
Some quotes on faith and ‘real infidelity’ 
 
I praise neither infidelity nor Islam. O friend, whatever brings a man to God is Islam, 
and whatever debars a man on the path of God is infidelity. And the truth of the 
matter is that the mystical wayfarer can never put either infidelity or Islam behind 
him, for infidelity and Islam are two mystical states from which the seeker does not 
escape as long as he is ‘with’ himself. However, when freed from self, neither 
infidelity or Islam would ever be able to catch up with you should they come running 
after you. 
 
If in an idol temple I sense the sweet thought of my mistress, 

Reason admits: the Ka’ba seems quite amiss. 
For without her scent, the Ka’ba is but a church; 

While church is the Ka’ba if graced with the fragrance of her presence. 
 

***** 
 A sign of love is to throw away both soul and heart, 
 to cast behind you all time and place and space; 
To be now an infidel and now a man of faith 
 and abide in both degrees unto eternity. 
 

 ʿAyn al-Qudat Hamadhānī (d.1131) 
 
 
Peace by upon you, my son. May God veil you from the exterior of religious law, and 
may be reveal to you the reality of infidelity. For the exterior of the religious law is 
hidden idolatry, while the reality of infidelity is a manifest gnosis. Thus praise 
belongs to God who manifests Himself on the head of a pin to whom He wishes, and 
who conceals Himself in the heavens and the earth from whom He wishes…” 

 Al-Hallāj (d. 922) (Letter on ‘real infidelity) 
 
  
 
I said to my heart, “O fierce heart, 
seek your love in a monastery, 
upon the carpet of prayer”. 
 
My heart rejoined: “To the Tavern  
of Ruin instead come round. 
If in the cloister nothing is found, 
seek truth there”. 
  

    Abu al-Mufākhir Yahyā Bākharzi  
(14th century) 

 
 
All above quotes from Leonard Lewisohn Beyond Faith and Infidelity; The Sufi 
Poetry and Teachings of Mahmud Shabistarī. Curzon, London, 1995 
 
  



 
 
A Poem by ʿAttar 
 
Early one morning, I went to the tavern 
 to beseech the drunkards to obey God. 
 
With staff in hand and prayer-mat on my shoulder 
 I was a pious worker of miracles. 
 
One of the drinkers said to me: “Oh Shaykh 
 tell us what is so important at this hour.” 
 
I told him: “I’m here to make you repent. 
 If you repent you’ll gain divine succour.” 
 
He told me: “Go away, you dry ascetic! 
 Go get wet on the tavern’s wine-dregs! 
 
If I sprinkle one drop of wine on you 
 you’ll abandon your mosque and your prayers. 
 
Don’t go selling your faith, your vanity. 
 your virtue won’t buy obedience here. 
 
To me you look like the type of person 
 who’d worship idols in the Kaaba!” 
 
Saying this, he gave me some wine; 
 my mind faded; I left superstition behind. 
 
As I vanished from my frayed life 
 I found myself in union with the Beloved. 
 
As I was freed from the Pharoah of my being 
 I became Moses at the chosen mountain. 
 
As I found myself above both worlds 
 I saw myself among the noble ranks. 
 
Such a sun emerged from within me 
 I was turned inside out in the heavens. 
 
I said to him: “Oh knower of mysteries, 
 tell me when I’ll reach my Beloved.” 
 
He said to me: “You ignorant fool! 
 Does anyone ever ‘reach’? Never! Never!” 
 
You may play games forever 
 but in the end you’re tired and outplayed. 
 
The world’s atoms are all drunk with love 
 Drowned between negation and affirmation. 



 
In a place where the sun casts its light 
 There’s neither life nor death for the atoms. 
 
What’s your final word then, ʿAṭṭār? 
 Who knows this mystery and these allusions? 
 

From ‘ Fifty Poems of ʿAṭṭār’, trans. Kenneth Avery and Ali Alizadeh,  
re.press, Melbourne, 2007 

 
  
 


