
Foreword

It seems that mystical experience almost inevitably leads to poetry.  
The great mystics all over the world used the language of poetry 
when trying to beckon to a mystery that lies beyond normal human 
experience, and the most glorious works in Eastern and Western 
religions are the hymns of the mystics, be they Sufis or Christians, 
Hindus or Zen monks. Different as their expressions are, one feels that 
the poetical word can more easily lead to the mystery that is hidden 
behind the veils of intellectual knowledge and which cannot be fettered 
in logical speech.

In the world of Islam, the love-intoxicated poems of Maulana 
Jalaladdin Rumi are considered by many to be “the Koran in the Persian 
tongue,” and Rumi is only one of many intoxicated souls who expressed 
their love and longing, and their experience of the Divine Unity, in 
verse. And even those mystics who preferred a more “intellectual” 
approach to the Absolute couched their experiences in verse. The prime 
example is, of course, Ibn Arabi whose Tarjuman al-ashwaq translated 
his experience of the One, Unattainable Deity into the language of 
traditional Arabic poetry. 

Taking this fact into consideration we are not surprised that 
Frithjof Schuon too felt compelled to write poetry—and, it is important 
to note, poetry in his German mother tongue. His verse sometimes 
reflects ideas and images of R. M. Rilke’s Stundenbuch, in which the 
expert on mysticism can find some strange echoes of Ibn Arabi’s ideas. 
This may be an accident, for mystical ideas are similar all over the 
world; but the German reader of Schuon’s verses enjoys the familiar 
sound. This sound could not be maintained in the English translations 
of his poetry. Yet, as he himself explains, what really matters is the 
content, and here we listen to the thinker who, far from the intricate 
and complex scholarly sentences of his learned prose works, sings the 
simple prayers of the longing soul: God is the center, the primordial 
ground which comprehends everything, manifesting Himself through 
the colorful play of His creations. And it is the human heart which 
alone can reflect the incomprehensible Being, for humanity’s central 
quality is divinely inspired love, which is the axis of our life.
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I hope that Schuon’s mystical verse will be read not only by English 
speaking readers but even more by those who understand German.1 
They will enjoy many of these tender lyrics which show the famous 
thinker in a very different light and from an unexpected side.

—Annemarie Schimmel, Professor Emeritus, Harvard University 
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1 See Translator’s Note on page xvi.


