2018%F5A11H
May 11, 2018

B3

3 54 %

Asian American Today

(— L#B2hR )

BiErE T A BAAT, WIEROtAdr . 1t
Zl, NeMillerE7EMT7, MfREF, PR,
i W B R TER A S, X2 TRyI5i

SeA DS NF ARG SR, BB E R
B2, WIHIBE X et B 288, TR
IS “FooBk240, RESS, HEHMF, Bl
Do 7 REANELIG? CHESITHRAS , R IRkbEd
U ONLE RS, T HDBKR AT AT RES A 5E ., &
FERRE, RRIEEAMAITRUK, Z5EnlE.

FEFIEB R/ NMEREE R TRHEMEE
MDHEBORE N IR, ARHE, Ml RLrord,
W 5 A B 7R AT «

I said: what about my eyes?
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God said: Keep them on the road.
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I said: what about my passion?
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God said: Keep it burning.
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I said: what about my heart?
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God said: Tell me what you hold inside it.
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I said: pain and sorrow.

B REE,

He said-+- stay with it.
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The wound is the place where the Light enters you.

1 v R AHENARE 3T
Molana Jalaluddin Rumi
Rk - REEFT - FX

RSO, BEAXEOE. T ERIARI TE
&, SAbkAEERN], EUFEZ LR, ek
T3, (HAR NRVZER, 8RR NEIE]

BT, RICHRIGR IS, BBk
M, SRSCREEM, SRR ERE, HRIER
—HgE, AR E (ld)

“Rorgkadr, ZEAKE, UERNE, JLb
ﬁ—u"‘ ’E o 7

BN EERE SR EIKEIZH, S5
BERASR. B ERERA TS T OCRAY, X
MNEEITE ., RIBARIOZFHREER T, T4F
EFETESE, IEARER AR, AR . =nFs
MR, TRl DIRKHIA MR o

I died for beauty, but was scarce
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Adjusted in the tomb,
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When one who died for truth was lain
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In an adjoining room.
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He questioned softly why I failed?
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“For beauty,” I replied.
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“And I for truth — the two are one;

We brethren are,” he said.
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And so, as kinsmen met a night,
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We talked between the rooms,
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Until the moss had reached our lips,
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And covered up our names.
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Hope is the thing with feathers
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That perches in the soul,
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And sings the tune without the words,
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And never stops at all,

And sweetest in the gale is heard;
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And sore must be the storm
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That could abash the little bird
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That kept so many warm.
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I’ ve heard it in the chilliest land,
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And on the strangest sea;
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Yet, never, in extremity,
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It asked a crumb of me.
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