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~Awake a While~ 
 

Awake Awhile. 
It does not have to be 

Forever, 
Right now. 

One step upon the Sky’s soft skirt 
Would be enough, 

Hafiz, 
Awake awhile. 

Just one true moment of Love 
Will last for days. 

Rest all your elaborate plans and tactics 
For knowing Him, 

For they are all just frozen spring buds 
Far, 

So far from Summer’s Divine Gold. 
Awake, my dear. 

Be kind to your sleeping heart. 
Take it out into the vast fields of Light 

And let it breathe. 
Say, 

“Love, 
Give me back my wings. 

Lift me, 
Lift me nearer.” 

Say to the sun and moon, 
Say to our dear Friend, 

“I will take You up now, Beloved, 
On that wonderful Dance 

You promised!” 
 
 
 
 
 
 

In the name of God  
 

Paridokht Mazarei was born on the 26th day of April, 1930 in the city of 
Shiraz, Iran. She was the second of seven children born to Nayar Al Sharia and 
Seyed Mohammad Bagher Mazarei.   

Paridokht was born to enlightened parents. In an era when not much 
importance was given to education for women, they began their children’s studies 
by sending Paridokht and her elder sibling first to the Mokhadarat and later to 
Dabereston Shahdokht. There were no available options for young women to earn 
high school diplomas at the time, so Nayar and Seyed Mohammad established a 
small school in their own home specializing in Natural Science for them and the 
local young women to attend in preparation for college.  Paridokht then enrolled at 
Donshkada Adbiota (University) in Shiraz and graduated with honors, receiving a 
Bachelor of Arts Degree in Literature with a concentration in Educational 
Administration.  Her first job was as a general education teacher in Math and 
Literature at the Madreseh Soltanei, later becoming a teacher of Physics and 
Chemistry at the Dabereston Nazfmea and Soria.  In 1955, she began teaching at 
the Dabereston Mehrahin and Honareston, and by 1965 she had become the 
Dean of Honarestan Moadel, one of the premier Technical Schools in Iran.  

True to her belief that a quality education should be made more 
attainable, in 1967 she co-established with her husband one of the best private 
girl schools in Shiraz, Madreseh Farda (School of Tomorrow).  She also became 
instrumental in introducing the International Boys and Girls Scouts to her city, 
sponsoring and chairing the organization and its expansion in Iran.  For all her 
hard work, she was recognized countless times by her peers, international 
groups, the Majlis (Parliament/Senate), and the Iranian Royal Family. She 
became a brave leader, clearing new paths for women’s rights and education 
through the years. 

Her dedication and love for all the thousands of children and women 
under her guidance did not take her away from her foremost passions in life: 
family and God.  In August of 1953, after meeting Seyed Abrahim Mazarei and 
falling in love, she was wed.  She and her husband were the best of partners, 
forming a family of their own and working together towards better education in 
Iran.  In the role of wife and mother, Abrahim and her three beautiful children 
Rahele, Rayehe, and Ali were the light of her life.  Her faith in God was her 
strength. Continuously pursuing the Pillars of Islam, in 1976 she joined the 
pilgrimage of Haj, the Fifth and Final Pillar of Islam, by traveling to Mecca and 
becoming a “Hajiia”.  God and love was in everything she was. 

Due to political unrest in 1979, she retired and came to the United States 
with her family, joining the rest of her siblings in Southern California.  She 
maintained contact with a great many of her students and colleagues, themselves 
scattered across the world, and by the reinvigorated quest for knowledge she 
enrolled in classes at Cypress College, UCLA, and Cal State Fullerton.  The past 
20 years were marked by great love of family, and with much pride and joy, she 
oversaw her children’s education and professional growth during this time. 

Sadly on December 26th, 2003, Paridokht succumbed to cancer.   As 
always, at the time of passing, she was surrounded by her loving husband, 
children, family, friends, and former students.  She is survived by husband 
Abrahim, Rahele, Rayehe, her beloved son Ali and her siblings.   She will forever 
be in all hearts. 
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~There Could Be Holy Fallout~ 



~There Could Be Holy Fallout~ 
 

We are often in battle. 
So often defending every side of the fort, 

It may seem all alone. 
Sit down, my dear, take a few deep breaths, 

Think about a loyal friend. 
Where is your music, your pet, a brush? 

Surely one who has tasted as long as you 
Knows some avenue or place inside 

That can give a sweet respite. 
If you cannot slay your panic, 

Then say within 
As convincingly as you can, 

“It is all God’s will!” 
Now pick up your life again. 

Let whatever is out there come charging in, 
Laugh and spit into air, there could be holy fallout. 

Throw those ladders like tiny match sticks 
With “just” phantoms upon them 

Who might be trying to scale your heart. 
Your love has an eloquent tone. 
They sky and I want to hear it! 

If you still feel helpless give our battle cry again, 
Hafiz 

Has shouted it a myriad times, 
“It is all, it is all the beloved’s will!” 
What is that luminous rain I see 

All around you in the future 
Sweeping in from the east plain? 

It looks like, O it looks like holy fallout 
Filling your mouth and palms 

With Joy! 
 
 
 

~What Happen to the Guest~ 
 

The hand sat in the classroom of the eye 
And soon learned to love Beauty. 

The sky sat in the classroom of God 
And now look what it gives us at night: 

All that it learned. 
There was a time when man was so burdened with survival 

That he rarely bathed in dancing sounds. 
But dear ones, now drop your pointed shields that wound. 
What happens to the guest who visits the house of a great 

musician? 
Of Course his tastes become refined. 

There are some who can visit 
That Luminous Sphere that reveals 

This life never Was, the truth of that experience 
Is reserved for so very few; 
God draws back like a kite 

Some of those who get lost in the Sun 
And after their recovery 

From being sublimely independent, 
Having known the Unspeakable Union- 

They might try again with all their courage 
To sing a simple tune like this: 

“What happens to the guests who keep visiting 
The verse of a Perfect One? 

Their voices and cells become refined 
And like the soft night candle (the moon) 

They begin to give to this world all the light they have 
Learned.” 

Your hand sits in the classroom of God, 
An apprentice as Hafiz was, 

Mastering the craft of  Divine beauty 
As this earth spins on 

 
 
 



The Potter’s wheel. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 


