





PREFACE
The cup bedrers wine so divine
In thot hole paradise doth find
Ecstasies ladder from thev we
climb
Thy hole contdains pledsvres sntold
Bleng thy rim the tongue doth skim
Frothing the wine within
©h cup bedrer cup bedrer rdise it
to my chin
Life is shert seo within Iets dance

cond sing




©h Shariz rese of blushing bleoom
The forry bee dips deep in thy meistened womb
Fold vpon fold it stretches through

Drinking op thy wine in ecstatic swoon

Thy red floshed lips pevting meon-flower
Cloteh the bee in thy hemid bower
Entangled deep he cries for more

Bs thy wines nectdr on him sheower




Thou reose art fragrance dewed bot set to high
The bee to short teo redech bot dees sigh
©On table side he nimbly climbs

Yo dally cnd sip sweet wine which thoev sepply

Wearm tight fragront bleoem thy mevth tightly shet
YTender soft prodding reund the bee doth stret
Then bud pokes out thy meuth eopens with smile

Its tongue doth on thy wine glet




VI

Pink lipped porple tipped indolent flower
Like a coats eyge ot midday heor
Ripe swmell like girls perfemed brecaths

©Oh the sweet wine in thy hidden bower

The pink flesh-like pistil concedled
In the flower vnrevedled
Pokes from its velvety cose

Bs odorifereuvs wine drips o’er the verdant field




VII

©h cup bedrer bring thy wine don’t refrdin
Op 1ift +thy porphyry cup that I may drain
Mgy Iips te thy lips jor

Lips on cups rim I sip again and ageain

On the wine-cups lip I will stay
In peoroadise with its jvice I soy
Vis with the cups wine ecstasies attained

Coup bedrer thy cuop don’t take aweay




VIl

Weke cop bedrer op ond spredad thy bhair
With thy honeyed wine thy cop prepdare
Yo love and play in the bright still light

BII is goy with thy wine there is no cdre

©Oh cup bedrer with out thy wine I cont bedr
My bhedrt lIongs when thee ornt there
With eut thy lip I am filled with pdins

Wines withdrawedls brings leves despdir




Thy flesh-like bowl with lips of pinkish heve
Honeged wine filled to my view
©h cup bedrer Kindness to thy friend show

Op torn thy cop that of thy wine I con drink tee

©h the bulbel singing te the goarden did fly
Me with my cop bedrers cop on the flowers did
Iie
No singing te mine edr did ecsteasy bring

Eecsteasies bliss from my cup bedrers cup did rise

to K




My TIove on Samearkand corpet did lie
Through the son Iit dir belbels did fly
My gazelle eye did offer her flower to me

“Come drink its wine” she did sigh te I

Orange greoves the svon did brighten
Necdth pledsvres the sun doth heighten
dasper jeweled pink rimed cup

Honeyed wine drips ds the flower did tighten




Xl

OH rese of Shariz thy wine did drip fiery hot
These long night someone to see it there is not

©h my bloom has got cold from lack of sight

Oh beloved to the flower reb it dnd make it hot

Moon bedams glisten on the ouds lacqguered base
Yo the lilting tenes dew the flowers lips doth
TIace
The candle guttering is dimest dead

Hoeneyed wine shimmers on the flowers feoace




Xl

The desert wind blows o’er thy lips
Moistening the pdarched edrth with the moistere
it drips
©h my beloved Rose of Shariz

Wines ocdsis within thy folds the bee sips

Fountdain of poerphyry wide sdrdenyx movth
Cleft of cordl under the hood doth peut
Wine from the grapes bud gushes forth

Oh Samoarkeand floewer thy wotery movth




Xl

The bedding greape entongled in the vine
The suns light vpon it doth shine
No Ispdabean jewel or Samearkeand peerl

Worth more than o drep of thy wine

Op torn thy cup cuop bedrer torns
Thy wine hotter than Karkbigya berns
The wine drips fromst thy hele like molten glass

It rim froths with bebbles in my lips chorns




XV
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