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The Poetry of Rudaki

The death of Morādi
Morādi has died, but is not really dead.
Such a great man’s death is not trivial.2
His precious life he returned to his father,
His dark body entrusted to his mother.
What belonged to the angels has gone with them.
The man you say has died has just begun to live.
He was no hay to blow away in the wind.
He was no water to freeze in the cold.
He was no comb to be broken by hair.
He was no seed to be crushed by the earth.
He was a golden treasure in this world,
Both worlds were worth a grain of barley, to him.
His earthen shell was cast back into the earth.
His soul and wisdom rose to the heavens.
The second life, of which people don’t know,
He polished and entrusted to God.
He was clear wine mixed with sediment,
Which settled while he rose to the top.
They all take the trip together, my dear,
The Marvazi, Rāzi, Rumi and Kurd.3
In the end, each returns to his own home.
How could satin be equal to rough cloth?
Stop, like a period. Because the lord
Has struck your name from the book of speech.

2

3

Abol Hasan Mohammad ibn Mohammad Morādi was a poet who lived during
the same time as Rudaki. Very little remains of his works.
Marvazi, Rāzi, Rumi and Kurd are the inhabitants of Marv, Ray, Rum (in
Turkey) and Kurdistan, respectively.
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ﺑﺮﮔﺰﻳﺪﻩ دﻳﻮان رودﮐﯽ

ﻣﺮد ﻣﺮادﯼ ،ﻧﻪ هﻤﺎﻧﺎ آﻪ ﻣﺮد
ﻣﺮگ ﭼﻨﺎن ﺧﻮاﺟﻪ ﻧﻪ آﺎرﻳﺴﺖ ﺧﺮد
ﺟﺎن ﮔﺮاﻣﯽ ﺑﻪ ﭘﺪر ﺑﺎز داد
آﺎﻟﺒﺪ ﺗﻴﺮﻩ ﺑﻪ ﻣﺎدر ﺳﭙﺮد
ﺁن ﻣﻠﻚ ﺑﺎ ﻣﻠﻜﯽ رﻓﺖ ﺑﺎز
زﻧﺪﻩ آﻨﻮن ﺷﺪ آﻪ ﺗﻮ ﮔﻮﻳﯽ :ﺑﻤﺮد
آﺎﻩ ﻧﺒﺪ او آﻪ ﺑﻪ ﺑﺎدﯼ ﭘﺮﻳﺪ
ﺁب ﻧﺒﺪ او آﻪ ﺑﻪ ﺳﺮﻣﺎ ﻓﺴﺮد
ﺷﺎﻧﻪ ﻧﺒﻮد او آﻪ ﺑﻪ ﻣﻮﻳﯽ ﺷﻜﺴﺖ
داﻧﻪ ﻧﺒﻮد او آﻪ زﻣﻴﻨﺶ ﻓﺸﺮد
ﮔﻨﺞ زرﯼ ﺑﻮد درﻳﻦ ﺧﺎآﺪان
آﻮ دو ﺟﻬﺎن را ﺑﻪ ﺟﻮﯼ ﻣﯽﺷﻤﺮد
ﻗﺎﻟﺐ ﺧﺎآﯽ ﺳﻮﯼ ﺧﺎآﯽ ﻓﮕﻨﺪ
ﺟﺎن و ﺧﺮد ﺳﻮﯼ ﺳﻤﺎوات ﺑﺮد
ﺟﺎن دوم را آﻪ ﻧﺪاﻧﻨﺪ ﺧﻠﻖ
ﻣﺼﻘﻠﻪاﯼ آﺮد و ﺑﻪ ﺟﺎﻧﺎن ﺳﭙﺮد
ﺻﺎف ﺑﺪ ﺁﻣﻴﺨﺘﻪ ﺑﺎ درد ﻣﯽ
ﺑﺮ ﺳﺮ ﺧﻢ رﻓﺖ و ﺟﺪا ﺷﺪ زدرد
در ﺳﻔﺮ اﻓﺘﻨﺪ ﺑﻪ هﻢ ،اﯼ ﻋﺰﻳﺰ
ﻣﺮوزﯼ و رازﯼ و روﻣﯽ و آﺮد
ﺧﺎﻧﻪء ﺧﻮد ﺑﺎز رود هﺮ ﻳﻜﯽ
اﻃﻠﺲ آﯽ ﺑﺎﺷﺪ هﻤﺘﺎﯼ ﺑﺮد
ﺧﺎﻣﺶ آﻦ ﭼﻮن ﻧﻘﻂ ،اﻳﺮا ﻣﻠﻚ
ﻧﺎم ﺗﻮ از دﻓﺘﺮ ﮔﻔﺘﻦ ﺳﺘﺮد

