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1 “The Scent Of Moulian”
Composition by Dawood Pazhman —
Arranged by Mehdi Aminian Ulse 55 550
Poem by Rudaki
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garden of flowers comes, in aftermath. o al gleald
The water in Jeyhoun, from the joy of the
lover's face, reaches our doorstep, dancing
with grace.
Oh, Bukhara! Rejoice and last long, live like a
king as cheerful as these songs.

2 “Daughter Of Eve” | e 533 (4l

Badakhshani Folklore — Arranged by
Mehdi Aminian

O daughter of Eve, tall and elegant, Come to
the edge of the sea, come alone — come, oh
dear.

Hands in hands, the flavor of the wine is
sweet,

In the blooming tulip field, the flavor is sweet.
Wandering around, the flavor is sweet,

In the spring season, the flavor is sweet.

| am sitting on the stone from Badakhshan, so
you may appear,

With a two-stringed instrument in hand and a
handful of flowers, you may come. With a
two-stringed instrument in hand and a handful
of... delight,

| would die in front of you, what other purpose
do you have?

O charming daughter, you came like a
breeze,

An apple, fiery from within, you came. What
should | do with an apple, fiery from within?
It's a pity for your steps that came upon the
earth.

If your union catches fire in hell, | will feel
cramped amidst the blissful in paradise.

If without you, they take me to the "Eternal
Maidens" of paradise,

The Eternal Maidens of paradise will seem
narrow in my view.
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O daughter of Eve, tall and elegant, Come to
the edge of the sea, come alone — come, oh
dear.

Hands in hands, the flavor of the wine is
sweet,

In the blooming tulip field, the flavor is sweet.
Wandering around, the flavor is sweet,

In the spring season, the flavor is sweet.

“Infidel Of Love”

Composition by Dawood Pazhman —
Arranged by David Six

Poem by Amir Khusro
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| don’t see anything but love: call me a Kafir
as the creed of Muslims | do not need
anymore;

Every vein of mine has become taunt like a
musical string,

the Magian girdle | do not need anymore.
Leave my bedside, you ignorant healer!

The only cure for the patient of love is the
sight of his beloved — other than this, no
medicine does he need.

If there be no captain in our boat, let there be
none:

We have God in our midst: the sea we do not
need anymore.

The people of the world say that Khusrau
worships idols.

So he does, so he does; the people and all of
the creation he does not need anymore.
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4. “l Do Not Know myself”
Composition by Dawood Pazhman —
Arranged by Helene Gluxam

Poem by Rumi
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What is to be done, O Muslims? for | do not
know myself.

| am neither Christian, nor Jew, nor Magian,
nor Muslim.

| am not of the East, nor of the West, nor of
the land, nor of the sea;

| am not of Nature’s quarry, nor of the heaven
circling above.

| am not made of earth, nor of water, nor of
wind, nor fire;

nor of the Divine Throne, nor the carpet, nor
the cosmos, nor mineral.

| am not from India, nor China, nor Bulgaria,
nor Turkestan;

| am not from the kingdom of the two Irags,
nor from the earth of Khurasan.

Neither of this world, nor the next, | am, nor of
Heaven, nor of Hell;

Nor from Adam, nor from Eve, nor from Eden
nor Rizwan.

My place is the Placeless, my trace is the
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Traceless;

‘Tis neither body nor soul, for | myself am the
Beloved.

What is to be done, O Muslims? for | do not
know myself.

| am neither Christian, nor Jew, nor Magian,
nor Muslim.

“Do Zolfunat” (“Two locks of your hair’)
Composition of Mehdi Aminian -
Poem by Baba Taher
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Your two locks were the strings of my lute,
Why do you desire this state of ruin for me?
You, who are without a compassionate
partner,

Why do you come to my dreams every night?
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Improvisation of Rubab, Ney and Tabla

“The Unique Beloved”
Badakhshani Folklore — Arranged by
Mehdi Aminian
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Beloved, so alike! | would die for your name,
beloved, so alike. You carried away the moon
from my heart, and my heart became a
desolate house.

For the sake of your lips, | see your stature
from afar? How can | describe the moon, so it
becomes the measure?

Come with trembling stature; make the
difficult easy, Sparkle in front of you; the heat
of your footsteps on my chest.

You, who in my dreams are like a servant at
your door, How can | describe the moon, so it
becomes without reproach?
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Mountain of Sorrow
Composition by Dawood Pazhman
Poem by Wasef Bakhtari
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Heart, give up hope, the arch is made of wine,
the lip is filled with song,

Fresh hope, come towards me, for the house
is empty.

The roar of thirst rises from the rivers, The
dagger and the rock, from the cry of the
rebellious, are filled.

The language of anger and pride, from whom
can one learn?

For the "Seventh Reading of History" is
eternally complete.

Perhaps the eagle will not return again, For
the mountain is sorrowful, and the nest is
empty.
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Badakhshani folklore — Arranged by Mehdi
Aminian

Sometimes, be my intoxicated state, oh
beloved,

Be the tulip in my surroundings, oh beloved.
O fairy-faced one, | have become a guest at
your door,

To whom shall | describe the shining of your
face?

| kiss your lips and teeth,

Be by my side during the night, oh beloved.

[, who tonight, will wail until dawn,

Do not make me wail for another beloved. |,
who am wailing from the burning of my heart,
| wail, saying, "May you be my companion."
Bent with age, | have come to your back,

| have come as a healer to the sick.

At times, | have come at the command of
poverty,

May you be by my side when the time comes
to die.

You are the flower, and how much less is the
garden,

You are the candle, and how much less is the
night garden.

You are the spring, what is the winter,

Be the four seasons by my side.

Oh, my soul, Amir's shawl has fallen,

He has four silver flowers on his nose,

He intends to take me captive,

| am captive, may you be my support.
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“0O Mischievous One”
A Badakhshani Folklore song — Arranged
by Mehdi Aminian
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O mischievous one, your playful tresses have
given you charm,

The intoxicated honey eyes of yours, what
dreams have they given?

In the backyard where the pomegranate
orchard lies,

| am your gardener, who has given water to
your garden.

Whether | come as a madman or a friend
begging,

I have given my heart to you;

you know, and God knows.

O tall cypress, you display yourself in my
sight,

In Mashhad, | have been mentioned,
separated from you.

At night, | come to you in my dreams from
afar,

| have no melody, neither a two-stringed
instrument nor a tambour.
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