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The Poetry of Rudaki

Elegies
On the death of the Amir’s father
You who are sad, who suffer,
Who hide your eyes that flow with tears
For him, whose name I don’t mention
For fear of more sorrow and hardship:
Went what went and came what came,
Was what was, why grieve in vain?
You want to give harmony to the world?
The world will not accept harmony from you.
Don’t complain, it doesn’t heed complaints.
Stop wailing, it doesn’t hear you wail.
Even if you wail until the day of reckoning,
How can wailing bring back the one who is gone?
You will see more torment from this wheel
If you are tormented at every turn.
It’s as if disasters have been assigned
To whomever you give your heart.
There are no clouds, there’s no eclipse,
But the moon is covered, the earth is dark.
Accept it or not, I am sorry to say
You will not be able to conquer yourself.
To break the siege of sorrow on your heart
It is better to fetch the wine, and drink.
Out of great disasters, there will appear
Virtue and grace and nobility.1

1

This poem was written for the Sāmānid Amir Ahmad ibn Ismā‘il (r. 907-914)
on the death of his father, Amir Ismā‘il-ibn Ahmad (d. 907).
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ﺑﺮﮔﺰﻳﺪﻩ دﻳﻮان رودﮐﯽ

اﯼ ﺁن آﻪ ﻏﻤﮕﻨﯽ و ﺳﺰاوارﯼ
وﻧﺪر ﻧﻬﺎن ﺳﺮﺷﻚ هﻤﯽ ﺑﺎرﯼ
از ﺑﻬﺮ ﺁن آﺠﺎ ﺑﺒﺮم ﻧﺎﻣﺶ
ﺗﺮﺳﻢ ز ﺳﺨﺖ اﻧﺪﻩ و دﺷﻮارﯼ
رﻓﺖ ﺁن آﻪ رﻓﺖ و ﺁﻣﺪ ﺁﻧﻚ ﺁﻣﺪ
ﺑﻮد ﺁن آﻪ ﺑﻮد ،ﺧﻴﺮﻩ ﭼﻪ ﻏﻢ دارﯼ
هﻤﻮار آﺮد ﺧﻮاهﯽ ﮔﻴﺘﯽ را
ﮔﻴﺘﯽ اﺳﺖ ،آﯽ ﭘﺬﻳﺮد هﻤﻮارﯼ
ﻣﺴﺘﯽ ﻣﻜﻦ ،آﻪ ﻧﺸﻨﻮد او ﻣﺴﺘﯽ
زارﯼ ﻣﻜﻦ ،آﻪ ﻧﺸﻨﻮد او زارﯼ
ﺷﻮ ،ﺗﺎ ﻗﻴﺎﻣﺖ ﺁﻳﺪ زارﯼ آﻦ
آﯽ رﻓﺘﻪ را ﺑﻪ زارﯼ ﺑﺎزﺁرﯼ؟
ﺁزار ﺑﻴﺶ زﻳﻦ ﮔﺮدون ﺑﻴﻨﯽ
ﮔﺮ ﺗﻮ ﺑﻬﺮ ﺑﻬﺎﻧﻪ ﺑﻴﺎزارﯼ
ﮔﻮﻳﯽ :ﮔﻤﺎﺷﺘﺴﺖ ﺑﻼﻳﯽ او
ﺑﺮ هﺮ آﻪ ﺗﻮ دل ﺑﺮو ﺑﮕﻤﺎرﯼ
اﺑﺮﯼ ﭘﺪﻳﺪ ﻧﯽ و آﺴﻮﻓﯽ ﻧﯽ
ﺑﮕﺮﻓﺖ ﻣﺎﻩ و ﮔﺸﺖ ﺟﻬﺎن ﺗﺎرﯼ
ﻓﺮﻣﺎن آﻨﯽ و ﻳﺎ ﻧﻜﻨﯽ ﺗﺮﺳﻢ
ﺑﺮ ﺧﻮﻳﺸﺘﻦ ﻇﻔﺮ ﻧﺪهﯽ ﺑﺎرﯼ
ﺗﺎ ﺑﺸﻜﻨﯽ ﺳﭙﺎﻩ ﻏﻤﺎن ﺑﺮ دل
ﺁن ﺑﻪ آﻪ ﻣﯽ ﺑﻴﺎرﯼ و ﺑﮕﺴﺎرﯼ
اﻧﺪر ﺑﻼﯼ ﺳﺨﺖ ﭘﺪﻳﺪ ﺁرﻧﺪ
ﻓﻀﻞ و ﺑﺰرگ ﻣﺮدﯼ و ﺳﺎﻻرﯼ

