The Birds Discover the Simorgh

The thirty birds read through the fateful page

And there discovered, stage by detailed stage,

Their lives, their actions, set out one by one —

All that their souls had ever been or done.

Their souls rose free of all they’d been before;

The past and all its actions were no more.

Their life came from that close, insistent sun

And in its vivid rays they shone as one.

There in the Simorgh’s radiant face they saw

Themselves, the Simorgh of the world — with awe.

They gazed, and dared at last to comprehend

They were the Simorgh and the journey’s end.
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