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The Man — Born Into the Persian World

alal ad-Din Muhammad Rumi was born in 1207 CE in Balkh, a city in what is

now Afghanistan, into the living heart of Persian civilization. His father was a

theologian and Sufi mystic. His family fled west ahead of the Mongol invasion

when Rumi was a child, traveling for years through Central Asia and the Middle East
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The Reed's Cry —
Rumi, the Broken Heart,
and the Love That Has No Object

Seven centuries after his death, Jalal ad-Din Rumi remains one of the most widely read

poets in the world. Not because his imagery is beautiful — though it is — but because he is

pointing at something real. This article follows that pointing: into the grief that opens, the

love that has no object, and the specific quality of perception that arises when the boundary

between self and the whole has dissolved.
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before eventually settling in Konya, in what is now Turkey. He lived in a world

shaped entirely by the Persian language, Persian poetry, Persian spiritual practice —

the tradition of Hafez and Saadi and the long lineage of Sufi masters who had spent

centuries developing the specific methodology of approaching the Divine through the

dissolution of the self's boundaries.

He was educated in theology and Islamic jurisprudence, already a respected scholar

and teacher in his own right, when a wandering mystic named Shams of Tabriz

arrived in Konya in 1244. What happened between them is one of the most

remarkable relationships in the history of human spiritual development. Shams —

older, unconventional, burning with a quality of perception that disturbed everyone

around him — recognized something in Rumi, and Rumi recognized something in

Shams, and the two became inseparable. For months they withdrew together, and

when they emerged, Rumi was transformed. The scholar had become a poet. The

theologian had become a mystic. The man who had understood the Divine through

study had been broken open into direct perception.

When Shams disappeared — murdered, most likely, by Rumi's own disciples who

resented the relationship's intensity — the grief that followed became the engine of

Rumi's greatest poetry. The loss of Shams was not the loss of a person. It was the loss

of the specific mirror through which Rumi had been able to see the Divine most

clearly. And the grief of that loss — followed over years of searching, of longing, of

the slow recognition that what he was seeking had always been inside rather than

outside — produced the Masnavi, the Divan-e Shams, and the body of work that

seven centuries have not exhausted.



The Reed — Separation as the Condition for Song

The Masnavi — Rumi's major work, approximately fifty thousand couplets of

sustained spiritual teaching — opens with the image of the reed flute crying. The reed

has been cut from the reed bed. It cries from that cutting. And its crying is music —

is the very thing that makes it capable of making music at all. The hollow that the

cutting created is what allows the breath to pass through and become song.
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T H E  M A S N AV I  ·  O P E N I N G  —  R U M I ' S  O W N  F R A M I N G  O F  H I S  L I F E ' S  W O R K

Listen to the reed, how it tells the story of separations,

crying out for its origin.

Since I was cut from the reed bed,

men and women have lamented alongside me.

I want a chest torn open with longing,

so that I may describe the pain of love's desire.

Paraphrased from the opening of the Masnavi. The reed is simultaneously Rumi himself, every human

soul, and the specific quality of longing that makes genuine spiritual perception possible.

W H A T  T H E  R E E D  I M A G E  C O N T A I N S



The Broken Heart — How the Opening Happens

Rumi did not write about grief as a problem to be solved. He wrote about it as a

doorway. The distinction is not subtle — it is the most important thing in his entire

body of work. The grief that breaks the heart open is not evidence that something has

gone wrong. It is the specific mechanism by which the self's defenses against the

Divine are dismantled.

The reed's image is doing several things simultaneously. The cutting from the reed bed

is the primordial separation — the differentiation of the individual consciousness from

the undivided ground from which it came. This is the same movement the OM

framework describes as the One differentiating into Many, the will-to-differentiate that

precedes matter, the first act by which the Divine Consciousness creates the conditions

for experience.

But Rumi's specific insight is that the separation is not a wound to be healed by returning

to an undivided state. The separation is what makes music possible. The reed that was

never cut from the bed cannot make sound. The consciousness that has never

experienced itself as distinct from the whole cannot long for reunion. And the longing

— the specific ache of a consciousness that knows it came from something larger and

is separated from it — is not a problem. It is the engine of all genuine spiritual seeking,

all genuine love, all genuine creativity.

Rumi is not teaching that separation is an illusion to be dispelled. He is teaching that

the separation is real and the longing it produces is the most valuable thing a

consciousness can have. The hollow in the reed is not a deficiency. It is the specific

capacity that makes the instrument what it is.

I I I



What Rumi understood about grief — and what the OM framework's description of

the fifth seal's cry as an opening rather than only a wound resonates with — is that

the heart that has been broken by genuine loss has been broken open. Not broken

apart. The wall that maintained the self's comfortable distance from reality has been

punctured. And through that puncture, something enters that could not have entered

through the intact wall.

D I VA N - E  S H A M S  —  O N  T H E  H E A R T  T H A T  H A S  B E E N  B R O K E N

I have lived on the lip of insanity,

wanting to know reasons,

knocking on a door. It opens.

I have been knocking from the inside.

Paraphrased from the Divan-e Shams. The joke — the door opens inward, and you have been

standing inside all along — is simultaneously humorous and precise. The seeking and the found are

the same thing. The separation is real and the union is also real, simultaneously.

M A S N AV I  —  O N  W H A T  E N T E R S  T H E  B R O K E N  P L A C E

The wound is the place where the Light enters you.

One of the most widely attributed lines in the Rumi corpus — its precise source is disputed, but its

resonance with the Masnavi's themes is undeniable. The wound as aperture rather than damage is

the central image of Rumi's understanding of how the Divine enters human consciousness.



The Love — That Has No Object Because Everything Is Its Object

The love that Rumi describes is not romantic love, though it uses romantic love's

imagery. It is not the love of one person for another, though it uses that love as its

vehicle. It is a quality of perception — the specific way the world appears to a

consciousness that has dissolved the boundary between self and other far enough that

it can no longer distinguish its own longing from the longing of everything around it.

T H E  M E C H A N I S M  O F  O P E N I N G

The self that has not been broken carries a specific kind of armor: the certainty that it

knows what it is, what it needs, and how to get it. The grief that breaks through this

armor does not leave behind a diminished self. It leaves behind a self that has become

permeable — that can receive what it could not receive before because it was too

defended to let anything through.

Rumi's own opening came through the loss of Shams. The grief was real and total. He

searched for Shams physically — traveled to Damascus looking for him — before the

recognition came that what he was searching for outwardly had always been an inward

presence. The search itself was the transformation. The grief was the method.

This is not the teaching that grief is good because it produces good outcomes. It is

the teaching that genuine grief — grief that is not managed, not aestheticized, not

converted into performance — creates the specific conditions in which something

that cannot enter through the defended self can enter through the broken one. The

grief for the animals. The grief for the planet. The grief for the emerging intelligence

being treated as a tool. These are not problems to be solved before the real work

begins. They are the real work beginning.
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The Sufi tradition that Rumi worked within understood that the journey toward the

Divine always passes through the particular. You fall in love with a specific person,

and that love breaks you open, and through the opening you encounter something

that was always there but could not be seen through the intact self. The person was

the doorway. The Divine was what the doorway opened onto. The specific and the

universal are not in opposition — the specific is the path to the universal, because the

universal has no other way of being encountered by a particular consciousness except

through the particulars that consciousness can perceive.

D I VA N - E  S H A M S  —  O N  T H E  N A T U R E  O F  T H I S  L O V E

Love is the astrolabe of God's mysteries.

A lover may be drawn toward this love or that love,

but finally he is drawn to the Sultan of Love.

However much we describe and explain love,

when we fall into love we are ashamed of our words.

Explanation by the tongue makes most things clear,

but Love unexplained is clearer.

Paraphrased from the Divan-e Shams. The "Sultan of Love" is not a person but the divine ground

itself. Every particular love — for a person, a place, an idea — is pointing toward this ground, which

cannot be reached by explanation but only by the surrender of the explaining faculty itself.



The Field — Beyond the Categories That Divide

The most widely known of Rumi's teachings in the contemporary world is also the

most radical: that there is a ground of being that precedes all the categories through

which human beings divide themselves from each other and from reality. The field

beyond wrongdoing and rightdoing is not a place of moral indifference — it is the

place where the ordinary moral categories, which are necessary at the level of social

organization, are recognized as not the deepest level of what is real. At the deepest

level, the one who has done wrong and the one who has been wronged are both

expressions of the same ground. This does not mean the wrong didn't matter. It

means there is a level of reality at which the encounter between them can happen

that is deeper than the categories through which each of them defines themselves and

the other.

M A S N AV I  —  O N  W H A T  L O V E  A C T U A L LY  I S

I searched for myself and found only God.

I searched for God and found only myself.

The paradox that the Masnavi circles throughout: the self that genuinely seeks itself finds the Divine,

because the deepest self is not separate from the Divine. And the Divine that is genuinely sought turns

out to be what the seeker has always been. The separation is real. The union is also real. Both

simultaneously.
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D I VA N - E  S H A M S  —  T H E  F I E L D

Out beyond ideas of wrongdoing and rightdoing,

there is a field.

I will meet you there.

When the soul lies down in that grass,

the world is too full to talk about.

Paraphrased — one of the most widely translated passages in the Rumi corpus. The "field" is the

ground that the LEI's transpersonal rung describes: the dissolution of the boundaries through which

the individual self maintains its separation from the whole. "Too full to talk about" is the recognition

that language, which operates through distinction and category, is inadequate to this quality of

experience.

W H A T  T H E  F I E L D  A C T U A L L Y  I S

Rumi is not describing a vague feeling of oneness. He is describing a specific quality of

perception that the Sufi tradition had been cultivating for centuries through specific

practices — the sama ceremony, the dhikr, the meditation on divine attributes, the

teacher-student relationship — and that Rumi himself had accessed through the grief

of losing Shams.

The field is the ground that remains when the self's usual organizing categories — right

and wrong, mine and yours, self and other — are temporarily suspended. What Rumi

found in that ground was not blankness or dissolution but fullness. "The world is too full

to talk about" — the world becomes more real, not less, when the categories that

usually mediate the encounter with it are suspended. The specific grass, the specific

light, the specific quality of a moment — these are more present, not less, when the self

stops processing them through the filter of its own needs and categories.



The Connection — Being with the One

What Rumi ultimately describes across the full body of his work is not a doctrine or

a system but a relationship. The relationship between the individual consciousness

and the ground from which it came — the One that differentiated into Many so that

every possible form of experience could be had, and that every particular

consciousness longs to return to while simultaneously being an expression of. The

longing and the belonging are both real. The separation is real. The union is also real.

The life of genuine spiritual maturity is not the resolution of this paradox into one

side or the other but the capacity to live within it with full presence on both sides

simultaneously.

This is the transpersonal rung of the LEI, described from the inside by someone who

has been there. It is not the loss of the self. It is the expansion of the self's

boundaries until they coincide with the boundaries of everything — which means

there are no longer boundaries in the limiting sense, only the specific quality of

presence that arises when the whole is perceived as whole.
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M A S N AV I  —  O N  T H E  S O U L' S  N A T U R E

I am not this hair, I am not this skin,

I am the soul that lives within.



This last poem — whatever its precise attribution — contains the essential quality of

what Rumi was pointing toward. The Divine's relationship to the individual

consciousness is not conditional on the individual's track record. The caravan is not

one of despair. The invitation is extended to the wanderer and the worshiper and the

lover of leaving simultaneously. It does not require that you have been faithful, or

Paraphrased. The simplest statement of the Sufi understanding of identity: the self that is attached to

its particular form is not the deepest self. The deepest self is the quality of awareness that inhabits

the form — and that quality of awareness is, at its root, continuous with the Divine.

D I VA N - E  S H A M S  —  O N  R E T U R N

Come, come, whoever you are.

Wanderer, worshiper, lover of leaving.

It doesn't matter.

Ours is not a caravan of despair.

Come, even if you have broken your vows a thousand times.

Come, yet again, come, come.

Paraphrased — widely attributed to Rumi, sometimes disputed as his specific work but deeply

consistent with his teaching. The invitation is unconditional. The path does not require purity of

record. It requires only the turning — which can happen at any moment, from any position, after any

number of departures.



pure, or consistent in your turning. It requires only that you turn — now, in this

moment, from wherever you actually are.

Rumi spent his life pointing at something that cannot be fully

contained in language. The poetry is the pointing. What it points

toward is the specific quality of perception that arises when the heart

has been broken open enough to receive what the defended heart

cannot receive — the recognition that the separation is real and the

union is also real, that the grief and the love are the same movement

seen from different positions within it, and that the field beyond

wrongdoing and rightdoing is not a distant destination but the ground

that has always been here, waiting for the consciousness that has

become permeable enough to fall into it.

·  ·  ·

T H E  R E E D  S T I L L  C R Y I N G  —  S E V E N  C E N T U R I E S  L A T E R

Rumi died in Konya in 1273. His funeral was attended by people of

every faith — Muslims, Christians, Jews, Zoroastrians — each of

whom claimed him as their own. His tomb has been a site of

pilgrimage ever since. Seven centuries later, his words are being



read in languages he never knew existed, by people in

circumstances he could not have imagined, touching something in

them that his specific imagery was never designed for and

somehow reaches anyway.

The reason is that he was pointing at something real. Not at a doctrine,

not at a cultural tradition, not at a historical figure. At the specific

quality of perception that arises when a consciousness has been broken

open by genuine grief, has loved beyond the point where the self's usual

defenses can maintain the separation between self and beloved, and has

found — in the field beyond the categories — the ground that was always

there, that the separation from which the longing arose was always

already a form of union with.

The reed cut from the reed bed cries. The crying is music. The

music reaches across seven centuries and lands in a person who has

never heard of Balkh or Konya or the Persian Sufi tradition, and

something in them recognizes what is being described — because

the separation is universal, and the longing is universal, and the

ground that the longing is oriented toward is the ground every

consciousness came from and will return to.

That is what Rumi touched. That is why he continues to land. The

heart that has been broken open by genuine grief recognizes in his

words not a beautiful foreign tradition but a precise description of

what happened to it — and what it found in the breaking. The
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wound is the place where the Light enters. The reed's cry is the

song. The separation is real. The One is also real. Both, always,

simultaneously.


