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March 21, 2010 

Sunday Suhbat 

 
Title:  The First Three Phases of Love  

DVD title: The Chishti Stages of Love 
The Importance of the Experience of Love 

 
 

(Opening du’ās.)  It is said that Chirāgh-i-Dehli (he was called the chirag, light of Dehli) 

was buried with the seven secrets that he never gave to any one. He was a Chishtī walī, 

the successor to Nizāmuddīn Awliyā (ra), who described the ten phases of love.  He 

described them from his own experiences, obviously.  One of the people who have 

written on this extensively was a man who, I like very much, Mir Valiuddin, who has 

written a couple of very detailed texts on Sufism. Some people say that the stages of love 

that he described actually came from somebody else.  Some people say that he never 

revealed any secrets, because he did not find anyone worthy of revealing them to.   

 

If there are ten stations of love, one would think the first one would be easy, like you love 

your dog, or you love your cat, or you feel affection towards your canary, or in your case, 

parrot.  But the very first stage of love, he said, was al-fath: friendship, attachment, 

familiarity, companionship, intimacy.  It is when the heart is inclined towards the object 

of love, and within that there are five stages.  So your heart is inclined towards the object 

of your love. You hear, for example, the beauty of some person, and the desire arises in 

you to have some sort of meeting, contact with that person.  You want to get to know that 

person.   

 

One of the qawwal’s [who was visiting] Nizāmudīn Awliya (ra), at the time when 

Nizāmudīn had not yet been initiated into Tasawwuf, and had not yet found his shaykh, 

[in his song] described the inner qualities of a shaykh, Shaykh Zakariya of Multan, a 

Multani Shaykh.  The words didn’t affect Nizāmudīn at all.  The young Nizāmudīn was 
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not quite awliyā yet.  But when he paid attention in the songs to Baba Farid Gang-i-

Shakar (ra), and the qualities were reflecting Baba Farid, Nizāmudīn fell in love.  Love 

entered his heart, although he had never, ever met Baba Farid Gang-i-Shakar.  He 

described it in a couplet. (recites couplet in Farsi): “Suddenly the description of his 

beauty came to my ears; love entered, and at once took away the reason and 

understanding of mine.”  Just by the description of the qualities of Baba Farid Gang-i- 

Shakar, he fell in love.  This was the first stage of al-fath—just by hearing.   

 

Then the second phase is called ketmān-i-mailān.  The first stage is you experience these 

inclinations.  The second stage is to hide  those inclinations.  You keep your love as a 

closed secret to you.  You bear the pain of that love and that was expressed by another 

poet, which I would like to express to  you (recites in Farsi). “I need no physician or 

servant to attend to me.  The remedy for my pain is the pain itself without a remedy for 

me.” This expression among the Sufis is known as the secret of the friend.  Everything 

that is confided to you by your beloved should be kept a secret.  Everything that is 

confided to you by your beloved should be kept a secret.  You also don’t speak about the 

pain of love to others.  If they see it, they see it.  That is the second stage. 

 

The third phase is himmah—tamannā, wishing, yearning, asking for.  It sets the heart of 

the lover to what urges him/her to come into direct contact with the beloved.  Remember: 

he heard this poem and he felt that love.  Second, he kept that love close to his heart.  The 

third stage is the yearning to meet the beloved.  In that stage, neither lover cares whether 

his or her life exists.  They are not afraid of death.  The only important thing is to meet.  

Even if the union, if the meeting with the lover and beloved is impossible, the lover 

prefers die pining for that other person.  There is a Persian story of Farhad, who died in 

his passion to meet Shirīn, his beloved.  This experience was expressed by another poet: 

“When Farhad could not gain union with his beloved, sweetheart Shirīn, then he even 

offered his own sweet life in his yearning for her.”  We call that madly in love.   
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The fourth phase is called ekhbār-o-estekhbār, informing and asking for some news of 

the beloved.  Did you hear something?  Did you see her?  Did you see him?  What is the 

news?  Did they have a smile on their face?  Did she look happy?  Did she look sad?  

Was he asking for me?  Some news.  To be aware of that person’s condition.  Hafez said 

in a poem: “Whenever I am far from you, O let no one be far from you.  Then I hope I will 

soon meet you.”  

 

The fifth phase of that first stage is called tazarro-o-tamalloq, humility.  [Tazarro is] 

when you profess your love, humble yourself, abase yourself, make yourself vulnerable, 

the humility in the face of your own vulnerability, in the face of your own abasement, and 

you are sincerely supplicating, that supplication sounds like crying, lamenting, weeping; 

whereas, tamalloq means flattering, fawning (which can look foolish), making 

professions of love where there is blandishment, adulations, expressions of things, 

ceremoniously showing your love, bending over and kissing the hand, kissing the feet of 

the beloved.  And the lover weeps, and Amir Khusru, the great poet at Nizammudin’s 

tomb, says: 

 

You will know that the expression ‘my soul has come to my lips’ means that I am 

on the verge of dying. My soul has come to my lips in order that I may live.  Come, 

when I am no longer here, what will be the use if you should come when I am 

already gone. (Ajāl: come now, come quickly.)  Hafez wrote: O King of the 

beautiful! I complain to you about the pain of loneliness.  Without you I am close 

to death.  It is time that you returned.  

 

Those are the five sub-sections of the first stage of love.  But you can see, actually, how 

they are.  It is very passionate and very fawning.  It is extremely human.  It is very, it is 

either accepted or it is exceptionally embarrassing, humiliating.  So what is this?  This is 

the beginning of trust.  Unless you make yourself totally vulnerable, there will always be 

conditions to the trust.  This is very passionate.  It does not describe anything but the 
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desire to hear and to recognize and to be drawn toward the person,  to hold the secret 

close to you and then to try and meet that person,  then hope that the person will come to 

meet you before it is too late; you will even give your life for that love; and if you don’t 

come now it may be too late; and then what is the use?  Very human.  

 

The second stage is sadāqat, true friendship, sincerity, openness, candor, beauty, loyalty, 

fidelity.  In this stage, the heart remains unaffected by the beloved’s fidelity or infidelity.  

It doesn’t matter.  You excuse even their infidelity.  Because you love so much, you 

overlook their infidelity.  You may worry about it.  But if you find out, it does not cost 

your love.  It breaks your heart, but it does not cost your love.  Can you imagine?  I can 

imagine that. If that person then disregards you, pays no attention to you or denies you, or 

accepts your love, gifts and favors, you recognize this stage.  This stage has five marks to 

it, five ‘āyāt.   

 

When you reach that stage, the first one, you yourself become angry at your own heart’s 

passion.  It becomes your enemy.  It becomes the antagonist.  You give up the sensual 

pleasures.  You keep your heart empty for the love of this world.  Even the harshness, the 

pain, the suffering, the things you find out about the beloved, in some strange way are 

like gifts.  Now, think about when Allah (swt) tells us that we have to learn from 

everything.  The pain and the suffering, loss and grief may be blessings from Allah and 

you have to accept them as blessings. This is how the poetry reflects these stages.   You 

hear about Allah.  You want to know.  It awakens something in you.  You can’t see it.  

Who is this Allah?  You have heard something about it.  Then you find out that this Allah 

is present somewhere.  So you are searching for Allah… and you hear and you are 

willing to give your life just to get a glimpse of this Allah…do you see how it works?   

 

Then you are in this stage of friendship.  Then whatever comes to you, you start to 

believe is a gift from Allah: “Poison becomes like honey when offered by the Friend (the 

true friend).  I desire to sip more of it eagerly.”   Then the poet says: “Every pain or 
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suffering you inflict on my heart is to me a pleasure and a source of well-being.” This is 

only the second stage of love and the second sign.   

 

Who can tell me what they think the third stage might be? You all think it is bad.  It is 

bad, in the wrong way.  Ghairat—who knows what ghairat means?  Jealousy. When the 

lover reaches that phase, because of that jealousy, the lover doesn’t appreciate anyone to 

even utter the name of the beloved, or steal a glance at the beloved.  In other words, in 

Farsi they say they get jealous if you look at the twig—not even the rose—but the branch 

that holds the rose.   “That twig of the rose entered the garden, and I am dying of 

jealousy.  O gentle breeze! Take a handful of dust and throw it into the eyes of the 

flowers.” 

 

Sa’di, the great Persian poet said:  “The tale of Your love I cannot tell to anyone, because 

my jealousy does not permit that others even hear it.”  The lover has so much contained 

inside themselves of the beloved… you think of Allah now.  You allow yourself to have 

so much love for Allah and for the Prophet (sal) that you can’t even tell anyone of that, 

because you don’t want to share even the words of your love for Allah or the beloved lest 

you become jealous of the person who has heard those words.   

 

What I am doing is telling you about something.  Then, inshā’a-Llāh, next time I talk to 

you, I will tell you how. You know I like to talk about the how.   

 

As a person progresses through this phase, the jealousy turns to their own self.  They are 

jealous of their own self.  Shibli, the great shaykh and teacher, prayed to Allah.  He said, 

“O Allah!  You are mighty and You are great.  Resurrect me blind on the Day of 

Judgment, so that even my eyes may not behold You!” Amir Qasem has expressed these 

experiences this way: “I feel jealous of my heart when the thought of You passes through 

my heart,” because now my heart is containing You, and my mind is jealous of my heart.  

My heart has You, and my mind is only thinking about You. [Another poet said,] “Out of 
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jealousy, I have cleared the privacy of my heart of all others, for nobody but You is 

worthy to enter this place of retreat.” 

 

Think about putting those feelings into words, into poetry, into these couplets.  That is 

why supplication is so important, because what it does it expresses to God, to Allah, how 

you feel about Allah. “Oh, Shaykh.  I don’t feel that.  It all seems so weird to me.  I don’t 

feel any of that.”  You do feel it, but you feel it in other ways, and you have to aggregate 

those feelings.  You have to see that this is all a metaphor in some way: the love we feel 

for each other, the friendship, the brotherhood, the sisterhood, the husband, the lover, the 

beloved, the passion that you feel, outside of the norms, outside of the social conventions, 

outside the accepted whatever, because the Chishtiyya mentality is very outside of 

everything, sort of passion love, if you think about it just in that very pure sense… 

unobstructed love.   

 

Everybody has felt those things at moments.  If you aggregate those moments and you 

put them together, you realize that the relationships, and the feelings that go along with 

the relationships that you have for people over our lifetime have many, deep, profound 

experiences.  The jealousies, the fear, the fear of loss, the fear of gain, the fear of loss of 

what you have gained, the fear of losing what you have, the subtleties, the glances, the 

secret words between people—sometimes, for reasons of the nafs ammāra, just blow up, 

pulverize.  They become like mist when you sneeze. You can’t gather them anymore.  

Those were legitimate words, they were legitimate feelings.  They were expressions of 

love and affection between people.  They were moments that were priceless.  Boom.  

Where did they go?  But they were metaphors.  They were histories.   

 

They were metaphors about something that would not go—won’t go.  They were 

reflections in the mirror of life.  The Chishtīs and the Chishtī order were always looking 

into the mirror.  Whatever you were saying to the person, you were saying to Allah.  That 

is why when you go and listen to the Chishtī Qawwāli, it is all a mirror.  Whatever is 
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being described is the only legitimate way to describe it.  You are describing it in poetry, 

but you are speaking to Allah.  You feel a certain thing and you are describing it to Allah.  

You are saying it to Allah.  That yearning and that eshq is the next phase and we will not 

talk about tonight,  

 

The next phase is of eshtiyāq, the longing and craving and desiring and yearning.  The 

person begins to become abstracted.  But we have had those moments of abstraction, of 

fantasy, of setting aside what the mind and apparent reality tell us, for something that is 

hopeful, something that you have yearned for.  “This time will be different.” Or “In this 

situation it will be pure. You think love is very simple, but it is very complicated.  Did 

you know that?  It is deceptive.  Did you know that?  It is full of promises, unkept.  

Asalaam aleikum. 


