually, in one rhyme of this poem  17.2.2
you use the word subd.>* Now, if you meant the plural of subad, whichisa
kind of bird,*¥ you are mistaken because a word of this pattern cannot have

such a plural. Or, if you simply left out the second vowel of subad, you have

\AAYY Cr {\L‘%Chb (r.(s: (/ibh: NV r\kd QC,%@ Cu:
r)ﬂtr\,WCQ r&u ﬂk%uﬁwc,@(?%@“ QV(.C(\W
Qs V05 G N Yy e 18915805 5y Ll

made a bad verse, because omitting the vowel & is not a recognized poetic
license. You cannot use the argument that al-Akhtal said:

Not everyone who is duped, when he’s concluded (salfa, for salafa) a sale,

R TR
U%Lf(tCW\J\. g%,&mﬁfcﬂ\c

can return to rescind and get back what he lost;
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. X .. nor that someone else said:
A58,
They said: “You dusty one!’ I said, ‘You’re right!
I P 2 s .7 i i
o3t ol e v.LM\. o .¢ \m.rw o 2 v 5 Rm VVCQ My father is from dust, since God created (khalgahu, for khalagahu)

him an Adam.

Lo Vet ¢ A “For these are irregular forms. As for the verse by Jamil:
.L.‘..Lv.: &.bw ﬁnr “bvtc (V. C% : &
There cried of parting from Buthaynah—the aim is a gathered tribe
at Dhat al-Radm-—a pure black (sard, for sarad), fettered’ crow. 5
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4 .
“Those who recite it with surd, meaning surad (‘shrike’?)>* and then delet-
ing the second vowel, are wrong, for correct is sard, i.e., ‘pure, as in the
g g P

Ul Q%&lrg Gl dl (?&érbr»:%?i,cér
iﬂ% Lot ol i e gl b

expression ‘I love you with a sard (pure) love,” here meaning a black crow in
which there is no white. The word muhajjal (‘fettered’) is derived from ijl,
an ankle-ring used as a fetter. ‘Adi ibn Zayd says:

You, woman, you who blame me: I’ve encountered what holds back 2 man
k\.E G(t C»VW., (&Fu R% m‘ v uu Q and I've been hopping with two ankle-rings, like a shackled man.

e .
“A crow is described as being ‘shackled’ on account of the shortness of its
heel tendons.>*° A poet says: -

el B ag&.\bu ((nu( oy (,\:u
i Many a ‘shackled one’ that hopped between the dwellings, like
an Ethiopian under a deep-black cloud, now falling, now rising.”**
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But Bashshar replies, “Hey man, spare me your trivialities! I am busy with
other concerns and have no time for you!”

The Sheikh asks where he might find Imru’ al-Qays ibn Hujr. “There he is, 17.3.1

within hearing distance!” is the answer. He says to him, “Abl Hind, the 7ne conversation

. . . . ith Imru’al-
transmitters in Baghdad recite, from your poem ‘Stop, you two and let us " ¢ @y

9552

weep,”>* a few of the lines with the addition of an extra-metrical ‘and’ at the

beginning. I mean these verses:

ﬂ

[ 2oLe . . s .
G .\6 ,L Ss & W And the peaks at al-Mujaymir’s crest, the morning after,

[with debris from the flood, looked like a spindle’s whorl.]

«

Likewise:

And the songbirds of the valley, in the morning, [seemed
to have been made to drink a fine and spicy wine.]



