
        
            
                
            
        

    



SUFI


 


The Magus’s Camel


Sufi, the magus’s camel,


was a remarkable mammal,


as at home in a busy bazaar


as alone on a dune with a star.


 


A camel’s lot is often lowly,


but he looked lofty, even holy,


viewing his vicinity


with noble equanimity.


 


Holy Lands


On his master’s passionate quest,


he followed a star to the west.


He crossed the deserts sacred sands,


passed waving palms in holy lands


and bore great hardship, mortal danger,


to see an infant in a manger.


 


Pyramids are Pointing


Kneeling now beside the Nile,


Sufi can’t suppress a smile.


Ancient pyramids are pointing


to a setting sun anointing 


all below with purest gold –


rich and poor, both young and old –


and palms arise in silent prayer,


in praise of water, earth and air.


 


Salaams to the Sun


When the day is finally done


he will pay his salaams to the sun –


Almighty One, The Guiding Light,


The Arbiter of Day and Night.


Alone on the dunes, far from busy bazaars,


the camel communes with the King of the Stars.


 


The Eye of the Needle


Sufi’s spirit now can fly


through a gospel needle’s eye


to The Blessed Land 


ever close at hand,


where he has his own oasis –


holiest of holy places –


bathed in the light of lucid dreams,


with shady palms and crystal streams.


 


(“It is easier for a camel
to go through


the eye of a needle, than
for a rich man


to enter into the Kingdom of
God.”


 Jesus (Matthew and Mark.))
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