


The Life of the Rose

Like the rose, Omar Khayyam came hither,

From the earth, blossomed, and showed his flower,
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ying in the shadow of the minaret, f

Khayyam faces death, without regret.
The Bird of Time lands; evening winds murmur;
=5 B s i S,
Omar savors the glow of his last sunset. s f
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Omar as a tulip was like a cup,

‘l x

Lookmg up to ‘take hlS Heavenly sup.

He haplly uaffed the wine of life, then

Ax

To earth hewas 1nvrted all used up.
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* Farewell
FiRg
The Angel of nght found Omar to bless
V W,
And said: “Khayyam I must soon repossess

. G T
g_our clay, so let us drink to your success!
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'He drank and smlled then met Life’s last caress.,
\ ) Y

Ay 3
0
¥

-

- 10 -



— i1 —



Old Khayyam rechned on the grass near death.
.:.ﬁ ' ?.‘ 3 -l
The Dark Angel arrived, and to him said:
. .
“Drink one last deep drought &‘om Life’s precious cup.”
L R L
Omar smiled and sipped, then breathed his last breath.
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The Processmn‘ G the METmbnts

Sad Yesterday, Today, and T omorrow
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i il omar Xhayyam ‘
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They all came, led by their tears and sorrow,‘s b
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To mourn old Khayyam: “Hail, cheer and farewell'
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Old Khayyam has gone to where no one knows

’ ' p N
Sequestered far beneath the winter SNOWS,
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Yet a voice through the centuries echoes,] 0 4
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" As still the summer blossoms with the rose




|\
o




A Splash of Verse

\‘\

The fumes of ageless rhyme from ancient times

Walft from the Persian verse, as some chimes

New are mixed with the spir of the old,

Deftly transmogrified for Victorian climes.







Omar S Per31a Fume

L,

i L 2 Y ;%« N\ \
Through his Rubauyat I sense enchantment,
"*’W *‘ LI “-\\ W
Essence distilled by the translator’s scent.
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Recomposed from Khayyam’s dust and spirit,
. R 1= A
Potent ehx1rs escape interment!
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ut of the dust of th1s world S gloom and doom,
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Dr1ft the spores of Omar Khayyam’s mushrom/
o ﬂ a‘) n LTS 4& v TRGA
Spreading forth the seeds of wisdom, to whom?
L o
To those who would taste of life, [ assume.
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S Overcome S

Unveiling Sufi mysteris of theirs,

Eternal spirits recondensing from

Universal wisdom he
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Omar’s Rubeuyat was a revelatlon o 4
g. — T ——
Seven times I read through each edition.
. S et T SR
At last it all becomes clear: Lifq is precious!
e - ; L
Thus to its living | made my transition.
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Old Omar Khayyam g f
P \ 'ﬁ\

Long time, old friend, since you lived and dled
.JV b V\ :

Led me and mme along the rlversmle
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And watered our ﬂowers throuh the sprmgtlde
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X Many follow the advice that you give,

.. _ Enjoying this life by bing active,







B Omar’s Gravesite

In Naishapur, Persia, rose gardens sing,

lossom
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Likewise, Old Khaém’s"éartﬁhlj‘fmép endor flew,

Yet his Bird of Time still les, on the wing.,
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lamation

At Omar’s grave in Naishépﬁr,'l’

' Blossoms in the dirt, blown from the rose tree.
_— ’I“"* B
As I dust my shoes, the clay speaks to me:
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& Mentor Khayyam, you gave me reason an
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now I write th_evon'esl that are m
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It is old Omar Khayyam, I presume,
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From whose inspiration these themes resume.
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Your wine, love, laughter, and song [ subsume,
- .

Adding my own thoughts for all to consume.
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Here a few drops I pour onto the ground,

";ﬁ.‘ “' 3. 1Y &
That precious drmk of hlS quatralns profound.

It through the soﬂ trlckles and seeps,
And to his thlrsty hps the way 1t found
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Rebirth \‘

[ turn the cup: wine-drops to thirsty lips descend;
—= NN
Can Old Khayyam rise anew, like spring grass ascend?
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Mournful rose petals kiss his grave, hence he a-rose!
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Now Omar lives again in the heart of his friend. '
-
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To Yoﬁl Oar |

R

Here on the summer grass Where you made one,
‘ W o R W-’ MV e
We turn down our cups, the feastmg begun

With earth’s food and heaven’s drmk we toast yu

E On this sacred summer lawn, we make one. \;/
. 7 y oL
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- Omar Khaam A A
4,?‘ \;,, ﬂ‘&ww i
' As phantoms from the tomb, the lamps relume
e BRI e ""‘"!:‘./ I i T
From promise in the womb, the verses bloom
R s B Y SR
Your poetic spirit spreads: Per51a fume

!
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In his flowered bed Omar r\,pomm
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: And there 'beneath the rose tree Old »Khayyam
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Flywithhim, drawn by incense fumes therewith;

-

Drink wine, live a poem, make love; enjoy his &
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FitzGerald’s Heirloom

Across Khayyam’s gravestone blows the simoom,

Carrying forth Omar’s Persia-fume.
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There You Are, Omar
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Your spirit wanders ‘long the Persian way

\With an houri, life’s moments drank away , g
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I orn sweet wood, far from the noise of day,

. Where ith her you yet live, sing, laugh, and play.
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No talk of me from thee beyond the
My Blrd of T1 1me 1s ﬂow th1s hfe 1s
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ﬁf\ : -~ Read this Twice

y "“»’.‘j‘;: ¢ ‘L ' '
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Saturate your mind with every quatram
S (’& /"'-?ra s T % #: ,
. il a life of deeds echoes each refram, Nt

VAR s S S #is

S‘:‘& T111 all phllosophles are embedded
L"y ‘“Z"C‘.?":” - - - ""W'

T111 dream w1sh and life are one and the same.
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All That's Left £t erutass

Tew ¢ 1 .
5 . Lol -

P All that I am my thoughts have gentlywrene, |
And put into words with sensation drenched:

b Pems, spen with delight and newfound migt, !

To rest in print after my flame is quenched. -
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"% Whither has flown the Splrlt from the dead, \
w&; SO/
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. am?& But rests here as the soul in all I've Sald ":’
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4 As all that’s left of my earthly remains
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E [s this Book of Quatrams that you 've just read.
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