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FOREWORD

Some years ago I was invited by an acquaintance, a
psychiatrist interested in spiritual matters, to join with him
and his writer-wife in a somewhat unusual evening. We were
to have dinner and later spend the evening with a Sufi Order
of Dervishes and their remarkable teacher, Sheikh Muzaffer.

I was not to know until later just how remarkable Sheikh
Muzaffer, Effendi as he was called, truly was, and then that
knowledge came upon me only belatedly, unfolding with
agonizing slowness.

We arrived at a certain brownstone on the upper East Side of
New York City at the dinner hour. It was an unusual house,
the home of two remarkable people in their own right, its
wooden floors and white-painted walls, curved stairs and
wooden handrails accented by uniquely designed and placed
neon lights, the first floor almost empty but for an
extraordinary design of neon fixtures placed elegantly on the
floor. It had much the feel of a tekke, something again I was
not to realize until much later in my acquaintanceship with
this Sufi Order.

My companions and I made our way to the second floor of the
building, and were immediately ushered into the presence of
the Sheikh. Effendi filled the room with his presence. He was
a large man, not tall, but wide of girth and possessed of a
voice that undulated its rambling way majestically from the
depths of his being, whose deep, penetrating and unforgettable
baritone vibrations filled the room like the sweet and subtle
odor of incense. That he spoke in Turkish was a barrier at
first; eventually I came to understand that Sheikh Muzaffer
communicated on many levels of being, in many ways.



So compelling was his presence that although heartily
welcomed by him, and placed at an adjacent table, I found
myself continuously sneaking glances at him, each glance
lasting just slightly longer in duration that the previous one
until ultimately, by the time the meal was nearly over, I was
unable to constrain myself and sat nearly half twisted around
in my chair, overtly staring at him. Apparently, and as I had
many opportunities to observe for myself over the years, this
was not an unusual occurrence, and my unintended rudeness
was graciously overlooked by my dinner companions at the
table.

We were in the presence of Sheikh Muzaffer Ozak, Grand
Sheikh of the Halveti-Jerrahi Order of Dervishes of Istanbul
and Turkey, and those somewhat rough-looking Turkish men
sitting at the large wooden tables surrounding him were his
Dervishes.

Dervishes! In New York City! And who would not have been
surprised to discover that a Sufi that reached back three
hundred years in Turkish history was alive and flourishing,
and in the most unexpected of places. But what would, in fact,
have been a fit and proper reaction to the discovery of
mysteries that themselves merely pointed the way towards the
greater depths that lay beyond, unrevealed and undisclosed?

Should I not have been surprised, or merely charmed to
discover that in the heart of Manhattan, not far from Times
Square, the Sheikh and his dervishes had been meeting for
years on the second floor of a building, not far from my own
offices, in the showroom of a Turkish rug dealer. Would I not
have wondered that likewise, in the heart of SoHo, a former
firehouse had been converted into a tekke, and that there,
every Thursday evening the Ceremony of Dhikr took place
freely opened to the public. And might I not have been
amazed to learn that not five miles from a familiar location in



upper New York State, a group of Effendi’s dervishes met
regularly, with the Sheikh himself often in attendance, on a
route I had driven many times over the years.

What struck me most immediately that first evening was the
intuitive understanding that this was a community of men and
women who sought with all their being to reflect the great
love and caring which is to be found in any true spiritual
community. And I, as an untutored outsider, felt myself
submerged in a sea of love that radiated from the presence of
the Sheikh, and as candles lit one by one from a central flame,
the same presence could palpably be felt in all of his
companions, in sometimes greater, sometimes lesser degrees.

My stated purpose in being there was to invite Effendi to be a
guest on the television program I was then hosting in New
York City, but in actuality, and overriding all other
considerations, I was there as a spiritual seeker. I was
certainly not disappointed with what I found.

And yet, to describe Effendi as a spiritual teacher simply fails
to do justice to the immense fullness of being one encountered
in him. To begin with, one felt safe in his presence. Whatever
the conditions of the world around us, whatever our personal
problems, whatever the dismal state world affairs were in at
the moment and however swiftly events might turn and
overtake rationality and good sense, in Effendi’s presence
these things lost their power to inform us, our only course of
action dictated by Effendi’s actions and the events of the
night.



ASHKI’S DIVAN

Before time began I caught fire and turned to ash,
I plunged into the fire and became a rose,
I called His name with longing and became a heart,
I came to burn in the arena of Love,
I came to cry Hu and return to Allah.

Strip the veil from me, let me be naked,
Let me fly on the wing of Love,
Let me behold His beauty once again,
I came to burn in the arena of Love,
I came to cry Hu and return to Allah.

From The Arena Of Love
p.28



LET US AFFIRM DIVINE UNITY

Let us under the way of truth,
Come, let us affirm Divine Unity,
Let us behold Truth’s beauty,
Come let us affirm Divine Unity.

It is the cure for affliction,
It is the believer’s faith,
It is the dervish’s commandment,
Come, let us affirm Divine Unity.

This affirmation extinguishes the Fire,
Turning the heart to the Truth,
Soothing all pain,
Come let us affirm Divine Unity.

The angels affirm Divine Unity,
The spheres move in love,
All wishes are fulfilled,
Come let us affirm Divine Unity.

The Source is Divine Unity,
It causes mountains and rocks to tremble,
It wipes tears from the eyes,
Come let us affirm Divine Unity.

His Oneness is revealed,
His Paradise is bestowed,
His Beauty is attained,
Come let us affirm Divine Unity.

Fulfilling our covenant,
Healing our hearts,
Delighting our souls,
Come let us affirm Divine Unity.



REMEMBRANCE OF ALLAH

Sit in the circle of remembrance,
Fill love’s cup to the brim,
The most exquisite remembrance is,
La ilaha illallah.

Urge the self to love,
Savor the taste of remembrance,
Come let us say with longing,
La ilaha illallah.

Divine Unity polishes hearts,
Freeing them from rust,
Thus pleasing their Lord,
La ilaha illallah.

He who remembers becomes a king,
And is granted forgiveness,
How beautiful is the dervish circle,
La ilaha illallah.

When you make remembrance,
The truth responds at once,
He removes all doubt from the heart,
La ilaha illallah.

Come to Unity, come!
May this affirmation turn Fire to Light,
May it bright joy to your heart,
La ilaha illallah.

As tongues affirm divine Unity,
Hearts become radiant,
Nightingales start to sing,
La ilaha illallah.



THE SUPREME NAME

To awake before dawn,
Is remedy for pain,
Listen how everywhere,
Allah is named, the Lord is known.

The Supreme Name,
Remembrance of the All-Merciful,
Glorification of the Self-Sufficient,
Allah is named, the Lord is known.

Beauty is seen,
Perfection is found,
Could they ever fade?
Allah is named, the Lord is known.

Roses in supplication,
Nightingales in music,
Believers in prayer,
Allah is named, the Lord is known.

The lover in remembrance,
The truthful in repentance,
The heart awake,
Allah is named, the Lord is known.

Don’t sleep!
Be close to the truth.
The Truth has His remembrance,
Allah is named, the Lord is known.

Remembering with love,
The soul finds the beloved,
The Glorious bestows mercy,
Allah is named, the Lord is known.


