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Appendix: Farrokhzad’s Poems Discussed
in the Text with Their English Translation

The Forgotten

از د رﻓﺘﻪ

The memories of the past linger in my
heart and alas
There is no friend to remember me
My gaze remained ﬁxed on the path and he
didn’t send me
A letter to brighten my heart

د ﺑﮕﺬﺷـﺘﻪ ﺑﻪ دل ﻣﺎﻧﺪ و درﯾﻎ
ﻧﯿﺴﺖ ری ﮐﻪ ﻣﺮا د ﮐﻨﺪ
دﯾﺪﻩ ام ﺧﲑﻩ ﺑﻪ رﻩ ﻣﺎﻧﺪ و ﻧﺪاد
ﻣﻪ ای  دل ﻣﻦ ﺷﺎد ﮐﻨﺪ

I do not know what wrong I have done
That he disentangled his rope of kindness
from me
If I had a place in his heart
Why has he stopped watching me

ﺧﻮد ﻧﺪاﱎ ﭼﻪ ﺧﻄﺎﱙ ﮐﺮدم
ﮐﻪ ز ﻣﻦ رﺷـﺘﮥ اﻟﻔﺖ ﺑﮕﺴﺴﺖ
در دﻟﺶ ﺟﺎﱙ اﮔﺮ ﺑﻮد ﻣﺮا
ﭘﺲ ﭼﺮا دﯾﺪﻩ ز دﯾﺪارم ﺑﺴﺖ

Everywhere I turn my eyes, it is he again
Gazing at my wet eyes
It is the agony of love that
Has conquered my ﬁery heart with rue and
regret

 ز ﱒ اوﺳﺖ،ﻫﺮ ﮐﺠﺎ ﻣﯽ ﻧﮕﺮم
ﮐﻪ ﺑﻪ ﭼﺸﲈن ﺗﺮم ﺧﲑﻩ ﺷﺪﻩ
درد ﻋﺸﻖ اﺳﺖ ﮐﻪ  ﺣﴪت و ﺳﻮز
ﺑﺮ دل ﭘﺮ ﴍرم ﭼﲑﻩ ﺷﺪﻩ

I said when I distanced him from my sight
He would certainly leave my heart faster
There is a need for death to ﬁnd me
Or it is not a pain to vanish easily

ﮔﻔﱲ از دﯾﺪﻩ ﭼﻮ دورش ﺳﺎزم
ﰉ ﮔﲈن زودﺗﺮ از دل ﺑﺮود
ﻣﺮگ ﯾﺪ ﮐﻪ ﻣﺮا درﺑﺪ
وﻧرﻪ دردی ﺳﺖ ﮐﻪ ﻣﺸﲁ ﺑﺮود
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When lips glide over my lips
I sigh wishing that this was him
I wish the lips kissing me
Were the burning lips of that ill-tempered
one

 ﻟﱮ ﺑﺮ ﻟﺐ ﻣﻦ ﻣﯽ ﻟﻐﺰد
ﻣﯽ ﮐﺸﻢ ا ٓﻩ ﮐﻪ ﰷش اﯾﻦ او ﺑﻮد
ﰷش اﯾﻦ ﻟﺐ ﮐﻪ ﻣﺮا ﻣﯽ ﺑﻮﺳﺪ
ﻟﺐ ﺳﻮﻧزﺪۀ ا ٓن ﺑﺪﺧﻮ ﺑﻮد

When they embrace me aﬀectionately
I ask myself what happened to his embrace
What happened to that burning ﬁre
Aﬂame in his silent breath

ﻣﯽ ﮐﺸـﻨﺪم ﭼﻮ در ا ٓﻏﻮش ﺑﻪ ﺮ
ﭘﺮﰟ از ﺧﻮد ﮐﻪ ﭼﻪ ﺷﺪ ا ٓﻏﻮﺷﺶ
ﭼﻪ ﺷﺪ ا ٓن ا ٓﺗﺶ ﺳﻮﻧزﺪﻩ ﮐﻪ ﺑﻮد
ﺷﻌ ور در ﻧﻔﺲ ﺧﺎﻣﻮﺷﺶ

I composed poems to lift from the heart
The heavy load of grief for his love
Poetry turned out to be a manifestation of
his face
To whom can I tell the tyranny of his love

ﺷﻌﺮ ﮔﻔﱲ ﮐﻪ ز دل ﺑﺮدارم
ر ﺳـﻨﮕﲔ ﰬ ﻋﺸﻘﺶ را
ﺷﻌﺮ ﺧﻮد ﺟﻠﻮﻩ ای از روﯾﺶ ﺷﺪ
 ﮐﻪ ﮔﻮﱘ ﺳـﱲ ﻋﺸﻘﺶ را

O Mother, take this comb from my hair
Wipe the antimony oﬀ my eyes
Take this dress of mine oﬀ my body
What else is life but my prison

 اﯾﻦ ﺷﺎﻧﻪ ز ﻣﻮﱘ ﺑﺮدار،ﻣﺎدر
ﴎﻣﻪ را ﭘﺎک ﮐﻦ از ﭼﺸﲈﱎ
ﺑﮑﻦ اﯾﻦ ﭘﲑﻫﲌ را از ﺗﻦ
ﻧزﺪﮔﯽ ﻧﯿﺴﺖ ﲜﺰ ﻧزﺪاﱎ

As long as his eyes are not amazed by my
face
What use is this beauty to me?
O Mother, break this mirror
What do I gain by adorning myself?

 دو ﭼﺸﻤﺶ ﺑﻪ رﰛ ﺣﲑان ﻧﯿﺴﺖ
ﺑﻪ ﭼﲀر ا ٓﯾﺪم اﯾﻦ زﯾﺒﺎﱙ
ﺑﺸﮑﻦ اﯾﻦ ا ٓﯾﻨﻪ را ای ﻣﺎدر
ﺣﺎﺻﲅ ﭼﯿﺴﺖ ز ﺧﻮدا ٓراﱙ

Shut the doors and say that
I have torn myself away from everybody
but him
If somebody asks why? I am not afraid
Divulge that I am in love

در ﺑﺒﻨﺪﯾﺪ وﺑﮕﻮﯾﯿﺪ ﮐﻪ ﻣﻦ
 از ﳘﻪ ﮐﺲ ﺑﮕﺴﺴـﱲ،ﺟﺰ از او
ﮐﺲ اﮔﺮ ﮔﻔﺖ ﭼﺮا؟ ﰼ ﻧﯿﺴﺖ
ﻓﺎش ﮔﻮﯾﯿﺪ ﮐﻪ ﻋﺎﺷﻖ ﻫﺴـﱲ

Appendix: Farrokhzad’s Poems Discussed in the Text

If a messenger arrives from a distant place
Ask him instantly from whom the message
comes
If not from him, tell him
That woman has left this house a long time
ago
Ahvaz—winter 1954–1955

Enthusiasm
Do you remember that you once asked me
smiling
What souvenir I had brought you from so
far away?
Look into my face so that my face answers
you
A tear of enthusiasm slumbering in the
eyes of desire
What souvenir have I brought you, O my
life fountain?
A breast burned in the rue of an impossible
love
A look lost in the veils of a distant dream
A body inﬂamed with the burning hunger
for uniﬁcation
What souvenir have I brought you, O my
life fountain?
Eyes tumultuous from inner desire
Warm lips slumbering on them with hope
and desire
A kiss hotter than the kiss of the southern
sun
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ﻗﺎﺻﺪی ا ٓﻣﺪ اﮔﺮ از رﻩ دور
زود ﭘﺮﺳـﯿﺪ ﮐﻪ ﭘﯿﻐﺎم از ﮐﯿﺴﺖ
 ﺑﮕﻮﯾﯿﺪ ا ٓن زن،ﮔﺮ از او ﻧﯿﺴﺖ
 در اﯾﻦ ﻣﲋل ﻧﯿﺴﺖ،دﯾﺮﮔﺎﻫﯽ ﺳﺖ

1333 اﻫﻮاز—زﻣﺴـﺘﺎن

ﺷﻮق
د داری ﮐﻪ ز ﻣﻦ ﺧﻨﺪﻩ ﮐﻨﺎن ﭘﺮﺳـﯿﺪی
ﭼﻪ رﻩ ا ٓورد ﺳﻔﺮ دارم از اﯾﻦ راﻩ دراز؟
ﭼﻬﺮﻩ ام را ﺑﻨﮕﺮ  ﺑﻪ ﺗﻮ ﭘﺎﰞ ﮔﻮﯾﺪ
اﺷﮏ ﺷﻮﰵ ﮐﻪ ﻓﺮوﺧﻔﺘﻪ ﺑﻪ ﭼﺸﲈن ﻧﯿﺎز

 ای ﻣﺎﯾﮥ ﲻﺮ؟،ﭼﻪ رﻩ ا ٓورد ﺳﻔﺮ دارم
ﺳﯿﻨﻪ ای ﺳﻮﺧﺘﻪ در ﺣﴪت ﯾﮏ
ﻋﺸﻖ ﳏﺎل
ﻧﮕﻬـﯽ ﮔﻤﺸﺪﻩ در ﭘﺮدۀ رؤﱙ دور
ﭘﯿﮑﺮی ﻣﻠﳤﺐ از ﺧﻮاﻫﺶ ﺳﻮزان
وﺻﺎل
 ای ﻣﺎﯾﮥ ﲻﺮ؟،ﭼﻪ رﻩ ا ٓورد ﺳﻔﺮ دارم
دﯾﺪﮔﺎﱏ ﳘﻪ از ﺷﻮق درون ﭘﺮ ا ٓﺷﻮب
ﻟﺐ ﮔﺮﻣﯽ ﮐﻪ ﺑﺮ ا ٓن ﺧﻔﺘﻪ ﺑﻪ اﻣﯿﺪ و ﻧﯿﺎز
ﺑﻮﺳﻪ ای داﻏﱰ از ﺑﻮﺳﮥ ﺧﻮرﺷـﯿﺪ
ﺟﻨﻮب
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How often in the search for a proper
present for you
Have I wandered in the heart of the streets
and bazaars
Finally I decided to present to you
A body within which a hidden desire blazes

ای ﺑﺴﺎ در ﭘـﯽ ا ٓن ﻫﺪﯾﻪ ﮐﻪ زﯾﺒﻨﺪۀ
ﺗﻮﺳﺖ
در دل ﮐﻮﭼﻪ و زار ﺷﺪم ﴎﮔﺮدان
ﻋﺎﻗﺒﺖ رﻓﱲ و ﮔﻔﱲ ﮐﻪ ﺗﻮ را ﻫﺪﯾﻪ ﮐﲌ
ﭘﯿﮑﺮی را ﮐﻪ در ا ٓن ﺷﻌ ﮐﺸﺪ ﺷﻮق
ﳖﺎن

When I looked into the mirror, I saw, alas
That separation from you has decreased
the glow of my face
I beseeched the sun to grant me
Thirst, brilliance, incandescence, and
reﬂection

 دﯾﺪم اﻓﺴﻮس،ﭼﻮ در ا ٓﯾﯿﻨﻪ ﻧﮕﻪ ﮐﺮدم
ﺟﻠﻮۀ روی ﻣﺮا ﳗﺮ ﺗﻮ ﰷﻫﺶ ﲞﺸـﯿﺪ
دﺳﺖ ﺑﺮ داﻣﻦ ﺧﻮرﺷـﯿﺪ زدم  ﺑﺮ ﻣﻦ
ﻋﻄﺶ و روﺷـﲎ و ﺳﻮزش و ﺑﺶ
ﲞﺸـﯿﺪ

Now, this is me, I am this soul-burning ﬁre
O you, the hope of a mad and
woe-embracing heart
Open your embrace so that I may reveal to
you
what I have brought from this far-oﬀ place

 اﯾﻦ ا ٓﺗﺶ ﺟﺎﻧﺴﻮز ﻣﲌ، اﯾﻦ ﻣﲌ،ﺣﺎﻟﯿﺎ
ای اﻣﯿﺪ دل دﯾﻮاﻧﮥ اﻧﺪوﻩ ﻧﻮاز
زوان را ﺑﮕﺸﺎ  ﮐﻪ ﻋﯿﺎﻧﺖ ﺳﺎزم
ﭼﻪ رﻩ ا ٓورد ﺳﻔﺮ دارم از اﯾﻦ راﻩ دراز

Late
Into the eye of the exhausted day has
crawled
The mute and dark dream of a sleep
Now, again, on this path
You have to hasten alone towards home
As long as your black shadow
Is always by your side like this
Do not ever think that an eye
Will be expecting you there

دﯾﺮ
در ﭼﺸﻢ روز ﺧﺴـﺘﻪ ﺧﺰﯾﺪﻩ ﺳﺖ
رؤی ﮔﻨﮓ و ﺗﲑۀ ﺧﻮاﰉ
اﮐﻨﻮن دورﻩ ﯾﺪ از اﯾﻦ راﻩ
ﺗﳯﺎ ﺑﻪ ﺳﻮی ﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﺷـﺘﺎﰉ
 ﺳﺎﯾﮥ ﺳـﯿﺎﻩ ﺗﻮ اﯾﻨﺴﺎن
ﭘﯿﻮﺳـﺘﻪ در ﮐﻨﺎر ﺗﻮ ﺷﺪ
ﻫﺮﮔﺰ ﮔﲈن ﻣﱪ ﮐﻪ در ا ٓﳒﺎ
ﭼﺸﻤﯽ ﺑﻪ اﻧﺘﻈﺎر ﺗﻮ ﺷﺪ

Appendix: Farrokhzad’s Poems Discussed in the Text

Your house, like a grave, is sitting
In the midst a cloud of the dust of trees
Crowned like yesterday
A crown of rain’s silver strands
From the dark and calm corners
As the door is opened to your face
Hundreds of silent and mysterious salutes
Wearily ﬂy towards you
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ﺑﻨﺸﺴـﺘﻪ ﺧﺎﻧﮥ ﺗﻮ ﭼﻮ ﮔﻮری
در اﺑﺮی از ﻏﺒﺎر درﺧﺘﺎن
 ﺑﻪ ﴎ ﳖﺎدﻩ ﭼﻮ دﯾﺮوز
از رﻫﺎی ﻧﻘﺮۀ ران
از ﮔﻮﺷﻪ ﻫﺎی ﺳﺎﮐﺖ و رﯾﮏ
ﭼﻮن در ﮔﺸﻮدﻩ ﮔﺸﺖ ﺑﻪ روﯾﺖ
ﺻﺪﻫﺎ ﺳﻼم ﺧﺎﻣﺶ و ﻣﺮﻣﻮز
ﭘﺮ ﻣﯽ ﮐﺸـﻨﺪ ﺧﺴـﺘﻪ ﺑﻪ ﺳﻮﯾﺖ

As if the heart of the darkness is beating
In that small sad room
Night, like a black snake crawls
Onto the ﬁne colourful curtains

ﮔﻮﱙ ﮐﻪ ﻣﯽ ﺗﭙﺪ دل ﻇﻠﻤﺖ
در ا ٓن اق ﮐﻮﭼﮏ ﲽﮕﲔ
ﺷﺐ ﻣﯽ ﺧﺰد ﭼﻮ ﻣﺎر ﺳـﯿﺎﻫﯽ
ﺑﺮ ﭘﺮدﻩ ﻫﺎی زک رﻧﮕﲔ

The clock was on the breast of the wall
Devoid of any strike, any chime
In a body of silence and muteness
It was itself a piece of the space

ﺳﺎﻋﺖ ﺑﻪ روی ﺳﯿﻨﮥ دﯾﻮار
 ز ﻧﻮاﱙ،ﺧﺎﱃ ز ﴐﺑﻪ ای
در ﺟﺮﻣﯽ از ﺳﮑﻮت و ﲬﻮﳽ
ﺧﻮد ﻧﲒ ﺗﮑﻪ ای ز ﻓﻀﺎﱙ

In the worn-out frames, the images
—these ridiculous mortal faces—
Pale from the passage of time
Perhaps they once existed!

 ﺗﺼﺎوﯾﺮ،در ﻗﺎﲠﺎی ﮐﻬﻨﻪ
——اﯾﻦ ﭼﻬﺮﻩ ﻫﺎی ﻣﻀﺤﮏ ﻓﺎﱏ

ﰉ رﻧﮓ از ﮔﺬﺷﺖ زﻣﺎﳖﺎ
!ﺷﺎﯾﺪ ﮐﻪ ﺑﻮدﻩ اﻧﺪ زﻣﺎﱏ

A mirror, like a big eye
Is sitting in a corner, busy watching
Upon the glass of its gaze
It has posed the rebellious spirit of the
night

ا ٓﯾﯿﻨﻪ ﳘﭽﻮ ﭼﺸﻢ ﺑﺰرﮔﯽ
ﯾﮏ ﺳﻮ ﻧﺸﺴـﺘﻪ ﮔﺮم ﲤﺎﺷﺎ
ﺑﺮ روی ﺷﯿﺸﻪ ﻫﺎی ﻧﮕﺎﻫﺶ
ﺑﻨﺸﺎﻧﺪﻩ روح ﻋﺎﴅ ﺷﺐ را

You, weary as an old bird
Head to the warmth of bed
With closed ﬂuttering eyelids
You lay your head on the chest of the
notebook

 ﺧﺴـﺘﻪ ﭼﻮن ﭘﻧﺮﺪۀ ﭘﲑی،ﺗﻮ
رو ﻣﯽ ﮐﲎ ﺑﻪ ﮔﺮﻣﯽ ﺑﺴﱰ
 ﭘﻠﮑﻬﺎی ﺑﺴـﺘﮥ ﻟﺮزان
ﴎ ﻣﯽ ﳖـﯽ ﺑﻪ ﺳﯿﻨﮥ دﻓﱰ
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As if the ghosts of the past dead
Are crying beside you
Those who have slept on this bed
Before, in past time
A thousand silent motions from them
A thousand restless moans from them
Like fugacious bubbles
On the contracted face of the swamp
The ancient pine tree is dense with
The ominous cawing of the crows
There dances on the windows again
The redolent silk of the rain
You feel that it is regrettable
To ﬁght with your own woe
You smell that blossom of woe
To compose a new poem
June, the 10th, 1957-Munich

The Wish
(To Pūrān Mīnū)

ﮔﺮﯾﻨﺪ در ﮐﻨﺎر ﺗﻮ ﮔﻮﱙ
ارواح ﻣﺮدﮔﺎن ﮔﺬﺷـﺘﻪ
ا ٓﳖﺎ ﮐﻪ ﺧﻔﺘﻪ اﻧﺪ ﺑﺮ اﯾﻦ ﲣﺖ
 در زﻣﺎن ﮔﺬﺷـﺘﻪ،ﭘﯿﺶ از ﺗﻮ
زا ٓﳖﺎ ﻫﺰار ﺟﻨﺒﺶ ﺧﺎﻣﻮش
زا ٓﳖﺎ ﻫﺰار ﻟﮥ ﰉ ب
ﳘﭽﻮن ﺣﺒﺎﲠﺎی ﮔﺮﯾﺰان
ﺑﺮ ﭼﻬﺮۀ ﻓﴩدۀ ﻣﺮداب
ﻟﱪﯾﺰ ﮔﺸـﺘﻪ ﰷج ﮐﻬﻨﺴﺎل
از ﻏﺎرﻏﺎر ﺷﻮم ﻏﺎن
رﻗﺼﺪ ﺑﻪ روی ﭘﻨﺠﺮﻩ ﻫﺎ ز
اﺑﺮﯾﺸﻢ ﻣﻌﻄﺮ ران
اﺣﺴﺎس ﻣﯽ ﮐﲎ ﮐﻪ درﯾﻎ اﺳﺖ
 درد ﺧﻮد اﮔﺮ ﺑﺴـﺘﲒی
ﻣﯽ ﺑﻮﱙ ا ٓن ﺷﮑﻮﻓﮥ ﰬ را
 ﺷﻌﺮ زﻩ ای ﺑﻨﻮﯾﴗ
—ﻣﻮﻧﯿﺦ1957  ژوﺋﻦ10

ا ٓرزو
()ﺑﻪ ﭘﻮران ﻣﯿﻨﻮ

I wish I was the cryptic scent of a plant
On the beach of a still river
When you happen to pass that place
I could caress you head to toe with my lips

ﰷش ﺑﺮ ﺳﺎﺣﻞ رودی ﺧﺎﻣﻮش
ﻋﻄﺮ ﻣﺮﻣﻮز ﮔﯿﺎﻫﯽ ﺑﻮدم
ﭼﻮ ﺑﺮ ا ٓﳒﺎ ﮔﺬرت ﻣﯽ اﻓﺘﺎد
ﺑﻪ ﴎاﭘﺎی ﺗﻮ ﻟﺐ ﻣﯽ ﺳﻮدم

I wish I could sing like the reed of the
shepherd
To the tune of your mad heart
Slumbering on the swaying camel-litter of
the breeze
I could pass your door

ﰷش ﭼﻮن ی ﺷـﺒﺎن ﻣﯽ ﺧﻮاﻧﺪم
ﺑﻪ ﻧﻮای دل دﯾﻮاﻧﮥ ﺗﻮ
ﻧ
ﺧﻔﺘﻪ ﺑﺮ ﻫﻮدج ﻣﻮاج ﺴـﲓ
ﻣﯽ ﮔﺬﺷـﱲ ز در ﺧﺎﻧﮥ ﺗﻮ
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I wish in the mornings I could shine
through your window
Like a ray of the spring sun
I could see the hue of your eyes
Through the trembling silk curtain

ﰷش ﭼﻮن ﭘﺮﺗﻮ ﺧﻮرﺷـﯿﺪ ﲠﺎر
ﲮﺮ از ﭘﻨﺠﺮﻩ ﻣﯽ ﺑﯿﺪم
از ﭘﺲ ﭘﺮدۀ ﻟﺮزان ﺣﺮﯾﺮ
رﻧﮓ ﭼﺸﲈن ﺗﻮ را ﻣﯽ دﯾﺪم

I wish in your luminous feast
I was the laughter of a wine cup
I wish in a painful midnight
I was the laxness and drunkenness of a
sleep

ﰷش در ﺑﺰم ﻓﺮوﻧزﺪۀ ﺗﻮ
ﺧﻨﺪۀ ﺟﺎم ﴍاﰉ ﺑﻮدم
ﰷش در ﻧﳰﻪ ﺷـﱮ دردا ٓﻟﻮد
ﺳﺴـﱴ و ﻣﺴـﱴ ﺧﻮاﰉ ﺑﻮدم

I wish that my heart would, like a mirror,
be lit by
Your image and your smile
That each morning the warmth of your
caressing hand
Would touch my body

ﰷش ﭼﻮن ا ٓﯾﻨﻪ روﺷﻦ ﻣﯽ ﺷﺪ
دﱂ از ﻧﻘﺶ ﺗﻮ و ﺧﻨﺪۀ ﺗﻮ
ﺻﺒﺤﮕﺎﻫﺎن ﺑﻪ ﺗﲌ ﻣﯽ ﻟﻐﺰﯾﺪ
ﮔﺮﻣﯽ دﺳﺖ ﻧﻮاﻧزﺪۀ ﺗﻮ

I wish in the midnight the moon could
watch my dance
Like an autumn leaf
In the heart of the garden of your house
My rapture could cause a tumult

ﰷش ﭼﻮن ﺑﺮگ ﺧﺰان رﻗﺺ ﻣﺮا
ﻧﳰﻪ ﺷﺐ ﻣﺎﻩ ﲤﺎﺷﺎ ﻣﯽ ﮐﺮد
در دل ﻏﭽﮥ ﺧﺎﻧﮥ ﺗﻮ
 وﻟﻮ ﺑﺮ ﭘﺎ ﻣﯽ ﮐﺮد،ﺷﻮر ﻣﻦ

I wish I could anxiously crawl into your
heart
Like the cheerful memory of a woman
Suddenly I could see your eyes
Gazing on my beauty’s radiance

ﰷش ﭼﻮن د دل اﻧﮕﲒ زﱏ
ﻣﯽ ﺧﺰﯾﺪم ﺑﻪ دﻟﺖ ﭘﺮ ﺗﺸﻮﯾﺶ
ﮔﻬﺎن ﭼﺸﻢ ﺗﻮ را ﻣﯽ دﯾﺪم
ﺧﲑﻩ ﺑﺮ ﺟﻠﻮۀ زﯾﺒﺎﱙ ﺧﻮﯾﺶ

I wish my body could shine like the candle
of sin
In your bed of loneliness
So that the root of your asceticism and that
of my longing
Would burn from this sweet sinning

ﰷش در ﺑﺴﱰ ﺗﳯﺎﱙ ﺗﻮ
ﭘﯿﮑﺮم ﴰﻊ ﮔﻨﻪ ﻣﯽ اﻓﺮوﺧﺖ
رﯾﺸﮥ زﻫﺪ ﺗﻮ و ﺣﴪت ﻣﻦ
زﯾﻦ ﮔﻨﻪ ﰷری ﺷﲑﯾﻦ ﻣﯽ ﺳﻮﺧﺖ
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I wish from the green branch of life
You would pick the ﬂower of my woe
I wish in my poem, O you [my] life drive
Could see the ﬂame of my secret

Servitude

ﰷش از ﺷﺎﺧﮥ ﴎﺳﱫ ﺣﯿﺎت
ﮔﻞ اﻧﺪوﻩ ﻣﺮا ﻣﯽ ﭼﯿﺪی
ﰷش در ﺷﻌﺮ ﻣﻦ ای ﻣﺎﯾﮥ ﲻﺮ
ﺷﻌﻠﮥ راز ﻣﺮا ﻣﯽ دﯾﺪی

ﺑﻨﺪﮔﯽ

On my lips a shadow of a cryptic question
In my heart a restless life-burning pain
Today I am going to put forth
This rebellious soul’s secret of
bewilderment

ﺑﺮ ﻟﺒﺎﱎ ﺳﺎﯾﻪ ای از ﭘﺮﺳﺸﯽ ﻣﺮﻣﻮز
در دﱂ دردی ﺳﺖ ﰉ ا ٓرام و ﻫﺴـﱴ
ﺳﻮز
راز ﴎﮔﺮداﱏ اﯾﻦ روح ﻋﺎﴅ را
 ﺗﻮ ﺧﻮاﱒ در ﻣﯿﺎن ﺑﮕﺬاردن اﻣﺮوز

Though you banish me from your
threshold,
As long as I be a servant here and you God
there
My dark life story won’t be a story
From whose beginning and whose end you
are absent

 اﻣﺎ،ﮔﺮﭼﻪ از درﮔﺎﻩ ﺧﻮد ﻣﯽ راﱏ ام
 ﺗﻮ ا ٓﳒﺎ ﺧﺪا ﳽ، ﻣﻦ اﯾﻨﺠﺎ ﺑﻨﺪﻩ
ﴎﮔﺬﺷﺖ ﺗﲑۀ ﻣﻦ ﴎﮔﺬﺷـﱴ ﻧﯿﺴﺖ
ﮐﺰ ﴎا ٓﻏﺎز و ﴎاﳒﺎﻣﺶ ﺟﺪا ﳽ

At midnight the cradles rock peacefully
Unaware of the man’s painful immigration
Like a quivering boat, a mysterious hand
Draws me rowing into the mouth of storms

ﻧﳰﻪ ﺷﺐ ﮔﻬﻮارﻩ ﻫﺎ ا ٓرام ﻣﯽ ﺟﻨﺒﻨﺪ
ﰉ ﺧﱪ از ﮐﻮچ دردا ٓﻟﻮد اﻧﺴﺎﳖﺎ
دﺳﺖ ﻣﺮﻣﻮزی ﻣﺮا ﭼﻮن زورﰵ ﻟﺮزان
ﻣﯽ ﮐﺸﺪ ﭘﺎروزن در ﰷم ﺗﻮﻓﺎﳖﺎ

Faces gravely foreign in my eyes
Over houses the tears of the stars
The terror of prison and the glitter of the
chain’s link
Tales of the unique God’s mercy
The cold breast of earth and the stains of
the grave
Every greeting a dark shadow of a farewell
Hands empty and in a distant sky
The sick and fevered yellowness of the sun

ﭼﻬﺮﻩ ﻫﺎﱙ در ﻧﮕﺎﱒ ﲯﺖ ﺑﯿﮕﺎﻧﻪ
ﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﻫﺎﱙ ﺑﺮ ﻓﺮازش اﺷﮏ اﺧﱰﻫﺎ
وﺣﺸﺖ ﻧزﺪان و ﺑﺮق ﺣﻠﻘﮥ زﳒﲑ
داﺳـﺘﺎﳖﺎﱙ ز ﻟﻄﻒ اﯾﺰد ﯾﮑﺘﺎ
ﺳﯿﻨﮥ ﴎد زﻣﲔ و ﻟﮑﻪ ﻫﺎی ﮔﻮر
ﻫﺮ ﺳﻼﻣﯽ ﺳﺎﯾﮥ رﯾﮏ ﺑﺪرودی
دﺳـﳤﺎﱙ ﺧﺎﱃ و در ا ٓﺳﲈﱏ دور
زردی ﺧﻮرﺷـﯿﺪ ﺑر ﺗﺐ ا ٓﻟﻮدی

Appendix: Farrokhzad’s Poems Discussed in the Text

An endless search and a vain struggle
A dark road and the feet weary of the way
No sign of ﬁre on the summits of Tūr
No answer from behind this closed door
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ﺟﺴـﺘﺠﻮﱙ ﰉ ﴎاﳒﺎم و ﺗﻼﳽ ﮔﻨﮓ
ﺟﺎدﻩ ای ﻇﻠﲈﱏ و ﭘﺎﱙ ﺑﻪ رﻩ ﺧﺴـﺘﻪ
ﻧﻪ ﻧﺸﺎن ا ٓﺗﺸﯽ ﺑﺮ ﻗ ﻫﺎی ﻃﻮر
ﻧﻪ ﺟﻮاﰉ از ورای اﯾﻦ در ﺑﺴـﺘﻪ

Ah, does my moan ﬁnd its way to you?
So that you smash your mirror/cup of
vanity upon the stone
So that you sit with me, me the earthen, for
a while
And drink from the lips of my poem the
pain of being

 ا ٓ  ام رﻩ ﻣﯽ ﺑﺮد در ﺗﻮ؟،ا ٓﻩ
 زﱏ ﺑﺮ ﺳـﻨﮓ ﺟﺎم ﺧﻮد ﭘﺮﺳـﱴ را
  ﻣﻦ ﺧﺎﰽ،ﯾﮏ زﻣﺎن  ﻣﻦ ﻧﺸﯿﲎ
از ﻟﺐ ﺷﻌﺮم ﺑﻨﻮﳽ درد ﻫﺴـﱴ را

For years I suﬀered within me, but today
Like a ﬂame, I ﬂare to burn your stack
Either you render my restless clamour
silent
Or I shall teach you another way

 وﱃ اﻣﺮوز،ﺳﺎﻟﻬﺎ در ﺧﻮﯾﺶ اﻓﴪدم
ﺷﻌ ﺳﺎن ﴎ ﻣﯽ ﮐﺸﻢ  ﺧﺮﻣﻨﺖ
ﺳﻮزم
 ﲬﺶ ﺳﺎزی ﺧﺮوش ﰉ ﺷﮑﯿﱬ را
 ﺗﻮ را ﻣﻦ ﺷـﯿﻮﻩ ای دﯾﮕﺮ ﺑﯿﺎﻣﻮزم

Though I know you banish me from your
threshold,
As long as I be a servant here and you God
there
My dark life story won’t be a story
From whose beginning and whose end you
are absent

 اﻣﺎ،داﱎ از درﮔﺎﻩ ﺧﻮد ﻣﯽ راﱏ ام
 ﺗﻮ ا ٓﳒﺎ ﺧﺪا ﳽ، ﻣﻦ اﯾﻨﺠﺎ ﺑﻨﺪﻩ
ﴎﮔﺬﺷﺖ ﺗﲑۀ ﻣﻦ ﴎﮔﺬﺷـﱴ ﻧﯿﺴﺖ
ﮐﺰ ﴎا ٓﻏﺎز و ﴎاﳒﺎﻣﺶ ﺟﺪا ﳽ

What am I? Oﬀspring of a luscious supper
A stranger thrusts me on this way of mine
Once a body entwined around another
body
And I was born into the world unwillingly

ﭼﯿﺴـﱲ ﻣﻦ؟ زادۀ ﯾﮏ ﺷﺎم ﺗﺒﺎر
ﺷـﻨﺎﳻ ﭘﯿﺶ ﻣﯽ راﻧﺪ در اﯾﻦ راﱒ
روزﮔﺎری ﭘﯿﮑﺮی ﺑﺮ ﭘﯿﮑﺮی ﭘﯿﭽﯿﺪ
ﻣﻦ ﺑﻪ دﻧﯿﺎ ا ٓﻣﺪم ﰉ ا ٓﻧﮑﻪ ﺧﻮد ﺧﻮاﱒ
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When have you left me alone so that with
two open eyes
I could choose a form for myself?
So that I might name as mother whomever
I choose
So that I might freely set my foot on the
path

ﰽ رﻫﺎﱘ ﮐﺮدﻩ ای   دو ﭼﺸﻢ ز
ﺑﺮﮔﺰﯾﲌ ﻗﺎﻟﱮ ﺧﻮد از ﺑﺮای ﺧﻮﯾﺶ؟
 دﱒ ﺑﺮ ﻫﺮ ﮐﻪ ﺧﻮاﱒ م ﻣﺎدر را
ﺧﻮد ﺑﻪ ا ٓزادی ﳖﻢ در راﻩ ﭘﺎی ﺧﻮﯾﺶ

I was born into the world so that in your
world
I should be the fruit of two ﬁery bodies’
union
When had we known each other ere that?
I was born into the world without being “I”

ﻣﻦ ﺑﻪ دﻧﯿﺎ ا ٓﻣﺪم  در ﺎن ﺗﻮ
ﺣﺎﺻﻞ ﭘﯿﻮﻧﺪ ﺳﻮزان دو ﺗﻦ ﴌ
ﭘﯿﺶ از ا ٓن ﰽ ا ٓﺷـﻨﺎ ﺑﻮدﱘ ﻣﺎ  ﱒ؟
ﻣﻦ ﺑﻪ دﻧﯿﺎ ا ٓﻣﺪم ﰉ ا ٓﻧﮑﻪ ”ﻣﻦ“ ﴌ

Days passed by and into my eyes blackness
was poured
The darkness of your blind lingering nights
Days passed by and the song of that lullaby
died
And my ears ﬁlled with your voice

روزﻫﺎ رﻓﺘﻨﺪ و در ﭼﺸﻤﻢ ﺳـﯿﺎﻫﯽ رﳜﺖ
ﻇﻠﻤﺖ ﺷـﳢﺎی ﮐﻮر دﯾﺮﭘﺎی ﺗﻮ
روزﻫﺎ رﻓﺘﻨﺪ و ا ٓن ا ٓوای ﻻﻻﱙ
ﻣﺮد و ﭘﺮ ﺷﺪ ﮔﻮﺷﻬﺎﱘ از ﺻﺪای ﺗﻮ

“Childhood” like the swallows with
colourful wings
Flew oﬀ towards other skies
In my brain the seed of thought bestirred
itself
An unannounced guest knocked at the
door
I would run in the illusory deserts
Sit besides the springs drunken
Break the branches of mystery, yet
Each moment a new branch grew from the
body of this shrub

”ﮐﻮدﰽ“ ﳘﭽﻮن ﭘﺮﺳـﺘﻮﻫﺎی رﻧﮕﲔ ل
رو ﺑﻪ ﺳﻮی ا ٓﺳﲈﳖﺎی دﮔﺮ ﭘﺮ زد
ﻧﻄﻔﮥ اﻧﺪﯾﺸﻪ در ﻣﻐﺰم ﺑﻪ ﺧﻮد ﺟﻨﺒﯿﺪ
ﻣﳱﲈﱏ ﰉ ﺧﱪ اﻧﮕﺸﺖ ﺑﺮ در زد

ﻣﯽ دوﯾﺪم در ﺑﯿﺎﳖﺎی وﱒ اﻧﮕﲒ
ﻣﯽ ﻧﺸﺴـﱲ در ﮐﻨﺎر ﭼﺸﻤﻪ ﻫﺎ ﴎﻣﺴﺖ
 اﻣﺎ،ﻣﯽ ﺷﮑﺴـﱲ ﺷﺎﺧﻪ ﻫﺎی راز را
از ﺗﻦ اﯾﻦ ﺑﻮﺗﻪ ﻫﺮ دم ﺷﺎﺧﻪ ای ﻣﯽ
رﺳﺖ

Appendix: Farrokhzad’s Poems Discussed in the Text

My path led to distant plains
Floating on the tide of my thoughts
I crept into the heart of the wandering
waves
Untying from my feet the chain of darkness
Finally one day I asked myself silently
What am I? From what beginning do I
come?
If I am the warm light of life from head to
toe
From which sky of mystery do I radiate?
Why do I silently think in this manner
night and day?
Who has sown in me the seed of thought
Is the harp in my hand and am I the proud
harpist
Or has someone placed this harp on my
lap?
If I were not or were I in another world
Would I still have my power of thinking?
Could I still ﬁnd my way
Into the riddles of this mysterious world?
Fearfully in search of that enigmatic answer
I headed down a dark labyrinthine road
You cast a shadow on that “end” and I
knew that
I am naught head to toe, I am naught,
naught
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راﻩ ﻣﻦ  دوردﺳﺖ دﺷـﳤﺎ ﻣﯽ رﻓﺖ
ﻣﻦ ﺷـﻨﺎور در ﺷﻂ اﻧﺪﯾﺸﻪ ﻫﺎی ﺧﻮﯾﺶ
ﻣﯽ ﺧﺰﯾﺪم در دل اﻣﻮاج ﴎﮔﺮدان
ﻣﯽ ﮔﺴﺴـﱲ ﺑﻨﺪ ﻇﻠﻤﺖ را ز ﭘﺎی ﺧﻮﯾﺶ
ﻋﺎﻗﺒﺖ روزی ز ﺧﻮد ا ٓرام ﭘﺮﺳـﯿﺪم
ﭼﯿﺴـﱲ ﻣﻦ؟ از ﮐﺠﺎ ا ٓﻏﺎز ﻣﯽ ﰈ؟
ﮔﺮ ﴎاﭘﺎ ﻧﻮر ﮔﺮم ﻧزﺪﮔﯽ ﻫﺴـﱲ
از ﮐﺪاﻣﲔ ا ٓﺳﲈن راز ﻣﯽ ﰈ؟

از ﭼﻪ ﻣﯽ اﻧﺪﯾﺸﻢ اﯾﻨﺴﺎن روز و ﺷﺐ
ﺧﺎﻣﻮش؟
داﻧﮥ اﻧﺪﯾﺸﻪ را در ﻣﻦ ﮐﻪ اﻓﺸﺎﻧﺪﻩ ﺳﺖ
ﭼﻨﮓ در دﺳﺖ ﻣﻦ و ﻣﻦ ﭼﻨﮕﯽ
ﻣﻐﺮور
 ﺑﻪ داﻣﺎﱎ ﮐﴗ اﯾﻦ ﭼﻨﮓ ﺑﻨﺸﺎﻧﺪﻩ
ﺳﺖ؟
ﮔﺮ ﻧﺒﻮدم  ﺑﻪ دﻧﯿﺎی دﮔﺮ ﺑﻮدم
ز ا ٓ ﻗﺪرت اﻧﺪﯾﺸﻪ ام ﻣﯽ ﺑﻮد؟
ز ا ٓ ﻣﯽ ﺗﻮاﻧﺴـﱲ ﮐﻪ رﻩ ﰈ
در ﻣﻌﲈﻫﺎی اﯾﻦ دﻧﯿﺎی رازا ٓﻟﻮد؟
ﺗﺮس ﺗﺮﺳﺎن در ﭘـﯽ ا ٓن ﭘﺎﰞ ﻣﺮﻣﻮز
ﴎ ﳖﺎدم در رﻫﯽ رﯾﮏ و ﭘﯿﭽﺎﭘﯿﭻ
ﺳﺎﯾﻪ اﻓﮑﻨﺪی ﺑﺮ ا ٓن ”ﭘﺎن“ و داﻧﺴـﱲ
، ﻫﯿﭻ ﻫﺴـﱲ،ﭘﺎی  ﴎ ﻫﯿﭻ ﻫﺴـﱲ
ﻫﯿﭻ
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You cast a shadow on that “end” and in
your hand
There was a rope tied round necks at its
other end
You were dragging people along life’s
winding road
While their eyes stared at the image of the
other world

ﺳﺎﯾﻪ اﻓﮑﻨﺪی ﺑﺮ ا ٓن ”ﭘﺎن“ و در
دﺳﺘﺖ
رﯾﺴﲈﱏ ﺑﻮد و ا ٓن ﺳﻮﯾﺶ ﺑﻪ ﮔﺮدﳖﺎ
ﻣﯽ ﮐﺸـﯿﺪی ﺧﻠﻖ را در ﮐﻮرﻩ راﻩ ﲻﺮ
ﭼﺸﻤﻬﺎﺷﺎن ﺧﲑﻩ در ﺗﺼﻮﯾﺮ ا ٓن دﻧﯿﺎ

You were dragging people along the path
and singing:
May the ﬁre of hell be the inﬁdel’s toll
Who chooses Satan in place of me
May the ﬁre of hell be gravely burning to
his soul

ﻣﯽ ﮐﺸـﯿﺪی ﺧﻠﻖ را در راﻩ و ﻣﯽ
:ﺧﻮاﻧﺪی
ا ٓﺗﺶ دوزخ ﻧﺼﯿﺐ ﮐﻔﺮ ﮔﻮن د
 او،ﻫﺮ ﮐﻪ ﺷـﯿﻄﺎن را ﺑﻪ ﺟﺎﱘ ﺑﺮ ﮔﺰﯾﻨﺪ
ا ٓﺗﺶ دوزخ ﺑﻪ ﺟﺎﻧﺶ ﲯﺖ ﺳﻮزان د

I saw myself as a mirror devoid of myself
At any moment an image falls upon it by
your hand
Sometimes the image of your power,
sometimes your tyranny
And sometimes the image of your
self-worshiping eyes

ﺧﻮﯾﺶ را ا ٓﯾﯿﻨﻪ ای دﯾﺪم ﲥـﯽ از ﺧﻮﯾﺶ
ﻫﺮ زﻣﺎن ﻧﻘﺸﯽ در ا ٓن اﻓﺘﺪ ﺑﻪ دﺳﺖ ﺗﻮ
 ﮔﻪ ﻧﻘﺶ ﺑﯿﺪادت،ﮔﺎﻩ ﻧﻘﺶ ﻗﺪرﺗﺖ
ﮔﺎﻩ ﻧﻘﺶ دﯾﺪﮔﺎن ﺧﻮدﭘﺮﺳﺖ ﺗﻮ

A sheep lost in the midst of the herd
The shepherd has opened the way to the
wolf
The shepherd, drunk from this game
Crocked is resting peacefully in a corner

ﮔﻮﺳﭙﻨﺪی در ﻣﯿﺎن ﮔ ﴎﮔﺮدان
 رﻩ ﺑﺮ ﮔﺮگ،ا ٓﻧﮑﻪ ﭼﻮﭘﺎن اﺳﺖ
!ﺑﮕﺸﻮدﻩ
 ﺧﻮد ﴎﻣﺴﺖ از،ا ٓﻧﮑﻪ ﭼﻮﭘﺎن اﺳﺖ
اﯾﻦ زی
ﻣﯽ زدﻩ در ﮔﻮﺷﻪ ای ا ٓرام ا ٓﺳﻮدﻩ

You were dragging people along the path
and singing
“May the ﬁre of hell be the inﬁdel’s toll
Who chooses Satan in place of me
May the ﬁre of hell be gravely burning to
his soul.”

ﻣﯽ ﮐﺸـﯿﺪی ﺧﻠﻖ را در راﻩ و ﻣﯽ
:ﺧﻮاﻧﺪی
”ا ٓﺗﺶ دوزخ ﻧﺼﯿﺐ ﮐﻔﺮﮔﻮن د
 او،ﻫﺮ ﮐﻪ ﺷـﯿﻄﺎن را ﺑﻪ ﺟﺎﱘ ﺑﺮﮔﺰﯾﻨﺪ
ا ٓﺗﺶ دوزخ ﺑﻪ ﺟﺎﻧﺶ ﲯﺖ ﺳﻮزان
“.د
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You yourself created this accursed Satan
Turned him rebel and banished him
toward us
It was you, it was you who created from a
ﬂame
Such a demon and set him on the road
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ا ٓﻓﺮﯾﺪی ﺧﻮد ﺗﻮ اﯾﻦ ﺷـﯿﻄﺎن ﻣﻠﻌﻮن را
ﻋﺎﴅ اش ﮐﺮدی و او را ﺳﻮی ﻣﺎ راﻧﺪی
 اﯾﻦ ﺗﻮ ﺑﻮدی ﮐﺰ ﯾﮑﯽ،اﯾﻦ ﺗﻮ ﺑﻮدی
ﺷﻌ
 در راﻩ ﺑﻨﺸﺎﻧﺪی،دﯾﻮی اﯾﻨﺴﺎن ﺳﺎﺧﱴ

You gave him an opportunity that as long
as there is a world
He would set ﬁre with his evil ﬁngertips1
He would turn into a wild joy in a still bed
He would turn into a kiss on lips burning
with thirst

ﻠﺘﺶ دادی ﮐﻪ  دﻧﯿﺎ ﺑﻪ ﺟﺎ ﺷﺪ
 ﴎاﻧﮕﺸـﺘﺎن ﺷﻮﻣﺶ ا ٓﺗﺶ اﻓﺮوزد
ﰏ وﺣﺸﯽ ﺷﻮد در ﺑﺴﱰی ﺧﺎﻣﻮش
ﺑﻮﺳﻪ ﮔﺮدد ﺑﺮ ﻟﺒﺎﱏ ﮐﺰ ﻋﻄﺶ ﺳﻮزد

Whatever was glamorous, you ruthlessly
condoned
It became a poem, a cry, love and youth
It became the scent of ﬂowers, sprinkled on
the plains
It became the colour of the world, the
deceit of life

 ﰉ رﺣﲈﻧﻪ ﲞﺸـﯿﺪﯾﺶ،ﻫﺮ ﭼﻪ زﯾﺒﺎ ﺑﻮد
 ﻋﺸﻖ و ﺟﻮاﱏ، ﻓﺮد ﺷﺪ،ﺷﻌﺮ ﺷﺪ
ﺷﺪ
 ﺑﻪ روی دﺷـﳤﺎ ﭘﺎﺷـﯿﺪ،ﻋﻄﺮ ﮔﻠﻬﺎ ﺷﺪ
 ﻓﺮﯾﺐ ﻧزﺪﮔﺎﱏ ﺷﺪ،رﻧﮓ دﻧﯿﺎ ﺷﺪ

It became a wave on the wavy skirt of the
dancers
It became the ﬁre of wine, boiling in the
wine-vault
It set such a commotion in the soul of wine
drinkers
That from every ruin was heard the sound
of cheers and more cheers

ﻣﻮج ﺷﺪ ﺑﺮ داﻣﻦ ﻣﻮاج رﻗﺎﺻﺎن
 درون ﰛ ﺑﻪ ﺟﻮش ا ٓﻣﺪ،ا ٓﺗﺶ ِﻣﯽ ﺷﺪ
ا ٓﻨﺎن در ﺟﺎن ﻣﯿﺨﻮاران ﺧﺮوش اﻓﮑﻨﺪ
 ز ﻫﺮ وﯾﺮاﻧﻪ ﻧﮓ ﻧﻮش ﻧﻮش ا ٓﻣﺪ
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He became a melody, circulating in the
hand of a harper
He became a tremor, falling on silver
breasts
He became a smile, revealing the teeth of
moon-faced beauties
He became the image of the cupbearer,
reﬂected in the inverted cup
In these dark nights the charm of his song
Became the guide of the lost in the deserts
The sound of his steps danced in the heart
of the altars
The glitter of his eyes became the light of
wayfarers

 در ﭘﻨﺠﮥ ﭼﻨﮕﯽ ﺑﻪ ﺧﻮد ﭘﯿﭽﯿﺪ،ﻧﻐﻤﻪ ﺷﺪ
 ﺑﺮ ﺳﯿﻨﻪ ﻫﺎی ﺳـﳰﮕﻮن اﻓﺘﺎد،ﻟﺮزﻩ ﺷﺪ
 دﻧﺪان ﻣﻪ رون ﳕﺎن ﮐﺮد،ﺧﻨﺪﻩ ﺷﺪ
 ﺑﻪ ﺟﺎم واژﮔﻮن اﻓﺘﺎد،ﻋﮑﺲ ﺳﺎﰵ ﺷﺪ

ﲮﺮ ا ٓوازش در اﯾﻦ ﺷـﳢﺎی ﻇﻠﲈﱏ
ﻫﺎدی ﮔﻢ ﮐﺮدﻩ راﻫﺎن در ﺑﯿﺎن ﺷﺪ
ﻧﮓ ﭘﺎﯾﺶ در دل ﳏﺮاﲠﺎ رﻗﺼﯿﺪ
ﺑﺮق ﭼﺸﲈﻧﺶ ﭼﺮاغ رﻫﻨﻮردان ﺷﺪ

Whatever was glamorous, you ruthlessly
condoned
Dismissing them on the path of
beauty-worshippers
Then with your cries of wrath and fury
You ﬁlled our blue glass dome with
clamour

 ﰉ رﺣﲈﻧﻪ ﲞﺸـﯿﺪﯾﺶ،ﻫﺮ ﭼﻪ زﯾﺒﺎ ﺑﻮد
در رﻩ زﯾﺒﺎ ﭘﺮﺳـﺘﺎﻧﺶ رﻫﺎ ﮐﺮدی
ا ٓﻧﮕﻪ از ﻓﺮدﻫﺎی ﺧﺸﻢ و ﻗﻬﺮ ﺧﻮﯾﺶ
ﮔﻨﺒﺪ ﻣﯿﻨﺎی ﻣﺎ را ﭘُﺮ ﺻﺪا ﮐﺮدی

Our eyes brimming with that alluring
image
We prostrate ourselves in our submission
Any moment the dark story of your
“Samūd” tribe2
¯
In our eyes takes on the hue of blood

ﭼﺸﻢ ﻣﺎ ﻟﱪﯾﺰ از ا ٓن ﺗﺼﻮﯾﺮ اﻓﺴﻮﱏ
ﻣﺎ ﺑﻪ ﭘﺎی اﻓﺘﺎدﻩ در راﻩ ﲭﻮد ﺗﻮ
رﻧﮓ ﺧﻮن ﮔﲑد دﻣﺎدم در ﻧﻈﺮﻫﺎﻣﺎن
ﴎﮔﺬﺷﺖ ﺗﲑۀ ﻗﻮم ”ﲦﻮد“ ﺗﻮ

You sat till he [Satan] subordinated them,
then
Like a plant you dried them up with a
storm
The whirlwind of your rage came over the
“Lūt” tribe
˙
You burned them, with scorching lightning

ﺧﻮد ﻧﺸﺴـﱴ  ﺑﺮ ا ٓﳖﺎ ﭼﲑﻩ ﺷﺪ ا ٓﻧﮕﺎﻩ
ﭼﻮن ﮔﯿﺎﻫﯽ ﺧﺸﮏ ﮐﺮدﯾﺸﺎن ز ﺗﻮﻓﺎﱏ
ﺗﻨﺪد ﺧﺸﻢ ﺗﻮ ﺑﺮ ﻗﻮم ”ﻟﻮط“ ا ٓﻣﺪ
 ﺳﻮﺧﱴ  ﺑﺮق ﺳﻮزاﱏ،ﺳﻮﺧﺘﯿﺸﺎن
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Woe to this game, this painful game
Why do you turn us into toys thus?
We are a thread of rosary whirling in your
hand
You whirl us zealously and assail us in vain

 از اﯾﻦ زی درد ا ٓﻟﻮد،وای از اﯾﻦ زی
از ﭼﻪ ﻣﺎ را اﯾﻨﭽﻨﲔ زﻪ ﻣﯽ ﺳﺎزی؟
رﺷـﺘﮥ ﺗﺴﺒﯿﺢ و در دﺳﺖ ﺗﻮ ﻣﯽ ﭼﺮﺧﲓ
ﮔﺮم ﻣﯽ ﭼﺮﺧﺎﱏ و ﺑﳱﻮدﻩ ﻣﯽ زی

As soon as our eyes met the two eyes of life
We were introduced to “sin,” this
ambiguous word
You created sin, it stirred within itself
It rushed upon us, to the very same sin we
ﬁnally turned

ﭼﺸﻢ ﻣﺎ  در دو ﭼﺸﻢ ﻧزﺪﮔﯽ اﻓﺘﺎد
 ا ٓﺷـﻨﺎ ﮔﺸﺘﲓ، اﯾﻦ ﻟﻔﻆ ﻣﳢﻢ،“ ”ﺧﻄﺎ
 او ﺑﻪ ﺧﻮد ﺟﻨﺒﯿﺪ،ﺗﻮ ﺧﻄﺎ را ا ٓﻓﺮﯾﺪی
 ﻋﺎﻗﺒﺖ ﻧﻔﺲ ﺧﻄﺎ ﮔﺸﺘﲓ،ﺧﺖ ﺑﺮ ﻣﺎ

Were you and your mercy with us
Could Satan ever convey his way and love
to us?
Was there ever any sign or sound of his
steps
In this raging rebellious soul?

ﮔﺮ ﺗﻮ  ﻣﺎ ﺑﻮدی و ﻟﻄﻒ ﺗﻮ  ﻣﺎ ﺑﻮد
ﻫﯿﭻ ﺷـﯿﻄﺎن را ﺑﻪ ﻣﺎ ﺮی و راﻫﯽ
ﺑﻮد؟
ﻫﯿﭻ در اﯾﻦ روح ﻃﻐﯿﺎن ﮐﺮدۀ ﻋﺎﴅ
  ا ٓوای ﭘﺎﱙ ﺑﻮد؟،زو ﻧﺸﺎﱏ ﺑﻮد

You successively drag me and us into the
grave
So you can say that you can be thus
So that I and we may be a manifestation of
your power
So that you be the cold iron sledge on our
head

ﺗﻮ ﻣﻦ و ﻣﺎ را ﭘﯿﺎﭘـﯽ ﻣﯽ ﮐﺸﯽ در ﮔﻮر
 ﺑﮕﻮﱙ ﻣﯿﺘﻮاﱏ اﯾﻨﭽﻨﲔ ﳽ
 ﻣﻦ و ﻣﺎ ﺟﻠﻮﻩ ﮔﺎﻩ ﻗﺪرﺗﺖ ﺷـﲓ
ﺑﺮ ﴎ ﻣﺎ ﭘﺘﮏ ﴎد ا ٓﻫﻨﲔ ﳽ

What is this Satan banished from the
thresholds?
Staying as a guest in our still mansion
A hand has sprinkled on the ﬁre of his
burning body
The redolence of the world’s pleasures

ﭼﯿﺴﺖ اﯾﻦ ﺷـﯿﻄﺎن از درﮔﺎﻫﻬﺎ راﻧﺪﻩ؟
در ﴎای ﺧﺎُﻣﺶ ﻣﺎ ﻣﳱﲈن ﻣﺎﻧﺪﻩ
ﺑﺮ اﺛﲑ ﭘﯿﮑﺮ ﺳﻮﻧزﺪﻩ اش دﺳـﱴ
ﻋﻄﺮ ﲥﺎی دﻧﯿﺎ را ﺑﯿﻔﺸﺎﻧﺪﻩ
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What is he but what you wanted him to be?
A dark spirit, a dark soul, a dark basis
A dark smile on those smileless lips
A dark beginning, O God, a dark end

ﭼﯿﺴﺖ او ﺟﺰ ا ٓﻪ ﺗﻮ ﻣﯽ ﺧﻮاﺳـﱴ
ﺷﺪ؟
 ﺗﲑﻩ ﺑﻨﯿﺎﱏ، ﺗﲑﻩ ﺟﺎﱏ،ﺗﲑﻩ رو
ﺗﲑﻩ ﻟﺒﺨﻨﺪی ﺑﺮ ا ٓن ﻟﳢﺎی ﰉ ﻟﺒﺨﻨﺪ
 ﺗﲑﻩ ﭘﺎﱏ، ﺧﺪا،ﺗﲑﻩ ا ٓﻏﺎزی

When has his tendency been the origin of
this bitter being?
When have you asked his opinion on an
issue?
If you had left him alone to himself
Never in the world could you have seen an
image of him

ﻣﯿﻞ او ﰽ ﻣﺎﯾﮥ اﯾﻦ ﻫﺴـﱴ ﺗﻠﺦ اﺳﺖ؟
رٔای او را ﰽ از او در ﰷر ﭘﺮﺳـﯿﺪی؟
ﮔﺮ رﻫﺎﯾﺶ ﮐﺮدﻩ ﺑﻮدی  ﺑﻪ ﺧﻮد ﺷﺪ
ﻫﺮﮔﺰ از او در ﺎن ﻧﻘﺸﯽ ﳕﯽ دﯾﺪی

Many a night did he come into my dream
His eyes were streams of tears and blood
Whinging bitterly, and I could see that on
his lips
His moans had no hue or charm

ای ﺑﺴﺎ ﺷـﳢﺎ ﮐﻪ در ﺧﻮاب ﻣﻦ ا ٓﻣﺪ او
ﭼﺸﻤﻬﺎﯾﺶ ﭼﺸﻤﻪ ﻫﺎی اﺷﮏ و ﺧﻮن
ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ
ﲯﺖ ﻣﯽ ﻟﯿﺪ و ﻣﯽ دﯾﺪم ﮐﻪ ﺑﺮ ﻟﳢﺎش
 ﻫﺎﯾﺶ ﺧﺎﱃ از رﻧﮓ و ﻓﺴﻮن ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ

Ashamed of his disgraceful and
ignominious name
He searched for a niche to get rid of his self
His body was of the hue of foulness
Weeping, he desired a power to detach
himself from himself

ﴍﻣﮕﲔ زﯾﻦ م ﻧﻨﮓ ا ٓﻟﻮدۀ رﺳﻮا
ﮔﻮﺷﻪ ای ﻣﯽ ﺟﺴﺖ  از ﺧﻮد رﻫﺎ
ﮔﺮدد
ﭘﯿﮑﺮش رﻧﮓ ﭘﻠﯿﺪی ﺑﻮد و او ﮔﺮن
ﻗﺪرﰏ ﻣﯽ ﺧﻮاﺳﺖ  از ﺧﻮد ﺟﺪا ﮔﺮدد

Many a night did we converse
My ears still seem to be brimming with
cries
Satan says: Spit on this existence, on this
painful existence
Spit on this existence which is so disgusting

ای ﺑﺴﺎ ﺷـﳢﺎ ﮐﻪ  ﻣﻦ ﮔﻔﺘﮕﻮ ﻣﯽ ﮐﺮد
ﮔﻮش ﻣﻦ ﮔﻮﱙ ﻫﻨﻮز از  ﻟﱪﯾﺰ اﺳﺖ
 ﺑﺮ اﯾﻦ، ﺗﻒ ﺑﺮ اﯾﻦ ﻫﺴـﱴ:ﺷـﯿﻄﺎن
ﻫﺴـﱴ دردا ٓﻟﻮد
ﺗﻒ ﺑﺮ اﯾﻦ ﻫﺴـﱴ ﮐﻪ اﯾﻨﺴﺎن ﻧﻔﺮت
اﻧﮕﲒ اﺳﺖ
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He is my creator, then why does he whisper
every second
In people’s ears that I was like that, I am
like this?
If I am a guileful Satan, what is my sin?
He doesn’t want me to be something else
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 و او ﻫﺮدم ﺑﻪ ﮔﻮش ﺧﻠﻖ،ﺧﺎﻟﻖ ﻣﻦ او
 ﭼﻨﲔ،از ﭼﻪ ﻣﯽ ﮔﻮﯾﺪ ﭼﻨﺎن ﺑﻮدم
ﴌ؟
 ﮔﻨﺎﱒ ﭼﯿﺴﺖ؟،ﻣﻦ اﮔﺮ ﺷـﯿﻄﺎن ﻣﲀرم
او ﳕﯽ ﺧﻮاﻫﺪ ﮐﻪ ﻣﻦ ﭼﲒی ﺟﺰ اﯾﻦ
ﴌ

His hell was burning with hunger for prey
He put a hunter’s snare in my hand and
tamed me
To trap thousands of prey in my snare, all
of a sudden
He turned a world tumultuous with the
clamour of my name

دوزﺧﺶ در ا ٓرزوی ﻃﻌﻤﻪ ای ﻣﯽ
ﺳﻮﺧﺖ
دام ﺻﯿﺎدی ﺑﻪ دﺳـﱲ داد و راﱈ ﮐﺮد
 ﮔﺎﻩ، ﻫﺰاران ﻃﻌﻤﻪ در دام اﻓﮑﲌ
ﻋﺎﳌﯽ را ﭘُﺮﺧﺮوش از ﻧﮓ ﱈ ﮐﺮد

His hell was burning with hunger for prey
His realms of punishment erected, awaiting
Fiery spears and the tents of smoke
Thirsty for his inﬁnite sacriﬁces

دوزﺧﺶ در ا ٓرزوی ﻃﻌﻤﻪ ای ﻣﯽ
ﺳﻮﺧﺖ
 ﻣﻠﮑﻬﺎی ﻋﺬاب او،ﻣﻨﺘﻈﺮ ﺑﺮﭘﺎ
ﻧﲒﻩ ﻫﺎی ا ٓﺗﺸﲔ و ﺧﳰﻪ ﻫﺎی دود
ﺗﺸـﻨﮥ ﻗﺮﻧﯿﺎن ﰉ ﺣﺴﺎب او

The bitter fruit of the wild “zaqqūm” tree
Still hanging futilely on the branches
That wine mixed with the hell’s hot water3
Hasn’t inﬂicted anybody’s heart with a new
spark

“ﻣﯿﻮۀ ﺗﻠﺦ درﺧﺖ وﺣﺸﯽ ”زﻗّﻮم

ﳘﭽﻨﺎن ﺑﺮ ﺷﺎﺧﻪ ﻫﺎ اﻓﺘﺎدﻩ ﰉ ﺣﺎﺻﻞ
ا ٓن ﴍاب از ﲪﲓ دوزخ ا ٓﻏﺸـﺘﻪ
زدﻩ ﮐﺲ را ﴍار زﻩ ای در دل

His hell was empty of the moans and cries
of pain
His hell was shining and burning uselessly
To cast its absurdity in a diﬀerent hue
He taught me the ways of deceiving people

دوزﺧﺶ از ﲴﻪ ﻫﺎی درد ﺧﺎﱃ ﺑﻮد
دوزﺧﺶ ﺑﳱﻮدﻩ ﻣﯽ ﺑﯿﺪ و ﻣﯽ اﻓﺮوﺧﺖ
 ﺑﻪ اﯾﻦ ﺑﳱﻮدﮔﯽ رﻧﮓ دﮔﺮ ﲞﺸﺪ
او ﺑﻪ ﻣﻦ رﰟ ﻓﺮﯾﺐ ﺧﻠﻖ را ا ٓﻣﻮﺧﺖ

What am I? One aﬄicted whose feet are
tangled
In the ropes of a dark destiny
O my disciples, O wanderers on the way
He has chosen our path, considered it well

ﻣﻦ ﭼﻪ ﻫﺴـﱲ؟ ﺧﻮد ﺳـﯿﻪ روزی ﮐﻪ ﺑﺮ
ﭘﺎﯾﺶ
ﴎﻮﺷـﱴ ﺗﲑﻩ ﭘﯿﭽﯿﺪﻩ
ﺑﻨﺪﻫﺎی ﻧ
 ای ﮔﻤﮕﺸـﺘﮕﺎن راﻩ،ای ﻣﺮﯾﺪان ﻣﻦ
 ﻧﯿﮏ ﺳـﻨﺠﯿﺪﻩ،راﻩ ﻣﺎ را او ﮔﺰﯾﺪﻩ
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O my disciples, O wanderers on the way
The path is not one we can ﬁnd a way to
him
Until when will you search for the path?
The path is invisible and we are travelling
to him

 ای ﮔﻤﮕﺸـﺘﮕﺎن راﻩ،ای ﻣﺮﯾﺪان ﻣﻦ
 راﻫﯽ ﻧﯿﺴﺖ  راﻫﯽ ﺑﻪ او ﺟﻮﯾﲓ،راﻩ
 ﺑﻪ ﰽ در ﺟﺴـﺘﺠﻮی راﻩ ﻣﯽ ﮐﻮﺷـﯿﺪ؟
 ﻣﺎ ﺧﻮد راﻫﯽ اوﯾﲓ،راﻩ ﭘﯿﺪاﺳﺖ

O my disciples, O his curse on us
O my disciples, O our cries from him
O the one who is all tyranny, his tyranny is
on us
All our merry laughter from him

 ای ﻧﻔﺮﯾﻦ او ﺑﺮ ﻣﺎ،ای ﻣﺮﯾﺪان ﻣﻦ
 ای ﻓﺮد ﻣﺎ از او،ای ﻣﺮﯾﺪان ﻣﻦ
 ﺑﯿﺪاد او ﺑﺮ ﻣﺎ،ای ﳘﻪ ﺑﯿﺪاد او
ای ﴎاﭘﺎ ﺧﻨﺪﻩ ﻫﺎی ﺷﺎد ﻣﺎ از او

We are no sea to turn into our own wave
We are no storm to be our own wrath
Since we have lost his favour in vain
Why are we struggling to become our own
eyes?

ﻣﺎ ﻧﻪ درﯾﲓ  ﺧﻮد ﻣﻮج ﺧﻮد ﮔﺮدﱘ
ﻣﺎ ﻧﻪ ﺗﻮﻓﺎﻧﲓ  ﺧﻮد ﺧﺸﻢ ﺧﻮد ﺷـﲓ
ﻣﺎ ﮐﻪ از ﭼﺸﲈن او ﺑﳱﻮدﻩ اﻓﺘﺎدﱘ
از ﭼﻪ ﻣﯽ ﮐﻮﺷـﲓ  ﺧﻮد ﭼﺸﻢ ﺧﻮد
ﺷـﲓ؟

Neither are we an embrace to be burnt
from ourselves
Neither are we a song to shiver from
ourselves
Neither are we “we” to have sinned
Neither are we “he” to fear ourselves

ﻣﺎ ﻧﻪ ا ٓﻏﻮﺷـﲓ  از ﺧﻮﯾﺸﱳ ﺳﻮزﱘ
ﻣﺎ ﻧﻪ ا ٓوازﱘ  از ﺧﻮﯾﺸﱳ ﻟﺮزﱘ
ﻣﺎ ﻧﻪ ”ﻣﺎ“ ﻫﺴﺘﲓ  ﺑﺮ ﻣﺎ ﮔﻨﻪ ﺷﺪ
ﻣﺎ ﻧﻪ ”او“ ﻫﺴﺘﲓ  از ﺧﻮﯾﺸﱳ ﺗﺮﺳـﲓ

If we chanced proceeding not to be
entrapped
He would spread his trap with fresh guile
For his feverishly burning hell
He would foster any moment fresh baits

ﻣﺎ اﮔﺮ در دام اﻓﺘﺎدﻩ ﻣﯽ رﻓﺘﲓ
دام ﺧﻮد را  ﻓﺮﯾﱮ زﻩ ﻣﯽ ﮔﺴﱰد
او ﺑﺮای دوزخ ﺗﺒﺪار ﺳﻮزاﻧﺶ
ﻃﻌﻤﻪ ﻫﺎﱙ زﻩ در ﻫﺮ ﳊﻈﻪ ﻣﯽ ﭘﺮورد

O my disciples, O wanderers on the way
I am fed up with this ignominious name
Though he tried to put me to sleep,
“I am the Satan, alas I am wide awake”

 ای ﮔﻤﮕﺸـﺘﮕﺎن راﻩ،ای ﻣﺮﯾﺪان ﻣﻦ
ﻣﻦ ﺧﻮد از اﯾﻦ م ﻧﻨﮓ ا ٓﻟﻮدﻩ ﺑﲒارم
 اﻣﺎ،ﮔﺮ ﭼﻪ او ﮐﻮﺷـﯿﺪ  ﺧﻮاﰈ ﮐﻨﺪ
“ درﯾﻐﺎ ﲯﺖ ﺑﯿﺪارم،”ﻣﻦ ﮐﻪ ﺷـﯿﻄﺎﱎ
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Many a night he and I in that darkness
Rained tears, rained tears incessantly
Many a night I gently kissed Satan’s lips
When they ceased talking

ای ﺑﺴﺎ ﺷـﳢﺎ ﮐﻪ ﻣﻦ  او در ا ٓن ﻇﻠﻤﺖ
 ﭘﯿﺎﭘـﯽ اﺷﮏ رﯾﺪم،اﺷﮏ رﯾﺪم
ای ﺑﺴﺎ ﺷـﳢﺎ ﮐﻪ ﻣﻦ ﻟﳢﺎی ﺷـﯿﻄﺎن را
 ا ٓرام ﺑﻮﺳـﯿﺪم،ﭼﻮن ز ﮔﻔﱳ ﻣﺎﻧﺪﻩ ﺑﻮد

Many a night my hands caressed
That wrinkled face
Many a night when his voice was raised
My knees prostrated without hesitation

ای ﺑﺴﺎ ﺷـﳢﺎ ﮐﻪ ﺑﺮ ا ٓن ﭼﻬﺮۀ ﭘﺮﭼﲔ
دﺳـﳤﺎﱘ  ﻧﻮازﺷﻬﺎ ﻓﺮود ا ٓﻣﺪ
ای ﺑﺴﺎ ﺷـﳢﺎ ﮐﻪ  ا ٓوای او ﺑﺮﺧﺎﺳﺖ
زاﻧﻮاﱎ ﰉ ﺗﺎٔﻣﻞ در ﲭﻮد ا ٓﻣﺪ

Many a night he wished just for a second
To be out of that scarlet cloak
Wished to turn to the very spirit of purity
Not to be the lord of half of the inferior
world

ای ﺑﺴﺎ ﺷـﳢﺎ ﮐﻪ او از ا ٓن ردای ﴎخ
ا ٓرزو ﻣﯽ ﮐﺮد  ﯾﮑﺪم ﺑﺮون ﺷﺪ
ا ٓرزو ﻣﯽ ﮐﺮد  روح ﺻﻔﺎ ﮔﺮدد
ﱏ ﺧﺪای ﻧﳰﯽ از دﻧﯿﺎی دون ﺷﺪ

O God, of what avail is this self-love?
“We are ourselves the miserable and
wretched fallen”
In any deed and any thought we see no
trace of a hand,
Or magic role, except for your own image

 ﺣﺎﺻﻞ اﯾﻦ ﺧﻮدﭘﺮﺳـﱴ ﭼﯿﺴﺖ؟،راﻟﻬﺎ
“”ﻣﺎ ﮐﻪ ﺧﻮد اﻓﺘﺎدﮔﺎن زار ﻣﺴﮑﯿﻨﲓ
ﻣﺎ ﮐﻪ ﺟﺰ ﻧﻘﺶ ﺗﻮ در ﻫﺮ ﰷر و ﻫﺮ
ﭘﻨﺪار
 ﻧﻘﺶ ﺟﺎدوﱙ ﳕﯽ ﺑﯿﻨﲓ،ﻧﻘﺶ دﺳـﱴ

You created the earthen world, and are
aware
That from its head to its toe it is naught but
a mirage, a deception
We are puppets, and your hands are busy
playing
Our rebellion, our blasphemy is not
something foreign

 و ﻣﯽ داﱏ،ﺳﺎﺧﱴ دﻧﯿﺎی ﺧﺎﰽ را
 ﺟﺰ ﻓﺮﯾﱮ ﻧﯿﺴﺖ،ﭘﺎی  ﴎ ﺟﺰ ﴎاﰉ
 و دﺳـﺘﺎن ﺗﻮ درزی،ﻣﺎ ﻋﺮوﺳﮑﻬﺎ
 ﭼﲒ ﻏﺮﯾﱮ ﻧﯿﺴﺖ، ﻋﺼﯿﺎن ﻣﺎ،ﮐﻔﺮ ﻣﺎ

You asked us to thank you, we thanked you
But for how long should we thank you?
You block the way and laugh at the
wayfarers
Where are you, where, so that we can ﬁnd
our way to you?

 ﺷﮑﺮ ﺗﻮ را ﮔﻔﺘﲓ،ﺷﮑﺮ ﮔﻔﱴ ﮔﻔﺘﻨﺖ
ﻟﯿﮏ دﯾﮕﺮ  ﺑﻪ ﰽ ﺷﮑﺮ ﺗﻮ را ﮔﻮﯾﲓ؟
راﻩ ﻣﯽ ﺑﻨﺪی و ﻣﯽ ﺧﻨﺪی ﺑﻪ رﻩ ﭘﻮن
 ﮐﺠﺎ  در ﺗﻮ رﻩ ﺟﻮﯾﲓ؟،در ﮐﺠﺎ ﻫﺴـﱴ
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Like wax, we take our shape in your hand
Then what is the myth of doomsday?
Why then are we burning so hard in the
mouth of hell?
What is this bitter punishment and this
pain of remorse?

ﻣﺎ ﮐﻪ ﭼﻮن ﻣﻮﻣﯽ ﺑﻪ دﺳﺘﺖ ﺷﲁ ﻣﯽ
ﮔﲑﱘ
ﭘﺲ دﮔﺮ اﻓﺴﺎﻧﮥ روز ﻗﯿﺎﻣﺖ ﭼﯿﺴﺖ؟
ﭘﺲ ﭼﺮا در ﰷم دوزخ ﲯﺖ ﻣﯽ
ﺳﻮزﱘ؟
اﯾﻦ ﻋﺬاب ﺗﻠﺦ و اﯾﻦ رﱋ ﻧﺪاﻣﺖ
ﭼﯿﺴﺖ؟

This world itself has turned into such a
fervent hell
Fire all over, excruciating misery
everywhere
Many a yoke and chain twisted at the feet
From the dust of bodies rises cold smoke

اﯾﻦ ﺎن ﺧﻮد دوز ﮔﺮدﯾﺪﻩ ﺑﺲ
ﺳﻮزان
 ﴎاﭘﺎ  ﻫﺎی درد،ﴎ ﺑﻪ ﴎ ا ٓﺗﺶ
ﺑﺲ ﻏﻞ و زﳒﲑﻫﺎی ﺗﻔﺘﻪ ﺑﺮ ﭘﺎﻫﺎ
 ﺧﻧﲒﺪﻩ دودی ﴎد،از ﻏﺒﺎر ﺟﺴﻤﻬﺎ

The good and the bad are together burning
among the ﬂames
The robe-clad ascetic and tavern-going
libertine
The heartless wine seller and the
intoxicated wine drinker
The enlightening cup bearer and the
heavenly saint
This world itself has turned into a hell so
burning
Still there is a hell awaiting us there
We are defenceless and hell’s gatekeeper is
hard-hearted
All the time he says that he is with us in
whatever we do!
Forget not that illustrious blithesome
master
Whose name due to his ill fate was “Satan”
The one who was amazed at your work and
your justice
Whatever he said, I realized, was very true

ﺧﺸﮏ و ﺗﺮ  ﱒ ﻣﯿﺎن ﺷﻌ ﻫﺎ در
ﺳﻮز
ﺧﺮﻗﻪ ﭘﻮش زاﻫﺪ و ﻧرﺪ ﺧﺮاﰏ
ﻣﯽ ﻓﺮوش ﰉ دل و ﻣﯿﺨﻮارۀ ﴎﻣﺴﺖ
ﺳﺎﰵ روﺷـﻨﮕﺮ و ﭘﲑ ﺳﲈواﰏ

اﯾﻦ ﺎن ﺧﻮد دوز ﮔﺮدﯾﺪﻩ ﺑﺲ
ﺳﻮزان
ز ا ٓﳒﺎ دوز در اﻧﺘﻈﺎر ﻣﺎﺳﺖ
ﰉ ﭘﻨﺎﻫﺎﻧﲓ و دوزﺧﺒﺎن ﺳـﻨﮕﲔ دل
ﻫﺮ زﻣﺎن ﮔﻮﯾﺪ ﮐﻪ در ﻫﺮ ﰷر ر
!ﻣﺎﺳﺖ
د د ا ٓن ﭘﲑ ﻓﺮخ رای ﻓﺮخ ﭘـﯽ
ا ٓن ﮐﻪ از ﲞﺖ ﺳـﯿﺎﻫﺶ م
”ﺷـﯿﻄﺎن“ﺑﻮد
ا ٓن ﮐﻪ در ﰷر ﺗﻮ و ﻋﺪل ﺗﻮ ﺣﲑان ﺑﻮد
 ﻧﻪ ﺟﺰ ا ٓن، داﻧﺴـﱲ،ﻫﺮ ﭼﻪ او ﻣﯽ ﮔﻔﺖ
ﺑﻮد

Appendix: Farrokhzad’s Poems Discussed in the Text

|

269

This is me the rebellious servant whose
name
Your hand adored with the ornaments of
these words
Woe to me, woe on my revolt and my
mutiny
Whether I say it or not my place is there

اﯾﻦ ﻣﲌ ا ٓن ﺑﻨﺪۀ ﻋﺎﴅ ﮐﻪ ﱈ را
دﺳﺖ ﺗﻮ  زﯾﻮر اﯾﻦ ﮔﻔﺘﻪ ﻫﺎ ا ٓراﺳﺖ
 وای ﺑﺮ ﻋﺼﯿﺎن و ﻃﻐﯿﺎﱎ،وای ﺑﺮ ﻣﻦ
 ﺟﺎی ﻣﻦ ا ٓﳒﺎﺳﺖ،  ﻧﮕﻮﱘ،ﮔﺮ ﺑﮕﻮﱘ

On doomsday again you’ll carp at this
insigniﬁcant me
Accusing me of once having spoken
blasphemy
You’ll weigh my load of sin on the scale
To say that I was rebellious and of dark
disposition

ز در روز ﻗﯿﺎﻣﺖ ﺑﺮ ﻣﻦ ﭼﲒ
ﺧﺮدﻩ ﻣﯽ ﮔﲑی ﮐﻪ روزی ﮐﻔﺮﮔﻮ ﺑﻮدم
در ﺗﺮازو ﻣﯽ ﳖـﯽ ر ﮔﻨﺎﱒ را
 ﺑﮕﻮﱙ ﴎﮐﺶ و رﯾﮏ ﺧﻮ ﺑﻮدم

One tray of the scale brimming with the
load of my sins
The other what? I beseech O God
What is your basis for this mysterious
weighing?
The heart’s desire or the dark stones of the
desert?

ﮐﻔﻪ ای ﻟﱪﯾﺰ از ر ﮔﻨﺎﻩ ﻣﻦ
ﮐﻔﮥ دﯾﮕﺮ ﭼﻪ؟ ﻣﯽ ﭘﺮﰟ ﺧﺪاوﻧﺪا
ﭼﯿﺴﺖ ﻣﲒان ﺗﻮ در اﯾﻦ ﺳـﻨﺠﺶ
ﻣﺮﻣﻮز؟
ﻣﯿﻞ دل  ﺳـﻨﮕﻬﺎی ﺗﲑۀ ﲱﺮا؟

How easy it is to talk about the “self ”
Face to face on that dreadful day
Amazed to search on your scale
For people’s honour which you
continuously disgrace

ﺧﻮد ﭼﻪ ا ٓﺳﺎن اﺳﺖ در ا ٓن روز ﻫﻮل
اﻧﮕﲒ
 از ”ﺧﻮد“ ﮔﻔﺘﮕﻮ،روی در روی ﺗﻮ
ﮐﺮدن
ا ٓﺑﺮوﱙ را ﮐﻪ ﻫﺮ دم ﻣﯽ ﺑﺮی از ﺧﻠﻖ
! ﮔﻪ ﺟﺴـﺘﺠﻮ ﮐﺮدن،در ﺗﺮازوی ﺗﻮ

In a book, or in a dream, I do not know
I envisaged an image of the Great God’s
court
You were busy judging and alas, a hundred
times
On your scale I saw hypocrisy, I saw
hypocrisy

 ﺧﻮد ﳕﯽ داﱎ،  ﮐﻪ ﺧﻮاﰉ،در ﮐﺘﺎﰉ
ﻧﻘﺸﯽ از ا ٓن رﮔﺎﻩ ﮐﱪ دﯾﺪم
ﺗﻮ ﺑﻪ ﰷر داوری ﻣﺸﻐﻮل و ﺻﺪ
اﻓﺴﻮس
 ر دﯾﺪم،در ﺗﺮازوﯾﺖ ر دﯾﺪم
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You rage, but don’t ask me to abstain from
my tomorrow
I who will be dust tomorrow, what is the
use in abstaining
I am well aware of my end
You ravenous and, I, O God, a meagre prey

 اﻣﺎ ز ﻓﺮداﱘ ﻣﭙﺮﻫﲒان،ﺧﺸﻢ ﮐﻦ
 ﭼﻪ،ﻣﻦ ﮐﻪ ﻓﺮدا ﺧﺎک ﺧﻮاﱒ ﺷﺪ
ﭘﺮﻫﲒی
ﺧﻮب ﻣﯽ داﱎ ﴎ اﳒﺎﱈ ﭼﻪ ﺧﻮاﻫﺪ ﺑﻮد
 ﺻﯿﺪ ﭼﲒی، ﻣﻦ ﺧﺪا،ﺗﻮ ﮔﺮﺳـﻨﻪ

You ravenous, your hell has opened its
mouth over there
With its venomous serpents, the breath of
the hell’s discrete trees has turned
The air dark and poisonous4
Foul water is the hell’s bitter, burning wine5

 دوزخ ا ٓﳒﺎ ﰷم ﺑﮕﺸﻮدﻩ،ﺗﻮ ﮔﺮﺳـﻨﻪ
 ﺗﮏ درﺧﺘﺎﻧﺶ،ﻣﺎرﻫﺎی زﻫﺮا ٓﮔﲔ
از دم ا ٓﳖﺎ ﻓﻀﺎﻫﺎ ﺗﲑﻩ و ﻣﺴﻤﻮم
ا ٓب ﭼﺮﮐﯿﲎ ﴍاب ﺗﻠﺦ و ﺳﻮزاﻧﺶ

Beyond the colossally ﬁrm walls
“Inferno,” that last pit of ﬁres6
Has spread itself to suddenly embrace
Our earthen and absurd bodies
I wish you had never bestowed on us
existence
Or if you had, our existence was ours
We would taste this purple wine
Then nonexistence would be the veil of our
drunkenness
For years, we, your servile puppets
Have danced to thousands of your
instrument’s tunes
Finally we will still burn from the ﬁre of
your wrath
We understood well the meaning of your
justice!

در ﭘﺲ دﯾﻮارﻫﺎﱙ ﲯﺖ ﭘﺎ ﺑﺮﺟﺎ
”ﻫﺎوﯾﻪ“ ا ٓن ا ٓﺧﺮﯾﻦ ﮔﻮدال ا ٓﺗﺸﻬﺎ
ﺧﻮﯾﺶ را ﮔﺴﱰدﻩ  ﮔﻪ ﻓﺮاﮔﲑد
ﺟﺴﻤﻬﺎی ﺧﺎﰽ و ﰉ ﺣﺎﺻﻞ ﻣﺎ را
ﰷش ﻫﺴـﱴ را ﺑﻪ ﻣﺎ ﻫﺮﮔﺰ ﳕﯽ دادی
 ﻫﺴـﱴ ﻣﺎ ﻫﺴـﱴ ﻣﺎ ﺑﻮد، ﭼﻮ دادی
ﻣﯽ ﭼﺸـﯿﺪﱘ اﯾﻦ ﴍاب ارﻏﻮاﱏ را
ﻧﯿﺴـﱴ ا ٓﻧﮕﻪ ﺧﲈر ﻣﺴـﱴ ﻣﺎ ﺑﻮد

ﺳﺎﻟﻬﺎ ﻣﺎ ا ٓدﻣﮑﻬﺎ ﺑﻨﺪﮔﺎن ﺗﻮ
 ﻫﺰاران ﻧﻐﻤﮥ ﺳﺎز ﺗﻮ رﻗﺼﯿﺪﱘ
ﻋﺎﻗﺒﺖ ﱒ زا ٓﺗﺶ ﺧﺸﻢ ﺗﻮ ﻣﯽ ﺳﻮزﱘ
ﻣﻌﲎ ﻋﺪِل! ﺗﻮ را ﱒ ﺧﻮب ﻓﻬﻤﯿﺪﱘ
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As soon as we, the hapless, called you just
You veiled your face in the silk of mercy
You made a mysterious myth out of a
paradise
You gave to us on credit, but took the ready
cash of people’s lives

 ﺗﻮ را ﻣﺎ ﺗﲑﻩ روزان دادﮔﺮ ﺧﻮاﻧﲓ
ﭼﻬﺮ ﺧﻮد را در ﺣﺮﯾﺮ ﺮ ﭘﻮﺷﺎﻧﺪی
از ﲠﺸـﱴ ﺳﺎﺧﱴ اﻓﺴﺎﻧﻪ ای ﻣﺮﻣﻮز
 ﻧﻘﺪ ﲻﺮ از ﺧﻠﻖ ﺑﺴـﺘﺎﻧﺪی،ﻧﺴـﯿﻪ دادی

Glowing with existence, they refrained
from existences
For years they rubbed their faces on the
prayer carpet
Your name on their lips and in their dreams
A cup of wine pressed to their lips while
they looked on the faces of those houris

 ز ﻫﺴـﱴ ﻫﺎ ﺣﺬر ﮐﺮدﻧﺪ،ﮔﺮم از ﻫﺴـﱴ
ﺳﺎﻟﻬﺎ رﺧﺴﺎرﻩ ﺑﺮ ﲭﺎدﻩ ﺳﺎﯾﯿﺪﻧﺪ
از ﺗﻮ ﻣﯽ ﺑﺮ ﻟﺐ و در ﻋﺎﱂ رؤ
 ﭼﻬﺮﻩ ای زان ﺣﻮرن،ﺟﺎﻣﯽ از ﻣﯽ
دﯾﺪﻧﺪ

You both smashed their cup of “todays”
And mocked with vengeance their
“tomorrows”
They turned into their own graves and, O
rain of mercy
Centuries passed by and you never rained
on them

ﱒ ﺷﮑﺴـﱴ ﺳﺎﻏﺮ ”اﻣﺮوزﻫﺎﺷﺎن“ را
ﱒ ﺑﻪ ”ﻓﺮداﻫﺎﯾﺸﺎن“  ﮐﯿﻨﻪ ﺧﻨﺪﯾﺪی
ﮔﻮر ﺧﻮد ﮔﺸﺘﻨﺪ و ای ران رﲪﳤﺎ
ﻗﺮﳖﺎ ﺑﮕﺬﺷﺖ و ﺑﺮ ا ٓن ﻧﺒﺎرﯾﺪی

Why do you declare this rubicund wine
forbidden?
In your paradise, the streams are ﬂowing
with wine7
The prize of the virtuous would be
Finally one of your heavenly houris there8

از ﭼﻪ ﻣﯽ ﮔﻮﱙ ﺣﺮام اﺳﺖ اﯾﻦ ﻣﯽ
ﮔﻠﮕﻮن؟
در ﲠﺸﺘﺖ ﺟﻮﳞﺎ از ﻣﯽ روان ﺷﺪ
ﻫﺪﯾﮥ ﭘﺮﻫﲒﰷران ﻋﺎﻗﺒﺖ ا ٓﳒﺎ
ﺣﻮری ﱙ از ﺣﻮرن ا ٓﺳﲈن ﺷﺪ

In our every breath you deceive us with a
spell
Every time you drag us into a sea
In the blackness of this dungeon, you
sometimes light
A dream candle from the garden of
paradise

ﻣﯽ ﻓﺮﯾﱮ ﻫﺮ ﻧﻔﺲ ﻣﺎ را ﺑﻪ اﻓﺴﻮﱏ
ﻣﯽ ﮐﺸﺎﱏ ﻫﺮ زﻣﺎن ﻣﺎ را ﺑﻪ درﱙ
در ﺳـﯿﺎﻫﯽ ﻫﺎی اﯾﻦ ﻧزﺪان ﻣﯽ اﻓﺮوزی
ﮔﺎﻩ از غ ﲠﺸﺖ ﴰﻊ رؤﱙ
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In this ruined world
If we have let ourselves go in a burning cup
of wine
O Lord, again it’s your hand at work
Why do you declare our deed inadmissible?

ﻣﺎ اﮔﺮ در اﯾﻦ ﺎن ﰉ در و ﭘﯿﮑﺮ
ﺧﻮﯾﺶ را در ﺳﺎﻏﺮی ﺳﻮزان رﻫﺎ ﮐﺮدﱘ
 ز ﱒ دﺳﺖ ﺗﻮ در ﰷر اﺳﺖ،راﻟﻬﺎ
از ﭼﻪ ﻣﯽ ﮔﻮﱙ ﮐﻪ ﰷری روا ﮐﺮدﱘ؟

We do not desire that golden repose
At your fountains of Salsabīl9
Let the well-behaved have the shades of
lotus and Tūbā10
˙
We remit this divine mercy to yourself

در ﮐﻨﺎر ﭼﺸﻤﻪ ﻫﺎی ﺳﻠﺴﺒﯿﻞ ﺗﻮ
ﻣﺎ ﳕﯽ ﺧﻮاﻫﲓ ا ٓن ﺧﻮاب ﻃﻼﱙ را
ﺳﺎﯾﻪ ﻫﺎی ﺳﺪر و ﻃﻮ زان ﺧﻮن د
ﺑﺮ ﺗﻮ ﲞﺸـﯿﺪﱘ اﯾﻦ ﻟﻄﻒ ﺧﺪاﱙ را

Hāfez, that pīr who was the sea and the
˙ ˙
world himself,
Sold this Edenic garden in exchange for a
grain of barley11
Who am I not to spare it for a goblet of
wine?
You brand my ominous name with
wickedness

ﺣﺎﻓﻆ ا ٓن ﭘﲑی ﮐﻪ در ﺑﻮد و دﻧﯿﺎ ﺑﻮد
ﺑﺮ ”ﺟﻮی“ ﺑﻔﺮوﺧﺖ اﯾﻦ غ ﲠﺸـﱴ را
ﻣﻦ ﮐﻪ ﴌ  ﺑﻪ ﺟﺎﻣﯽ ﻧﮕﺬرم از ا ٓن؟
ﺗﻮ ﺑﺰن ﺑﺮ م ﺷﻮﱈ داغ زﺷـﱴ را

What is this colourful scented myth?
What is this magical enchanting dream?
Who are these Houris, these grapes of
light?
Whose garments are made from the gaunt
silk of austerity?

ﭼﯿﺴﺖ اﯾﻦ اﻓﺴﺎﻧﮥ رﻧﮕﲔ ﻋﻄﺮا ٓﻟﻮد؟
ﭼﯿﺴﺖ اﯾﻦ رؤی ﺟﺎدور ﲮﺮا ٓﻣﲒ؟
 اﯾﻦ ﺧﻮﺷﻪ ﻫﺎی،ﮐﯿﺴﺘﻨﺪ اﯾﻦ ﺣﻮرن
ﻧﻮر؟
ﺟﺎﻣﻪ ﻫﺎﺷﺎن از ﺣﺮﯾﺮ زک ﭘﺮﻫﲒ

Pitchers in their hands and on those
delicate forelegs
The illusory trembling wavelets of skirts
They strut softly from a door to a threshold
Their breasts slumbering in the embrace of
corals

ﮐﻮزﻩ ﻫﺎ در دﺳﺖ و ﺑﺮ ا ٓن ﺳﺎﻗﻬﺎی ﻧﺮم
ﻟﺮزش ﻣﻮج ﺧﯿﺎل اﻧﮕﲒ داﻣﺎﳖﺎ
ﻣﯽ ﺧﺮاﻣﻨﺪ از دری ﺑﺮ درﮔﻬـﯽ ا ٓرام
ﺳﯿﻨﻪ ﻫﺎﺷﺎن ﺧﻔﺘﻪ در ا ٓﻏﻮش ﻣﺮﺟﺎﳖﺎ
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Waters purer than teardrops
Streams slipping over the fresh grasses
Fruits like bright beads of ruby
Sometimes picked, sometimes unpicked on
each branch

ا ٓﲠﺎ ﭘﺎﮐﲒﻩ ﺗﺮ از ﻗﻄﺮﻩ ﻫﺎی اﺷﮏ
ﳖﺮﻫﺎ ﺑﺮ ﺳﱫﻩ ﻫﺎی زﻩ ﻟﻐﺰﯾﺪﻩ
ﻣﯿﻮﻩ ﻫﺎ ﭼﻮن داﻧﻪ ﻫﺎی روﺷﻦ ﻗﻮت
 ﮔﺎﻩ ﺑﺮ ﻫﺮ ﺷﺎﺧﻪ ﭼﯿﺪﻩ،ﮔﺎﻩ ﭼﯿﺪﻩ

Boys with grace and beauty head to toe12
Cup bearers of the feast and robbers of the
hearts’ treasures
Their beauties eternal and the eyes of
heaven’s tenants
Sometimes desire them and sometimes
houris

ﺳﱫ ﺧﻄﺎﱏ ﴎا ﭘﺎ ﻟﻄﻒ و زﯾﺒﺎﱙ
ﺳﺎﻗﯿﺎن ﺑﺰم و رﻫﺰﳖﺎی ﮔﻨﺞ دل
ُﺣﺴﻨﺸﺎن ﺟﺎوﯾﺪ و ﭼﺸﲈن ﲠﺸـﱴ ﻫﺎ
ﮔﺎﻩ ﺑﺮ ا ٓن ﮔﻬـﯽ ﺑﺮ ﺣﻮرن ﻣﺎﯾﻞ

Palaces, their walls billowy marble
Thrones, at their feet beads of diamond
Curtains, like wings of green silk
From the air exudes the thick fragrance of
jasmine

 دﯾﻮارﻫﺎﺷﺎن ﻣﺮﻣﺮ ﻣﻮاج،ﻗﴫﻫﺎ
 ﺑﺮ ﭘﺎﯾﻪ ﻫﺎﺷﺎن داﻧﮥ اﳌﺎس،ﲣﳤﺎ
 ﭼﻮن ﻟﻬﺎﱙ از ﺣﺮﯾﺮ ﺳﱫ،ﭘﺮدﻩ ﻫﺎ
از ﻓﻀﺎﻫﺎ ﻣﯽ ﺗﺮواد ﻋﻄﺮ ﺗﻨﺪ س

Here, we are dust at the feet of wine and
beloved
We are called non grata and disgraced
drunkards
There, in that world, you bestow on
Your pious, sinless believers wine and
beloved

ﻣﺎ در اﯾﻨﺠﺎ ﺧﺎک ﭘﺎی دﻩ و ﻣﻌﺸﻮق
ﳑﺎن ﻣﯿﺨﻮارﮔﺎن راﻧﺪۀ رﺳﻮا
ﲞ
ﺗﻮ در ا ٓن دﻧﯿﺎ ﻣﯽ و ﻣﻌﺸﻮق ﻣﯽ ﺸﯽ
ﻣﺆﻣﻨﺎن ﰉ ﮔﻨﺎﻩ ﭘﺎرﺳﺎﺧﻮ را

That bitter and burning “sin” on its path
With which our souls had a hastening
desire for reunion
Suddenly took on another name in your
paradise
In your paradise, O Lord! It was a good
deed itself

ا ٓن ”ﮔﻨﺎﻩ“ ﺗﻠﺦ و ﺳﻮزاﱏ ﮐﻪ در راﻫﺶ
ﺟﺎن ﻣﺎ را ﺷﻮق وﺻﲆ و ﺷـﺘﺎﰉ ﺑﻮد
در ﲠﺸﺘﺖ ﮔﻬﺎن م دﮔﺮ ﺑﮕﺮﻓﺖ
 ﺧﻮد ﺛﻮاﰉ ﺑﻮد،در ﲠﺸﺘﺖ راﻟﻬﺎ
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Whatever we have, we have it from you,
you yourself said:
“My grace is sea and my wrath is like a
storm
Whomever I will, I will make malignant13
Whomever I choose will be chaste.”
Then of what use to us is this futile struggle
To slip into the ivory cells
Whether you expel or admit, the wish is
your wish
O Lord, we won’t disoblige your command

 ای ﮐﻪ ﺧﻮد،ﻫﺮ ﭼﻪ دارﱘ از ﺗﻮ دارﱘ
:ﮔﻔﱴ
”ﺮ ﻣﻦ در و ﺧﺸﻤﻢ ﳘﭽﻮ ﺗﻮﻓﺎن
اﺳﺖ
ﻫﺮ ﮐﻪ را ﻣﻦ ﺧﻮاﱒ او را ﺗﲑﻩ دل ﺳﺎزم
“.ﻫﺮ ﮐﻪ را ﻣﻦ ﺑﺮﮔﺰﯾﲌ ﭘﺎﮐﺪاﻣﺎن اﺳﺖ
ﭘﺲ دﮔﺮ ﻣﺎ را ﭼﻪ ﺣﺎﺻﻞ زﯾﻦ ﻋﺒﺚ
ﮐﻮﺷﺶ
 درون ﻏﺮﻓﻪ ﻫﺎی ﻋﺎج رﻩ ﺑﲓ
 ﻣﯿﻞ ﻣﯿﻞ ﺗﻮﺳﺖ، ﺑﺮاﱏ  ﲞﻮاﱏ
ﻣﺎ ز ﻓﺮﻣﺎﻧﺖ ﺧﺪا ُرخ ﳕﯽ ﺑﲓ

What are you, O source of our entire
existence?
What are you, but two hands busy at a
game?
Others are busy at the work of ﬂowers
And you blow at mud to make a
bewildered servant

 ای ﳘﻪ ﻫﺴـﱴ ﻣﺎ از ﺗﻮ؟،ﺗﻮ ﭼﻪ ﻫﺴـﱴ
 ﺟﺰ دو دﺳﺖ ﮔﺮم در،ﺗﻮ ﭼﻪ ﻫﺴـﱴ
زی؟
دﯾﮕﺮان در ﰷر ﮔﻞ ﻣﺸﻐﻮل و ﺗﻮ در ﮔﻞ
ﻣﯽ دﻣﯽ  ﺑﻨﺪۀ ﴎ ﮔﺸـﺘﻪ ای ﺳﺎزی

What are you, O source of our entire
existence?
But a barrier on the path of our quest
Sometimes you squeeze us in your claws of
wrath
Sometimes you come and mock us to our
faces

 ای ﳘﻪ ﻫﺴـﱴ ﻣﺎ از ﺗﻮ؟،ﺗﻮ ﭼﻪ ﻫﺴـﱴ
ﺟﺰ ﯾﮑﯽ ﺳﺪی ﺑﻪ راﻩ ﺟﺴـﺘﺠﻮی ﻣﺎ
ﮔﺎﻩ در ﭼﻨﮕﺎل ﺧﺸﻤﺖ ﻣﯽ ﻓﺸﺎرﳝﺎن
ﮔﺎﻩ ﻣﯽ ا ٓﱙ و ﻣﯽ ﺧﻨﺪی ﺑﻪ روی ﻣﺎ

What are you? A slave to your own name
and majesty
[You have] seen in the mirror of the world
the reﬂection of your own beauty
At every moment you turn this mirror
around
To better gaze upon your immortal
manifestations

ﺗﻮ ﭼﻪ ﻫﺴـﱴ؟ ﺑﻨﺪۀ م و ﺟﻼل ﺧﻮﯾﺶ
دﯾﺪﻩ در ا ٓﯾﯿﻨﮥ دﻧﯿﺎ ﺟﲈل ﺧﻮﯾﺶ
ﻫﺮ دم اﯾﻦ ا ٓﯾﯿﻨﻪ را ﮔﺮداﻧﺪﻩ  ﲠﱰ
ﺑﻨﮕﺮی در ﺟﻠﻮﻩ ﻫﺎی ﰉ زوال ﺧﻮﯾﺶ
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You are the sparkle in the eyes of a mirage,
the colour of deceit
You are the ooze of ominous nights, the
darkness of a grave
Maybe you are that old bat slumbering out
of his fury
Thirsty for the redness of blood, enemy of
light

 رﻧﮓ ﻧﲑﻧﮕﯽ،ﺑﺮق ﭼﺸﲈن ﴎاﰉ
 ﻇﻠﻤﺖ ﮔﻮری،ﺷﲑۀ ﺷـﳢﺎی ﺷﻮﻣﯽ
ﺷﺎﯾﺪ ا ٓن ﺧﻔﺎش ﭘﲑ ﺧﻔﺘﻪ ای ﮐﺰ ﺧﺸﻢ
 دﴰﻦ ﻧﻮری،ﺗﺸـﻨﮥ ﴎ ﺧﻮﱏ

You are a self-worshipper, O God, you are a
self-worshipper
If I talk blasphemy, turn me into a thorn,
into dust14
You deﬁled me with thousands of
disgraces, but
If you are God, repose in my heart and
purge me

 ﺧﻮدﭘﺮﺳـﱴ ﺗﻮ، ﺧﺪا،ﺧﻮدﭘﺮﺳـﱴ ﺗﻮ
 ﺗﻮ ﺧﺎﰼ ﮐﻦ، ﺗﻮ ﺧﺎرم ﮐﻦ،ﮐﻔﺮ ﻣﯽ ﮔﻮﱘ
 ﻫﺰاران ﻧﻨﮓ ا ٓﻟﻮدی ﻣﺮا اﻣﺎ
 در دﱂ ﺑﻨﺸﲔ و ﭘﺎﰼ ﮐﻦ،ﮔﺮ ﺧﺪاﱙ

Spare us for a moment, let us be ourselves
Then burn us so that we burn due to
“ourselves”
Thereafter either a tear, or a smile, or a cry
An opportunity, to save provisions for the
journey

 ﺑﮕﺬار ﺧﻮد ﺷـﲓ،ﳊﻈﻪ ای ﺑﮕﺬر ز ﻣﺎ
“ﺑﻌﺪ از ا ٓن ﻣﺎ را ﺑﺴﻮزان  ز ”ﺧﻮد
ﺳﻮزﱘ
  ﻓﺮد،  ﻟﺒﺨﻨﺪ،ﺑﻌﺪ از ا ٓن  اﺷﮏ
  ﺗﻮﺷﮥ رﻩ را ﺑﯿﻨﺪوزﱘ،ﻓﺮﺻﱴ

The Return
At last the line of the road ended
I arrived dusty from the journey
My eyes galloping ahead of me
My lips carrying a warm greeting
The city boiling in the furnace of noon
The street burning in the fever of the sun
My feet trembling hard
Advancing on the mute cobblestones

زﮔﺸﺖ
ﻋﺎﻗﺒﺖ ﺧﻂ ﺟﺎدﻩ ﭘﺎن ﻓﺖ
ﻣﻦ رﺳـﯿﺪم ز رﻩ ﻏﺒﺎرا ٓﻟﻮد
ﻧﮕﻬﻢ ﭘﯿﺸﱰ ز ﻣﻦ ﻣﯽ ﺧﺖ
ﺑﺮ ﻟﺒﺎﱎ ﺳﻼم ﮔﺮﻣﯽ ﺑﻮد
ﺷﻬﺮ ﺟﻮﺷﺎن درون ﮐﻮرۀ ﻇﻬﺮ
ﮐﻮﭼﻪ ﻣﯽ ﺳﻮﺧﺖ در ﺗﺐ ﺧﻮرﺷـﯿﺪ
ﭘﺎی ﻣﻦ روی ﺳـﻨﮕﻔﺮش ﲬﻮش
ﭘﯿﺶ ﻣﯽ رﻓﺖ و ﲯﺖ ﻣﯽ ﻟﺮزﯾﺪ
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The houses were of a diﬀerent hue
Dusty, dark and depressing
The faces between the veils
Were like ghosts in fettered feet

ﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﻫﺎ رﻧﮓ دﯾﮕﺮی ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ
 ﺗﲑﻩ و دﻟﮕﲑ،ﮔﺮدا ٓﻟﻮدﻩ
ﭼﻬﺮﻩ ﻫﺎ در ﻣﯿﺎن ﭼﺎدرﻫﺎ
ﳘﭽﻮ ارواح ﭘﺎی در زﳒﲑ

The dried-up stream, like a blind eye
Devoid of water or any sign of it
A singing man passed by
Filling my ears to the brim with his song

 ﳘﭽﻮ ﭼﺸﻤﯽ ﮐﻮر،ﺟﻮی ﺧﺸﮑﯿﺪﻩ
ﺧﺎﱃ از ا ٓب و از ﻧﺸﺎﻧﮥ او
ﻣﺮدی ا ٓوازﻩ ﺧﻮان ز راﻩ ﮔﺬﺷﺖ
ﮔﻮش ﻣﻦ ﭘﺮ ﺷﺪ از ﺗﺮاﻧﮥ او

The familiar dome of the ancient mosque
Looked like the broken bowls
A believer atop its minaret
Was singing the call to prayer with a
melancholic tune

ﮔﻨﺒﺪ ا ٓﺷـﻨﺎی ﻣﺴﺠﺪ ﭘﲑ
ﰷﺳﻪ ﻫﺎی ﺷﮑﺴـﺘﻪ را ﻣﯽ ﻣﺎﻧﺪ
ﻣﺆﻣﲎ ﺑﺮ ﻓﺮاز ﮔﺳـﺘﻪ
 ﻧﻮاﱙ ﺣﺰﯾﻦ اذان ﻣﯽ ﺧﻮاﻧﺪ

Children, barefoot, stones in hand
Were chasing dogs
A woman laughed behind a veil
Abruptly the wind slammed a door
From the black mouth of the vestibules
The damp stench of the grave was coming
A blind man passed by tapping his cane
Someone familiar was approaching from
afar
There a door opened silently
Hands drew me in
A tear fell from the cloud of eyes
Hands pushed me away
On the wall the old ivy
Still rippled like a trembling fountain
Over the body of the ivy’s luxuriant leaves
The greenness of the old age and the dust
of time

ﻣﯽ دوﯾﺪﻧﺪ از ﭘـﯽ ﺳﮕﻬﺎ
 ﺳـﻨﮓ ﺑﻪ دﺳﺖ، ﭘﺎﺑﺮﻫﻨﻪ،ﮐﻮدﰷن
زﱏ از ﭘﺸﺖ ﻣﻌﺠﺮی ﺧﻨﺪﯾﺪ
د ﮔﻪ درﻪ ای را ﺑﺴﺖ
از دﻫﺎن ﺳـﯿﺎﻩ ﻫﺸـﱴ ﻫﺎ
ﺑﻮی ﳕﻨﺎک ﮔﻮر ﻣﯽ ا ٓﻣﺪ
ﻣﺮد ﮐﻮری ﻋﺼﺎزن ﻣﯽ رﻓﺖ
ا ٓﺷـﻨﺎﱙ ز دور ﻣﯽ ا ٓﻣﺪ
دری ا ٓﳒﺎ ﮔﺸﻮدﻩ ﮔﺸﺖ ﲬﻮش
دﺳـﳤﺎﱙ ﻣﺮا ﺑﻪ ﺧﻮد ﺧﻮاﻧﺪﻧﺪ
اﺷﮑﯽ از اﺑﺮ ﭼﺸﻤﻬﺎ رﯾﺪ
دﺳـﳤﺎﱙ ﻣﺮا ز ﺧﻮد راﻧﺪﻧﺪ
روی دﯾﻮار ز ﭘﯿﭽﮏ ﭘﲑ
ﻣﻮج ﻣﯽ زد ﭼﻮ ﭼﺸﻤﻪ ای ﻟﺮزان
ﺑﺮ ﺗﻦ ﺑﺮﮔﻬﺎی اﻧﺒﻮﻫﺶ
ﺳﱫی ﭘﲑی و ﻏﺒﺎر زﻣﺎن
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My eyes asked searchingly
“Where is a sign of him?”
But I saw that my small room
Was devoid of his childish clamour
From the heart of the mirror’s cold earth
His body, like a rose, suddenly grew;
His velvet eyes rippled,
Ah, even in [my] delusion he was seeing
me
I leaned against the wall’s breast,
Softly I said: “Is this you, Kāmī?”
But I saw that from that bitter past
Naught but a name remained
At last the line of the road ended
I arrived dusty from the journey
The thirsty could not ﬁnd a way to the
spring and alas
My town was the grave of my wish
September, the 16th, 1957-Tehran

Upon the Earth
Never have I wished
To become a star in the sky’s mirage
Nor like the souls of the chosen
To be the silent companion of angels
Never have I been separated from the earth
Nor acquainted with a star
I have been standing upon the earth
With my body like the stem of a plant
Sucking in wind, sun and water
To survive
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:ﻧﮕﻬﻢ ﺟﺴـﺘﺠﻮﮐﻨﺎن ﭘﺮﺳـﯿﺪ
“”در ﮐﺪاﻣﲔ ﻣﲀن ﻧﺸﺎﻧﮥ اوﺳﺖ؟

ﻟﯿﮏ دﯾﺪم اق ﮐﻮﭼﮏ ﻣﻦ
ﺧﺎﱃ از ﻧﮓ ﮐﻮدﰷﻧﮥ اوﺳﺖ
از دل ﺧﺎک ﴎد ا ٓﯾﯿﻨﻪ
ﮔﻬﺎن ﭘﯿﮑﺮش ﭼﻮ ﮔﻞ روﯾﯿﺪ
ﻣﻮج زد دﯾﺪﮔﺎن ﶏﲆ اش
 در وﱒ ﱒ ﻣﺮا ﻣﯽ دﯾﺪ،ا ٓﻩ
ﺗﮑﯿﻪ دادم ﺑﻪ ﺳﯿﻨﮥ دﯾﻮار
“ ”اﯾﻦ ﺗﻮﱙ ﰷﻣﯽ؟:ﮔﻔﱲ ا ٓﻫﺴـﺘﻪ

ﻟﯿﮏ دﯾﺪم ﮐﺰ ا ٓن ﮔﺬﺷـﺘﮥ ﺗﻠﺦ
ﻫﯿﭻ ﰵ ﳕﺎﻧﺪﻩ ﺟﺰ ﻣﯽ
ﻋﺎﻗﺒﺖ ﺧﻂ ﺟﺎدﻩ ﭘﺎن ﻓﺖ
ﻣﻦ رﺳـﯿﺪم ز رﻩ ﻏﺒﺎرا ٓﻟﻮد
ﺗﺸـﻨﻪ ﺑﺮ ﭼﺸﻤﻪ رﻩ ﻧﱪد و درﯾﻎ
ﺷﻬﺮ ﻣﻦ ﮔﻮر ا ٓرزوﱘ ﺑﻮد
—ﲥﺮان1336  ﺷﻬﺮﯾﻮر25

روی ﺧﺎک
ﻫﺮﮔﺰ ا ٓرزو ﻧﮑﺮدﻩ ام
ٓ
ﯾﮏ ﺳـﺘﺎرﻩ در ﴎاب اﺳﲈن ﺷﻮم
 ﭼﻮ روح ﺑﺮﮔﺰﯾﺪﮔﺎن
ﳘﻨﺸﲔ ﺧﺎﻣﺶ ﻓﺮﺷـﺘﮕﺎن ﺷﻮم
ﻫﺮﮔﺰ از زﻣﲔ ﺟﺪا ﻧﺒﻮدﻩ ام
 ﺳـﺘﺎرﻩ ا ٓﺷـﻨﺎ ﻧﺒﻮدﻩ ام
روی ﺧﺎک اﯾﺴـﺘﺎدﻩ ام
 ﺗﲌ ﮐﻪ ﻣﺜﻞ ﺳﺎﻗﮥ ﮔﯿﺎﻩ
د و ا ٓﻓﺘﺎب و ا ٓب را
ﻣﯽ ﻣﮑﺪ ﮐﻪ ﻧزﺪﮔﯽ ﮐﻨﺪ
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Pregnant with desire
Pregnant with pain
I have been standing upon the earth
For the stars to worship me
For the breezes to caress me

رور ز ﻣﯿﻞ
رور ز درد
روی ﺧﺎک اﯾﺴـﺘﺎدﻩ ام
 ﺳـﺘﺎرﻩ ﻫﺎ ﺳـﺘﺎﯾﺸﻢ ﮐﻨﻨﺪ
 ﻧﺴـﲓ ﻫﺎ ﻧﻮازﴌ ﮐﻨﻨﺪ

Looking out of my peephole
I am naught but the echo of a song
I am not eternal
Naught I seek but the echo of a song
In the cry of delight which is purer
Than the simple silence of a woe
I seek no nest
In a body which is dew
Upon the lily of my body

از درﻪ ام ﻧﮕﺎﻩ ﻣﯽ ﮐﲌ
ﺟﺰ ﻃﻨﲔ ﯾﮏ ﺗﺮاﻧﻪ ﻧﯿﺴـﱲ
ﺟﺎوداﻧﻪ ﻧﯿﺴـﱲ
ﺟﺰ ﻃﻨﲔ ﯾﮏ ﺗﺮاﻧﻪ ﺟﺴـﺘﺠﻮ ﳕﯽ ﮐﲌ
در ﻓﻐﺎن ﰏ ﮐﻪ ﭘﺎﮐﱰ
از ﺳﮑﻮت ﺳﺎدۀ ﲽﯽ ﺳﺖ
ا ٓﺷـﯿﺎﻧﻪ ﺟﺴـﺘﺠﻮ ﳕﯽ ﮐﲌ
در ﺗﲎ ﮐﻪ ﺷﺒﳮﯽ ﺳﺖ
روی ﻧزﺒﻖ ﺗﲌ

On the wall of my cottage which is life
With the black line of love
Passers-by
Have drawn mementos:
An arrow-pierced heart
Overturned candle
Pallid silent dots
On the tangled letters of madness
Every lip that touched upon my lip
A star was conceived
In my night that was settling down
Upon the river of mementos
Why should I wish for a star?
This is my song
—amiable and soothing
Heretofore it has not been more than this

ﺑﺮ ﺟﺪار ﳇﺒﻪ ام ﮐﻪ ﻧزﺪﮔﯽ ﺳﺖ
 ﺧﻂ ﺳـﯿﺎﻩ ﻋﺸﻖ
دﮔﺎرﻫﺎ ﮐﺸـﯿﺪﻩ اﻧﺪ
:ﻣﺮدﻣﺎن رﻫﮕﺬر
ﻗﻠﺐ ﺗﲑﺧﻮردﻩ
ﴰﻊ واژﮔﻮن
ﻧﻘﻄﻪ ﻫﺎی ﺳﺎﮐﺖ ﭘﺮﯾﺪﻩ رﻧﮓ
ﺑﺮ ﺣﺮوف درﱒ ﺟﻨﻮن
ﻫﺮ ﻟﱮ ﮐﻪ ﺑﺮ ﻟﱬ رﺳـﯿﺪ
ﯾﮏ ﺳـﺘﺎرﻩ ﻧﻄﻔﻪ ﺑﺴﺖ
در ﺷـﱬ ﮐﻪ ﻣﯽ ﻧﺸﺴﺖ
روی رود دﮔﺎرﻫﺎ
ﭘﺲ ﭼﺮا ﺳـﺘﺎرﻩ ا ٓرزو ﮐﲌ؟
اﯾﻦ ﺗﺮاﻧﮥ ﻣﻦ اﺳﺖ
—دﻟﭙﺬﯾﺮ دﻟﻨﺸﲔ
ﭘﯿﺶ از اﯾﻦ ﻧﺒﻮدﻩ ﺑﯿﺶ از اﯾﻦ

Appendix: Farrokhzad’s Poems Discussed in the Text

Earthly Verses15
Then
The sun grew cold
And the bounty ﬂed the lands
And the grasses withered in the deserts
And the ﬁsh withered in the seas
And no longer did the earth
Receive its corpses
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ا ٓﯾﻪ ﻫﺎی زﻣﯿﲎ
ا ٓﻧﮕﺎﻩ
ﺧﻮرﺷـﯿﺪ ﴎد ﺷﺪ
و ﺑﺮﮐﺖ از زﻣﯿﳯﺎ رﻓﺖ
و ﺳﱫﻩ ﻫﺎ ﺑﻪ ﲱﺮاﻫﺎ ﺧﺸﮑﯿﺪﻧﺪ
و ﻣﺎﻫﯿﺎن ﺑﻪ درﻫﺎ ﺧﺸﮑﯿﺪﻧﺪ
و ﺧﺎک ﻣﺮدﮔﺎﻧﺶ را
زان ﭘﺲ ﺑﻪ ﺧﻮد ﻧﭙﺬﯾﺮﻓﺖ

Night, like a queer imagining,
Was continually rising and swelling
In all the pallid windows
And the roads abandoned their
continuance
Into the dark

ﺷﺐ در ﲤﺎم ﭘﻨﺠﺮﻩ ﻫﺎی ﭘﺮﯾﺪﻩ رﻧﮓ
ﻣﺎﻧﻨﺪ ﯾﮏ ﺗﺼﻮر ﻣﺸﮑﻮک
ﭘﯿﻮﺳـﺘﻪ در ﺗﺮاﰼ و ﻃﻐﯿﺎن ﺑﻮد
و راﻫﻬﺎ اداﻣﮥ ﺧﻮد را
در ﺗﲑﮔﯽ رﻫﺎ ﮐﺮدﻧﺪ

No one dreamt of love any more
No one dreamt of victory any more
And no one
Dreamt of anything any more
In the caves of loneliness
Futility was born
Blood reeked of bhang and opium
Pregnant women
Gave birth to headless infants
And cradles, in shame
Took refuge in the graves

دﯾﮕﺮ ﮐﴗ ﺑﻪ ﻋﺸﻖ ﻧﯿﻨﺪﯾﺸـﯿﺪ
دﯾﮕﺮ ﮐﴗ ﺑﻪ ﻓﺘﺢ ﻧﯿﻨﺪﯾﺸـﯿﺪ
و ﻫﯿﭽﮑﺲ
دﯾﮕﺮ ﺑﻪ ﻫﯿﭻ ﭼﲒ ﻧﯿﻨﺪﯾﺸـﯿﺪ
در ﻏﺎرﻫﺎی ﺗﳯﺎﱙ
ﺑﳱﻮدﮔﯽ ﺑﻪ دﻧﯿﺎ ا ٓﻣﺪ
ﺧﻮن ﺑﻮی ﺑﻨﮓ و اﻓﯿﻮن ﻣﯽ داد
زﳖﺎی ردار
ﻧﻮزادﻫﺎی ﰉ ﴎ زاﯾﯿﺪﻧﺪ
و ﮔﺎﻫﻮارﻩ ﻫﺎ از ﴍم
ﺑﻪ ﮔﻮرﻫﺎ ﭘﻨﺎﻩ ا ٓوردﻧﺪ

What bitter and black days
Bread defeated the miraculous power
Of prophecy
The starving and destitute prophets
Fled the promised holy land
And the strayed lambs of Jesus

ﭼﻪ روزﮔﺎر ﺗﻠﺦ و ﺳـﯿﺎﻫﯽ
 ﻧﲑوی ﺷﮕﻔﺖ رﺳﺎﻟﺖ را،ن
ﻣﻐﻠﻮب ﮐﺮدﻩ ﺑﻮد
ﭘﯿﻐﻤﱪان ﮔﺮﺳـﻨﻪ و ﻣﻔﻠﻮک
از وﻋﺪﻩ ﮔﺎﻫﻬﺎی اﻟﻬـﯽ ﮔﺮﳜﺘﻨﺪ
و ﺑﺮﻩ ﻫﺎی ﮔﻤﺸﺪۀ ﻋﯿﴗ
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No longer heard the voice of a shepherd
calling hey-hey
In the bewilderment of the plains

دﯾﮕﺮ ﺻﺪای ﻫﯽ ﻫﯽ ﭼﻮﭘﺎﱏ را
در ﲠﺖ دﺷـﳤﺎ ﻧﺸﻨﯿﺪﻧﺪ

As if in the eyes of the mirrors
The motions and the colours and the
images
Were reﬂected, inverted
And above the heads of the debased clowns
And the harlots’ shameless faces
A glowing sacred halo burned
Like a parasol aﬂame

در دﯾﺪﮔﺎن ا ٓﯾﻨﻪ ﻫﺎ ﮔﻮﱙ
ﺣﺮﰷت و رﻧﮕﻬﺎ و ﺗﺼﺎوﯾﺮ
واروﻧﻪ ﻣﻨﻌﮑﺲ ﻣﯽ ﮔﺸﺖ
و ﺑﺮ ﻓﺮاز ﴎ دﻟﻘﲀن ﭘﺴﺖ
و ﭼﻬﺮۀ وﻗﯿﺢ ﻓﻮاﺣﺶ
ﯾﮏ ﻫﺎﻟﮥ ﻣﻘﺪس ﻧﻮراﱏ
ﻣﺎﻧﻨﺪ ﭼﱰ ﻣﺸـﺘﻌﲆ ﻣﯽ ﺳﻮﺧﺖ

The swamps of alcohol
With their acrid poisonous fumes
Drowned in their abyss
The mass of motionless intellectuals
And sly rats
Gnawed the gilded leaves of books
In old cupboards
The sun was dead
The sun was dead, and tomorrow
In the minds of children
Had a lost, obscure meaning
In their writings
They depicted
The bizarreness of this overused word
With a large black blot
People
A fallen mass of people
Dead-hearted, gaunt and bewildered
Beneath the sinister burden of their corpses
Wandered from exile to exile
And an aching lust for crime
Swelling in their hands

ﻣﺮداﲠﺎی اﻟﲁ
 ا ٓن ﲞﺎرﻫﺎی ﮔﺲ ﻣﺴﻤﻮم
اﻧﺒﻮﻩ ﰉ ﲢﺮک روﺷـﻨﻔﮑﺮان را
ﺑﻪ ژرﻓﻨﺎی ﺧﻮﯾﺶ ﮐﺸـﯿﺪﻧﺪ
و ﻣﻮﺷﻬﺎی ﻣﻮذی
اوراق زرﻧﮕﺎر ﮐﺘﺐ را
در ﮔﻨﺠﻪ ﻫﺎی ﮐﻬﻨﻪ ﺟﻮﯾﺪﻧﺪ
ﺧﻮرﺷـﯿﺪ ﻣﺮدﻩ ﺑﻮد
 و ﻓﺮدا،ﺧﻮرﺷـﯿﺪ ﻣﺮدﻩ ﺑﻮد
در ذﻫﻦ ﮐﻮدﰷن
ﻣﻔﻬﻮم ﮔﻨﮓ ﮔﻤﺸﺪﻩ ای داﺷﺖ
ا ٓﳖﺎ ﻏﺮاﺑﺖ اﯾﻦ ﻟﻔﻆ ﮐﻬﻨﻪ را
در ﻣﺸﻘﻬﺎی ﺧﻮد
 ﻟﮑﮥ درﺷﺖ ﺳـﯿﺎﻫﯽ
ﺗﺼﻮﯾﺮ ﻣﯽ ﳕﻮدﻧﺪ
،ﻣﺮدم
ﮔﺮوﻩ ﺳﺎﻗﻂ ﻣﺮدم
دﳌﺮدﻩ و ﺗﮑﯿﺪﻩ و ﻣﳢﻮت
در زﯾﺮ ر ﺷﻮم ﺟﺴﺪﻫﺎﺷﺎن
از ﻏﺮﺑﱴ ﺑﻪ ﻏﺮﺑﺖ دﯾﮕﺮ ﻣﯽ رﻓﺘﻨﺪ
و ﻣﯿﻞ دردک ﺟﻨﺎﯾﺖ
در دﺳـﳤﺎﯾﺸﺎن ﻣﺘﻮرم ﻣﯽ ﺷﺪ
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Sometimes a spark, a triﬂing spark
Suddenly exploded from within
This silent lifeless gathering
They would assult each other
Men slitting each other’s throats
With knives
And sleeping
In beds of blood
With pre-pubescent girls
They were drowned in their own horror
And the dreadful sense of sinning
Paralysed
Their blind and witless souls
Always in the rites of execution
When the rope of the gallows
Would pop from their sockets
The convulsing eyes of a condemned man
They would sulk in themselves
And from voluptuous imagining
Their old and exhausted nerves would
twinge with pain
But always round the plazas
You could see these petty criminals
Standing
And staring at
The ceaseless ﬂow of the fountains
Perhaps
Behind the crushed eyes, in the depths of
congelation
Something half alive and confused
Had still remained
Which with its lifeless struggle
Wished to bring faith in the purity of the
song of the waters
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 ﺟﺮﻗﮥ ﭼﲒی،ﮔﺎﻫﯽ ﺟﺮﻗﻪ ای
اﯾﻦ اﺟع ﺳﺎﮐﺖ ﰉ ﺟﺎن را
ﯾﮑﺒﺎرﻩ از درون ﻣﺘﻼﳽ ﻣﯽ ﮐﺮد
ا ٓﳖﺎ ﺑﻪ ﱒ ﳗﻮم ﻣﯽ ا ٓوردﻧﺪ
ﻣﺮدان ﮔﻠﻮی ﯾﮑﺪﯾﮕﺮ را
 ﰷرد ﻣﯽ درﯾﺪﻧﺪ
و در ﻣﯿﺎن ﺑﺴﱰی از ﺧﻮن
 دﺧﱰان ﻟﻎ
ﳘﺨﻮاﺑﻪ ﻣﯽ ﺷﺪﻧﺪ
ا ٓﳖﺎ ﻏﺮﯾﻖ وﺣﺸﺖ ﺧﻮد ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ
و ﺣﺲ ﺗﺮﺳـﻨﺎک ﮔﳯﲀری
ارواح ﮐﻮر و ﮐﻮدﻧﺸﺎن را
ﻣﻔﻠﻮج ﮐﺮدﻩ ﺑﻮد
ﭘﯿﻮﺳـﺘﻪ در ﻣﺮاﰟ اﻋﺪام
وﻗﱴ ﻃﻨﺎب دار
ﭼﺸﲈن ﭘﺮ ﺗﺸـﻨﺞ ﳏﮑﻮﻣﯽ را
از ﰷﺳﻪ  ﻓﺸﺎر ﺑﻪ ﺑﲑون ﻣﯽ رﳜﺖ
ا ٓﳖﺎ ﺑﻪ ﺧﻮد ﻓﺮو ﻣﯽ رﻓﺘﻨﺪ
و از ﺗﺼﻮر ﺷﻬﻮﺗﻨﺎﰽ
اﻋﺼﺎب ﭘﲑ و ﺧﺴـﺘﻪ ﺷﺎن ﺗﲑ ﻣﯽ
ﮐﺸـﯿﺪ
اﻣﺎ ﳘﯿﺸﻪ در ﺣﻮاﳽ ﻣﯿﺪاﳖﺎ
اﯾﻦ ﺟﺎﻧﯿﺎن ﮐﻮﭼﮏ را ﻣﯽ دﯾﺪی
ﮐﻪ اﯾﺴـﺘﺎدﻩ اﻧﺪ
و ﺧﲑﻩ ﮔﺸـﺘﻪ اﻧﺪ
ﺑﻪ رﯾﺰش ﻣﺪاوم ﻓﻮارﻩ ﻫﺎی ا ٓب
ﺷﺎﯾﺪ ﻫﻨﻮز ﱒ
 در ﲻﻖ،در ﭘﺸﺖ ﭼﺸﻤﻬﺎی  ﺷﺪﻩ
اﳒﲈد
ﻐ
ﻣ
ﯾﮏ ﭼﲒ ﻧﲓ ﻧزﺪۀ ﺸﻮش
ﺑﺮﺟﺎی ﻣﺎﻧﺪﻩ ﺑﻮد
ﮐﻪ در ﺗﻼش ﰉ رﻣﻘﺶ ﻣﯽ ﺧﻮاﺳﺖ
اﳝﺎن ﺑﯿﺎورد ﺑﻪ ﭘﺎﰽ ا ٓواز ا ٓﲠﺎ
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Perhaps, but what an inﬁnite emptiness
The sun was dead
And no one knew
That faith was the name of that aggrieved
dove
Which had ﬂed from the hearts

 وﱃ ﭼﻪ ﺧﺎﱃ ﰉ ﭘﺎﱏ،ﺷﺎﯾﺪ
ﺧﻮرﺷـﯿﺪ ﻣﺮدﻩ ﺑﻮد
و ﻫﯿﭽﮑﺲ ﳕﯽ داﻧﺴﺖ
ﮐﻪ م ا ٓن ﮐﺒﻮﺗﺮ ﲽﮕﲔ
 اﳝﺎن اﺳﺖ،ﮐﺰ ﻗﻠﳢﺎ ﮔﺮﳜﺘﻪ

Ah, O voice of the prisoner
Will your whining of desperation
Ever burrow through any side of this
detested night
To the side of light?
Ah, O voice of the prisoner
O last voice of all voices …

 ای ﺻﺪای ﻧزﺪاﱏ،ا ٓﻩ
ا ٓ ﺷﮑﻮﻩ ﯾﺎٔس ﺗﻮ ﻫﺮﮔﺰ
از ﻫﯿﭻ ﺳﻮی اﯾﻦ ﺷﺐ ﻣﻨﻔﻮر
ﻧﻘﱮ ﺑﻪ ﺳﻮی ﻧﻮر ﳔﻮاﻫﺪ زد؟
 ای ﺻﺪای ﻧزﺪاﱏ،ا ٓﻩ
… ای ا ٓﺧﺮﯾﻦ ﺻﺪای ﺻﺪاﻫﺎ

Meeting at Night
And the astounded face
From the other side of the shutter told me:
“Whoever sees is right
I cause fear, like the feeling of being lost
But, my God,
How is it possible to be afraid of me?
Of me, me
Who has never been anything
But a light vagrant kite
Above the fog-wreathed roofs of the sky
And a mouse named death
Has gnawed my love, my desire, my hate,
and my pain
In the nightly exile of a cemetery”
And the astounded face
With those faint protracted lines
Whose ﬂuid traces the wind, moment by
moment
Was eﬀacing and altering

دﯾﺪار در ﺷﺐ
و ﭼﻬﺮۀ ﺷﮕﻔﺖ
:از ا ٓن ﺳﻮی درﻪ ﺑﻪ ﻣﻦ ﮔﻔﺖ
”ﺣﻖ  ﮐﴗ ﺳﺖ ﮐﻪ ﻣﯽ ﺑﯿﻨﺪ

ﻣﻦ ﻣﺜﻞ ﺣﺲ ﮔﻤﺸﺪﮔﯽ وﺣﺸﺖ ا ٓورم
اﻣﺎ ﺧﺪای ﻣﻦ
ا ٓ ﭼﮕﻮﻧﻪ ﻣﯽ ﺷﻮد از ﻣﻦ ﺗﺮﺳـﯿﺪ؟
 ﻣﻦ ﮐﻪ ﻫﯿﭽﮕﺎﻩ،ﻣﻦ
ﺟﺰ ددﰽ ﺳـﺒﮏ و وﻟﮕﺮد
ﺑﺮ ﭘﺸﺖ م ﻫﺎی ﻣﻪ ا ٓﻟﻮد ا ٓﺳﲈن
ﭼﲒی ﻧﺒﻮدﻩ ام
و ﻋﺸﻖ و ﻣﯿﻞ و ﻧﻔﺮت و دردم را
در ﻏﺮﺑﺖ ﺷـﺒﺎﻧﮥ ﻗﱪﺳـﺘﺎن
“ﻣﻮﳽ ﺑﻪ م ﻣﺮگ ﺟﻮﯾﺪﻩ ﺳﺖ
و ﭼﻬﺮۀ ﺷﮕﻔﺖ
 ا ٓن ﺧﻄﻮط زک دﻧﺒﺎ دار ﺳﺴﺖ
 ﻃﺮح ﺟﺎری ﺷﺎن را،ﮐﻪ د
ﳊﻈﻪ ﺑﻪ ﳊﻈﻪ ﳏﻮ و دﮔﺮﮔﻮن ﻣﯽ ﮐﺮد
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While the hidden movement of the night
was stealing
Its soft, long tresses
And was spreading them all over the
night’s reaches
Like the plants of the seabed
Flowing on the other side of the shutter
And it shouted:
“Believe me
I am not alive”
Beyond s/he I could still see the congestion
of darkness
And the pine’s silver fruits
Ah, I could see, but s/he …
Was slipping over them all
And his/her inﬁnite heart was reaching its
peak
As if s/he were the green feeling of the trees
And his/her eyes were extended into
eternity
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و ﮔﯿﺴﻮان ﻧﺮم و درازش
ﮐﻪ ﺟﻨﺒﺶ ﳖﺎﱏ ﺷﺐ ﻣﯽ رﺑﻮدﺷﺎن
و ﺑﺮ ﲤﺎم ﻨﮥ ﺷﺐ ﻣﯽ ﮔﺸﻮدﺷﺎن
ﳘﭽﻮن ﮔﯿﺎﻫﻬﺎی ﺗﻪ در
در ا ٓن ﺳﻮی درﻪ روان ﺑﻮد
:و داد زد
”ور ﮐﻨﯿﺪ
“ﻣﻦ ﻧزﺪﻩ ﻧﯿﺴـﱲ

ﻣﻦ از ورای او ﺗﺮاﰼ رﯾﮑﯽ را
و ﻣﯿﻮﻩ ﻫﺎی ﻧﻘﺮﻩ ای ﰷج را ﻫﻨﻮز
…  وﱃ او، ا ٓﻩ،ﻣﯽ دﯾﺪم
او ﺑﺮ ﲤﺎم اﯾﻦ ﳘﻪ ﻣﯽ ﻟﻐﺰﯾﺪ
و ﻗﻠﺐ ﰉ ﳖﺎﯾﺖ او اوج ﻣﯽ ﮔﺮﻓﺖ
ﮔﻮﱙ ﮐﻪ ﺣﺲ ﺳﱫ درﺧﺘﺎن ﺑﻮد
.و ﭼﺸﻤﻬﺎش  اﺑﺪﯾﺖ اداﻣﻪ داﺷﺖ

“You’re right
I have never dared to look
Into the mirror after my death
And so dead am I,
That nothing remains to prove
My death
Ah,
Did you hear the cricket’s cry
From the far end of the garden
Which under the shelter of the night, was
ﬂeeing to the moon?

”ﺣﻖ  ﺷﲈﺳﺖ
ﻣﻦ ﻫﯿﭽﮕﺎﻩ ﭘﺲ از ﻣﺮﮔﻢ
ﺟﺮﺋﺖ ﻧﮑﺮدﻩ ام ﮐﻪ در ا ٓﯾﯿﻨﻪ ﺑﻨﮕﺮم
و ا ٓﻧﻘﺪر ﻣﺮدﻩ ام
ﮐﻪ ﻫﯿﭻ ﭼﲒ ﻣﺮگ ﻣﺮا دﯾﮕﺮ
ﺑﺖ ﳕﯽ ﮐﻨﺪ
ا ٓﻩ
ا ٓ ﺻﺪای زﳒﺮﻩ ای را
 ﺑﻪ ﺳﻮی ﻣﺎﻩ ﻣﯽ،ﮐﻪ در ﭘﻨﺎﻩ ﺷﺐ
ﮔﺮﳜﺖ
از اﻧﳤﺎی غ ﺷﻨﯿﺪﯾﺪ؟

I think all the stars
Have migrated to a lost sky
And the city, how silent was the city
All along my way, I

ﻣﻦ ﻓﮑﺮ ﻣﯽ ﮐﲌ ﮐﻪ ﲤﺎم ﺳـﺘﺎرﻩ ﻫﺎ
ﺑﻪ ا ٓﺳﲈن ﮔﻤﺸﺪﻩ ای ﮐﻮچ ﮐﺮدﻩ اﻧﺪ
 ﺷﻬﺮ ﭼﻪ ﺳﺎﮐﺖ ﺑﻮد،و ﺷﻬﺮ
ﻣﻦ در ﴎاﴎ ﻃﻮل ﻣﺴﲑ ﺧﻮد
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Faced nothing
But a group of pallid statues
And the exhausted sleepy patrols
And a few street sweepers
Reeking of garbage and tobacco

ﺟﺰ  ﮔﺮوﻫﯽ از ﳎﺴﻤﻪ ﻫﺎی ﭘﺮﯾﺪﻩ
رﻧﮓ
و ﭼﻨﺪ رﻓﺘﮕﺮ
ﮐﻪ ﺑﻮی ﺧﺎﮐﺮوﺑﻪ و ﺗﻮﺗﻮن ﻣﯽ دادﻧﺪ
و ﮔﺸﺘﯿﺎن ﺧﺴـﺘﮥ ﺧﻮاب ا ٓﻟﻮد
 ﻫﯿﭻ ﭼﲒ روﺑﻪ رو ﻧﺸﺪم

Alas
I am dead
And this night still seems to be
The extension of that same futile night”

اﻓﺴﻮس
ﻣﻦ ﻣﺮدﻩ ام
و ﺷﺐ ﻫﻨﻮز ﱒ
“ﮔﻮﱙ اداﻣﮥ ﻫﲈن ﺷﺐ ﺑﳱﻮدﻩ اﺳﺖ

S/he grew silent
And the vast expanse of her two eyes
Turned bitter and blurred with the
sensation of tears

ﺧﺎﻣﻮش ﺷﺪ
وﻨﮥ وﺳـﯿﻊ دو ﭼﺸﻤﺶ را
اﺣﺴﺎس ﮔﺮﯾﻪ ﺗﻠﺦ و ﮐﺪر ﮐﺮد

“O you who hide
Your face
In the shadow of life’s depressing mask
Have you ever pondered
The grievous truth
That the living beings of today
Are nothing but the discarded pulps of a
living one?

”ا ٓ ﺷﲈ ﮐﻪ ﺻﻮرﺗﺘﺎن را
در ﺳﺎﯾﮥ ﻧﻘﺎب ﰬ اﻧﮕﲒ ﻧزﺪﮔﯽ
ﳐﻔﯽ ﳕﻮدﻩ اﯾﺪ
ﮔﺎﻫﯽ ﺑﻪ اﯾﻦ ﺣﻘﯿﻘﺖ ﯾﺎٔس ا ٓور
اﻧﺪﯾﺸﻪ ﻣﯽ ﮐﻨﯿﺪ
ﮐﻪ ﻧزﺪﻩ ﻫﺎی اﻣﺮوزی
ﭼﲒی ﲜﺰ ﺗﻔﺎﻟﮥ ﯾﮏ ﻧزﺪﻩ ﻧﯿﺴﺘﻨﺪ؟

As if a child
In his ﬁrst smile, has grown aged
And as if the heart—this damaged slate
Whose main lines have been
manipulated—
Would never again trust
Its own stony validity

ﮔﻮﱙ ﮐﻪ ﮐﻮدﰽ
در اوﻟﲔ ﺗﺒﺴﻢ ﺧﻮد ﭘﲑ ﮔﺸـﺘﻪ اﺳﺖ
و ﻗﻠﺐ—اﯾﻦ ﮐﺘﯿﺒﮥ ﳐﺪوش
ﮐﻪ در ﺧﻄﻮط اﺻﲆ ا ٓن دﺳﺖ ﺑﺮدﻩ
—اﻧﺪ
ﺑﻪ اﻋﺘﺒﺎر ﺳـﻨﮕﯽ ﺧﻮد دﯾﮕﺮ
اﺣﺴﺎس اﻋد ﳔﻮاﻫﺪ ﮐﺮد

Perhaps addiction to existence
And the constant consumption of sedatives
Have dragged the pure and simple and
human desires

ﺷﺎﯾﺪ ﮐﻪ اﻋﺘﯿﺎد ﺑﻪ ﺑﻮدن
و ﻣﴫف ﻣﺪام ﻣﺴﮑﳯﺎ
اﻣﯿﺎل ﭘﺎک و ﺳﺎدﻩ و اﻧﺴﺎﱏ را
ﺑﻪ ورﻃﮥ زوال ﮐﺸﺎﻧﺪﻩ اﺳﺖ

Appendix: Farrokhzad’s Poems Discussed in the Text

Into the abyss of decadence
Perhaps they have exiled
The soul to
The seclusion of an uninhabited islet
Perhaps I dreamt the cricket’s cry
Then these infantry
Patiently leaning on their wooden spears
Are those ﬂeet-footed cavalry?
And are these stooped, lean opium takers
Those innocent high-thinking mystics?
Then is it true, true that mankind
No longer awaits any Advent
And the girls in love
Gouged their own incredulous eyes out
With their long embroidery needles?
Now the cawing of the crows
Is felt
In the depths of morning slumber
The mirrors come to consciousness
And the isolated lonely forms
Surrender themselves
To the early trail of wakefulness
And to the secret onslaught of ominous
nightmares
Alas
I, with all my memories
Of blood, which sang nothing but the
blood epics
And the pride, the pride which
Never has lived such a despised life
I am standing at the edge of opportunity
And I listen: no sound
And I look: no leaf stirs
And my name which was once innocence
itself
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ﺷﺎﯾﺪ ﮐﻪ روح را
ﺑﻪ اﻧﺰوای ﯾﮏ ﺟﺰﯾﺮۀ ﻣﺴﮑﻮن
ﺗﺒﻌﯿﺪ ﮐﺮدﻩ اﻧﺪ
ﺷﺎﯾﺪ ﮐﻪ ﻣﻦ ﺻﺪای زﳒﺮﻩ را ﺧﻮاب
دﯾﺪﻩ ام
ﭘﺲ اﯾﻦ ﭘﯿﺎدﮔﺎن ﮐﻪ ﺻﺒﻮراﻧﻪ
ﺑﺮ ﻧﲒﻩ ﻫﺎی ﭼﻮﰉ ﺧﻮد ﺗﮑﯿﻪ دادﻩ اﻧﺪ
ا ٓن دﭘﺎ ﺳﻮاراﻧﻨﺪ؟
و اﯾﻦ ﲬﯿﺪﮔﺎن ﻻﻏﺮ اﻓﯿﻮﱏ
ا ٓن ﻋﺎرﻓﺎن ﭘﺎک ﺑﻠﻨﺪاﻧﺪﯾﺶ؟
 ﮐﻪ اﻧﺴﺎن، راﺳﺖ،ﭘﺲ راﺳﺖ اﺳﺖ
دﯾﮕﺮ در اﻧﺘﻈﺎر ﻇﻬﻮری ﻧﯿﺴﺖ
و دﺧﱰان ﻋﺎﺷﻖ
 ﺳﻮزن دراز ﺑﺮودری دوزی
ﭼﺸﲈن دﯾﺮور ﺧﻮد را درﯾﺪﻩ اﻧﺪ؟
اﮐﻨﻮن ﻃﻨﲔ ﺟﯿﻎ ﻏﺎن
در ﲻﻖ ﺧﻮاﲠﺎی ﲮﺮﮔﺎﻫﯽ
اﺣﺴﺎس ﻣﯽ ﺷﻮد
ا ٓﯾﯿﻨﻪ ﻫﺎ ﺑﻪ ﻫﻮش ﻣﯽ ا ٓﯾﻨﺪ
و ﺷﳫﻬﺎی ﻣﻨﻔﺮد و ﺗﳯﺎ
ﺑ
ﺧﻮد را ﺑﻪ اوﻟﲔ ﮐﺸﺎﻟﮥ ﯿﺪاری
و ﺑﻪ ﳗﻮم ﳐﻔﯽ ﰷﺑﻮﺳﻬﺎی ﺷﻮم
ﺗﺴﻠﲓ ﻣﯽ ﮐﻨﻨﺪ
اﻓﺴﻮس
ﻣﻦ  ﲤﺎم ﺧﺎﻃﺮﻩ ﻫﺎﱘ
 ﮐﻪ ﺟﺰ ﺣﲈﺳﮥ ﺧﻮﻧﲔ ﳕﯽ،از ﺧﻮن
ﴎود
 ﻏﺮوری ﮐﻪ ﻫﯿﭽﮕﺎﻩ،و از ﻏﺮور
ﺧﻮد را ﭼﻨﲔ ﺣﻘﲑ ﳕﯽ زﯾﺴﺖ
در اﻧﳤﺎی ﻓﺮﺻﺖ ﺧﻮد اﯾﺴـﺘﺎدﻩ ام
 ﻧﻪ ﺻﺪاﱙ:و ﮔﻮش ﻣﯽ ﮐﲌ
 ﻧﻪ ز ﯾﮏ ﺑﺮگ ﺟﻨﺒﺸﯽ:و ﺧﲑﻩ ﻣﯽ ﺷﻮم
و م ﻣﻦ ﮐﻪ ﻧﻔﺲ ا ٓن ﳘﻪ ﭘﺎﰽ ﺑﻮد

286

|

Mirrors of Entrapment and Emancipation

Now does not even stir
The dust of the graves”
S/he trembled
And tumbled down on her both sides
And through the cracks, her begging arms
Like extended sighs
Reached out to me
“It is cold
And the winds slash through my [body
border] lines
Is there anyone left in this abode
Who does not fear
Meeting
Her own annihilated face?
Hasn’t the time yet come
To open this window wide wide wide
For the sky to rain down
And for man mournfully
To pray over his own corpse?”
Perhaps it was the bird that moaned
Or the wind among the trees
Or was it me myself who against my heart’s
impasse
Was rising
Like a tide of regret, shame and pain
And through the window I could see
Those two hands, those two bitter
reproaches
Still reaching out for my two hands
Were fading
In the false dawn’s light
And a voice on the cold horizon
Cried out:
“Farewell”

دﯾﮕﺮ ﻏﺒﺎر ﻣﻘﱪﻩ ﻫﺎ را ﱒ
“ﺑﺮ ﱒ ﳕﯽ ﻧزﺪ
ﻟﺮزﯾﺪ
و ﺑﺮ دو ﺳﻮی ﺧﻮﯾﺶ ﻓﺮو رﳜﺖ
و دﺳـﳤﺎی ﻣﻠﳣﺴﺶ از ﺷﲀﻓﻬﺎ
 ﺑﻪ ﺳﻮی ﻣﻦ،ﻣﺎﻧﻨﺪ ا ٓﻩ ﻫﺎی ﻃﻮﯾﲆ
ﭘﯿﺶ ا ٓﻣﺪﻧﺪ
”ﴎد اﺳﺖ
و دﻫﺎ ﺧﻄﻮط ﻣﺮا ﻗﻄﻊ ﻣﯽ ﮐﻨﻨﺪ
ا ٓ در اﯾﻦ در ﮐﴗ ﻫﺴﺖ ﮐﻪ ﻫﻨﻮز
از ا ٓﺷـﻨﺎ ﺷﺪن
 ﭼﻬﺮۀ ﻓﻨﺎ ﺷﺪۀ ﺧﻮﯾﺶ
وﺣﺸﺖ ﻧﺪاﺷـﺘﻪ ﺷﺪ؟
ا ٓ زﻣﺎن ا ٓن ﻧﺮﺳـﯿﺪﻩ ﺳﺖ
ﮐﻪ اﯾﻦ درﻪ ز ﺷﻮد ز ز ز
ﮐﻪ ا ٓﺳﲈن ﺑﺒﺎرد
 ﺑﺮ ﺟﻨﺎزۀ ﻣﺮد ﺧﻮﯾﺶ،و ﻣﺮد
“زاری ﮐﻨﺎن ﳕﺎز ﮔﺰارد؟
ﺷﺎﯾﺪ ﭘﻧﺮﺪﻩ ﺑﻮد ﮐﻪ ﻟﯿﺪ
 در ﻣﯿﺎن درﺧﺘﺎن، د
 ﮐﻪ در ﺑﺮاﺑﺮ ﺑﻦ ﺑﺴﺖ ﻗﻠﺐ ﺧﻮد، ﻣﻦ
ﭼﻮن ﻣﻮ از ﺗﺎٔﺳﻒ و ﴍم و درد
ﻻ ﻣﯽ ا ٓﻣﺪم
و از ﻣﯿﺎن ﭘﻨﺠﺮﻩ ﻣﯽ دﯾﺪم
 ا ٓن دو ﴎزﻧﺶ ﺗﻠﺦ،ﮐﻪ ا ٓن دو دﺳﺖ
 ﳘﭽﻨﺎن دراز ﺑﻪ ﺳﻮی دو دﺳﺖ،ز
ﻣﻦ
در روﺷـﻨﺎﱙ ﺳﭙﯿﺪﻩ دﻣﯽ ﰷذب
ﲢﻠﯿﻞ ﻣﯽ روﻧﺪ
و ﯾﮏ ﺻﺪا ﮐﻪ در اﻓﻖ ﴎد
:ﻓﺮد زد
“”ﺧﺪاﺣﺎﻓﻆ
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Let Us Believe in the Beginning of the
Cold Season …

اﳝﺎن ﺑﯿﺎورﱘ ﺑﻪ ا ٓﻏﺎز ﻓﺼﻞ ﴎد

And this is me
A woman alone
On the threshold of a cold season
At the beginning of realizing the earth’s
sullied existence
And the simple blue despair of the sky
And the impotence of these cemented
hands

و اﯾﻦ ﻣﲌ
زﱏ ﺗﳯﺎ
در ا ٓﺳـﺘﺎﻧﮥ ﻓﺼﲆ ﴎد
در اﺑﺘﺪای درک ﻫﺴـﱴ ا ٓﻟﻮدۀ زﻣﲔ
و ﯾﺎٔس ﺳﺎدﻩ و ﲽﻨﺎک ا ٓﺳﲈن
و ﺗﻮاﱏ اﯾﻦ دﺳـﳤﺎی ﺳـﱏ

Time passed
Time passed and the clock chimed four
times
It chimed four times
Today is the winter solstice
I know the secret of the seasons
And comprehend the language of the
moments
The saviour is hibernating in the grave
And the earth, the hospitable earth
Betokens serenity

زﻣﺎن ﮔﺬﺷﺖ
زﻣﺎن ﮔﺬﺷﺖ و ﺳﺎﻋﺖ ﭼﻬﺎر ر
ﻧﻮاﺧﺖ
ﭼﻬﺎر ر ﻧﻮاﺧﺖ
اﻣﺮوز روز اول دی ﻣﺎﻩ اﺳﺖ
ﻣﻦ راز ﻓﺼﻠﻬﺎ را ﻣﯽ داﱎ
و ﺣﺮف ﳊﻈﻪ ﻫﺎ را ﻣﯽ ﻓﻬﻤﻢ
ﳒﺎت دﻫﻨﺪﻩ در ﮔﻮر ﺧﻔﺘﻪ اﺳﺖ
 ﺧﺎک ﭘﺬﯾﻧﺮﺪﻩ،و ﺧﺎک
اﺷﺎرﰏ ﺳﺖ ﺑﻪ ا ٓراﻣﺶ

Time passed and the clock chimed four
times

زﻣﺎن ﮔﺬﺷﺖ و ﺳﺎﻋﺖ ﭼﻬﺎر ر
ﻧﻮاﺧﺖ

The wind blows in the alley
The wind blows in the alley
And I think of the ﬂowers’ mating
And the buds with their slender anemic
stalks
And this exhausted tuberculous time
And a man passing by the soaked trees;
A man whose blue ropes of veins
Like dead snakes, have crawled up
The two sides of his throat

در ﮐﻮﭼﻪ د ﻣﯽ ا ٓﯾﺪ
در ﮐﻮﭼﻪ د ﻣﯽ ا ٓﯾﺪ
و ﻣﻦ ﺑﻪ ﺟﻔﺖ ﮔﲑی ﮔﻠﻬﺎ ﻣﯽ اﻧﺪﯾﺸﻢ
ﺑﻪ ﻏﻨﭽﻪ ﻫﺎﱙ  ﺳﺎﻗﻬﺎی ﻻﻏﺮ ﰼ ﺧﻮن
و اﯾﻦ زﻣﺎن ﺧﺴـﺘﮥ ﻣﺴﻠﻮل
و ﻣﺮدی از ﮐﻨﺎر درﺧﺘﺎن ﺧﯿﺲ ﻣﯽ
ﮔﺬرد
ﻣﺮدی ﮐﻪ رﺷـﺘﻪ ﻫﺎی ا ٓﰉ رﮔﻬﺎﯾﺶ
ﻣﺎﻧﻨﺪ ﻣﺎرﻫﺎی ﻣﺮدﻩ از دو ﺳﻮی
ﮔﻠﻮﮔﺎﻫﺶ
ﻻ ﺧﺰﯾﺪﻩ اﻧﺪ

…
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Reiterating in his throbbing temples
Those bloody syllables
-Hello
-Hello
And I think of the ﬂowers’ mating

و در ﺷﻘﯿﻘﻪ ﻫﺎی ﻣﻨﻘﻠﺒﺶ ا ٓن ﻫﺠﺎی
ﺧﻮﻧﲔ را
ﺗﮑﺮار ﻣﯽ ﮐﻨﻨﺪ
—ﺳﻼم
—ﺳﻼم
و ﻣﻦ ﺑﻪ ﺟﻔﺖ ﮔﲑی ﮔﻠﻬﺎ ﻣﯽ اﻧﺪﯾﺸﻢ

On the threshold of a cold season
In the mourning congregation of mirrors
And in the dirgeful assembly of pale
experiences
And this sunset impregnated with the
knowledge of silence

در ا ٓﺳـﺘﺎﻧﮥ ﻓﺼﲆ ﴎد
در ﳏﻔﻞ ﻋﺰای ا ٓﯾﻨﻪ ﻫﺎ
و اﺟع ﺳﻮﮔﻮار ﲡﺮﺑﻪ ﻫﺎی ﭘﺮﯾﺪﻩ رﻧﮓ
و اﯾﻦ ﻏﺮوب رور ﺷﺪﻩ از داﻧﺶ
ﺳﮑﻮت

How can one command someone
proceeding so
Patiently,
Solemnly,
Aimlessly,
To halt
How can one tell the man that he is not
alive, that he has never been alive

ﭼﮕﻮﻧﻪ ﻣﯽ ﺷﻮد ﺑﻪ ا ٓﻧﮑﴗ ﮐﻪ ﻣﯽ رود
اﯾﻨﺴﺎن
،ﺻﺒﻮر
،ﺳـﻨﮕﲔ
،ﴎﮔﺮدان
ﻓﺮﻣﺎن اﯾﺴﺖ داد
ﭼﮕﻮﻧﻪ ﻣﯽ ﺷﻮد ﺑﻪ ﻣﺮد ﮔﻔﺖ ﮐﻪ او ﻧزﺪﻩ
 او ﻫﯿﭽﻮﻗﺖ ﻧزﺪﻩ ﻧﺒﻮدﻩ،ﻧﯿﺴﺖ
ﺳﺖ

The wind blows in the alley
The lonely crows of seclusion
Whirl around in the ancient gardens of
boredom
And the ladder
Was of such a low height

در ﮐﻮﭼﻪ د ﻣﯽ ا ٓﯾﺪ
ﻏﻬﺎی ﻣﻨﻔﺮد اﻧﺰوا
در ﻏﻬﺎی ﭘﲑ ﮐﺴﺎﻟﺖ ﻣﯽ ﭼﺮﺧﻨﺪ
و ﻧﺮدم
ﭼﻪ ارﺗﻔﺎع ﺣﻘﲑی دارد

They carried oﬀ the entire credulity of a
heart
To the palace of fairytales
And now
How can one rise to dance ever again
And pour her childhood tresses
Into the ﬂowing streams

ا ٓﳖﺎ ﲤﺎم ﺳﺎدﻩ ﻟﻮ ﯾﮏ ﻗﻠﺐ را
 ﺧﻮد ﺑﻪ ﻗﴫ ﻗﺼﻪ ﻫﺎ ﺑﺮدﻧﺪ
و اﮐﻨﻮن دﯾﮕﺮ
دﯾﮕﺮ ﭼﮕﻮﻧﻪ ﯾﮏ ﻧﻔﺮ ﺑﻪ رﻗﺺ ﺑﺮﺧﻮاﻫﺪ
ﺧﺎﺳﺖ
و ﮔﯿﺴﻮان ﮐﻮدﰽ اش
در ا ٓﲠﺎی ﺟﺎری ﺧﻮاﻫﺪ رﳜﺖ
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And trample the apple
She has eventually picked and smelled?

O friend, O most unique friend
Such black clouds await the sun’s festival
day
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و ﺳﯿﺐ را ﮐﻪ ﴎاﳒﺎم ﭼﯿﺪﻩ اﺳﺖ و
ﺑﻮﯾﯿﺪﻩ اﺳﺖ
در زﯾﺮ ﭘﺎ ﻟﮕﺪ ﺧﻮاﻫﺪ ﮐﺮد؟
 ای ﯾﮕﺎﻧﻪ ﺗﺮﯾﻦ ر،ای ر
ﭼﻪ اﺑﺮﻫﺎی ﺳـﯿﺎﻫﯽ در اﻧﺘﻈﺎر روز
ﻣﳱﲈﱏ ﺧﻮرﺷـﯿﺪﻧﺪ

It was as if in the course of imagining the
ﬂight, that one day that bird appeared
As if those fresh leaves panting in the lust
of breeze
Were of verdant lines of delusion
As if
That violet ﬂame burning in the chaste
mind of windows
Was nothing but the innocent illusion of
the lamp

،اﻧﮕﺎر در ﻣﺴﲑی از ﲡﺴﻢ ﭘﺮواز ﺑﻮد
ﮐﻪ ﯾﮑﺮوز ا ٓن ﭘﻧﺮﺪﻩ ﳕﺎن ﺷﺪ
اﻧﮕﺎر از ﺧﻄﻮط ﺳﱫ ﲣﯿﻞ ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ
 ﮐﻪ در ﺷﻬﻮت ﻧﺴـﲓ،ا ٓن ﺑﺮﮔﻬﺎی زﻩ
ﻧﻔﺲ ﻣﯽ زدﻧﺪ
اﻧﮕﺎر
ا ٓن ﺷﻌﻠﮥ ﺑﻨﻔﺶ ﮐﻪ در ذﻫﻦ ﭘﺎک ﭘﻨﺠﺮﻩ
ﻫﺎ ﻣﯽ ﺳﻮﺧﺖ
ﭼﲒی ﲜﺰ ﺗﺼﻮر ﻣﻌﺼﻮﻣﯽ از ﭼﺮاغ ﻧﺒﻮد

The wind blows in the alley
This is the onset of ruination
That day, too, when your hands were
ruined the wind was blowing
Dear stars
Dear cardboard stars
When lies begin blowing in the sky
How can one take refuge any more in the
verses of the abashed prophets?
We will meet each other like the dead of
thousands and thousands years and
then
The sun will judge the putrescence of our
corpses

در ﮐﻮﭼﻪ د ﻣﯽ ا ٓﯾﺪ
اﯾﻦ اﺑﺘﺪای وﯾﺮاﱏ ﺳﺖ
ا ٓن روز ﱒ ﮐﻪ دﺳـﳤﺎی ﺗﻮ وﯾﺮان ﺷﺪﻧﺪ
د ﻣﯽ ا ٓﻣﺪ
ﺳـﺘﺎرﻩ ﻫﺎی ﻋﺰﯾﺰ
ﺳـﺘﺎرﻩ ﻫﺎی ﻣﻘﻮاﱙ ﻋﺰﯾﺰ
 دروغ وزﯾﺪن ﻣﯽ ﮔﲑد،وﻗﱴ در ا ٓﺳﲈن
دﯾﮕﺮ ﭼﮕﻮﻧﻪ ﻣﯽ ﺷﻮد ﺑﻪ ﺳﻮرﻩ ﻫﺎی
رﺳﻮﻻن ﴎﺷﮑﺴـﺘﻪ ﭘﻨﺎﻩ ا ٓورد؟
ﻣﺎ ﻣﺜﻞ ﻣﺮدﻩ ﻫﺎی ﻫﺰاران ﻫﺰار ﺳﺎ ﺑﻪ
ﱒ ﻣﯽ رﺳـﲓ و ا ٓﻧﮕﺎﻩ
ﺧﻮرﺷـﯿﺪ ﺑﺮ ﺗﺒﺎﻫﯽ اﺟﺴﺎد ﻣﺎ ﻗﻀﺎوت
ﺧﻮاﻫﺪ ﮐﺮد

I am cold
I am so cold as never to be warm again

ﻣﻦ ﴎدم اﺳﺖ
ﻣﻦ ﴎدم اﺳﺖ و اﻧﮕﺎر ﻫﯿﭽﻮﻗﺖ ﮔﺮم
ﳔﻮاﱒ ﺷﺪ
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O friend, O most unique friend “How old
was that wine anyway?”
Look what a weight
Time has here
And how the ﬁsh gnaw my ﬂesh
Why do you always keep me at the bottom
of the sea?
I am cold and I despise shell earrings
I am cold and I know
That nothing will remain
From all the red delusions of wild poppy
But a few drops of blood

I will let go of the lines
I will let go of the counting of numbers
likewise
And from the midst of limited geometric
shapes
I shall seek refuge in the tangible spaces of
vastness
I am naked, naked, naked
Naked as the silences between the words of
love
And my wounds are all from love
From love, love, love
I have piloted this wandering island
Through the tumults of the ocean,
Through the eruption of the volcano,
And disintegration was the secret of that
uniﬁed existence
From whose most humble particles a sun
was born
Greetings O innocent night!

 ای ﯾﮕﺎﻧﻪ ﺗﺮﯾﻦ ر ”ا ٓن ﴍاب،ای ر
“ﻣﮕﺮ ﭼﻨﺪ ﺳﺎ ﺑﻮد؟
ﻧﮕﺎﻩ ﮐﻦ ﮐﻪ در اﯾﻨﺠﺎ
زﻣﺎن ﭼﻪ وزﱏ دارد
و ﻣﺎﻫﯿﺎن ﭼﮕﻮﻧﻪ ﮔﻮﺷـﳤﺎی ﻣﺮا ﻣﯽ ﺟﻮﻧﺪ
ﭼﺮا ﻣﺮا ﳘﯿﺸﻪ در ﺗﻪ در ﻧﮕﺎﻩ ﻣﯽ
داری؟
ﻣﻦ ﴎدم اﺳﺖ و از ﮔﻮﺷﻮارﻩ ﻫﺎی
ﺻﺪف ﺑﲒارم
ﻣﻦ ﴎدم اﺳﺖ و ﻣﯽ داﱎ
ﮐﻪ از ﲤﺎﻣﯽ اوﻫﺎم ﴎخ ﯾﮏ ﺷﻘﺎﯾﻖ
وﺣﺸﯽ
ﺟﺰ ﭼﻨﺪ ﻗﻄﺮﻩ ﺧﻮن
ﭼﲒی ﺑﻪ ﺟﺎ ﳔﻮاﻫﺪ ﻣﺎﻧﺪ
ﺧﻄﻮط را رﻫﺎ ﺧﻮاﱒ ﮐﺮد
و ﳘﭽﻨﲔ ﺷﲈرش اﻋﺪاد را رﻫﺎ ﺧﻮاﱒ
ﮐﺮد
و از ﻣﯿﺎن ﺷﳫﻬﺎی ﻫﻨﺪﳻ ﳏﺪود
ﺑﻪ ﻨﻪ ﻫﺎی ﺣﴗ وﺳﻌﺖ ﭘﻨﺎﻩ ﺧﻮاﱒ
ﺑﺮد
 ﻋﺮن، ﻋﺮﱎ،ﻣﻦ ﻋﺮﱎ
،ﻣﺜﻞ ﺳﮑﻮﲥﺎی ﻣﯿﺎن ﺎی ﳏﺒﺖ
ﻋﺮﱎ
و زﲬﻬﺎی ﻣﻦ ﳘﻪ از ﻋﺸﻖ اﺳﺖ
 ﻋﺸﻖ، ﻋﺸﻖ،از ﻋﺸﻖ
ﻣﻦ اﯾﻦ ﺟﺰﯾﺮۀ ﴎﮔﺮدان را
از اﻧﻘﻼب اﻗﯿﺎﻧﻮس
و اﻧﻔﺠﺎر ﮐﻮﻩ ﮔﺬر دادﻩ ام
 راز ا ٓن وﺟﻮد ﻣﺘﺤﺪی،و ﺗﮑﻪ ﺗﮑﻪ ﺷﺪن
ﺑﻮد
ﮐﻪ از ﺣﻘﲑﺗﺮﯾﻦ ذرﻩ ﻫﺎﯾﺶ ا ٓﻓﺘﺎب ﺑﻪ دﻧﯿﺎ
ا ٓﻣﺪ
!ﺳﻼم ای ﺷﺐ ﻣﻌﺼﻮم
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Greetings O night that changes the eyes of
desert wolves
Into bony sockets of faith and trust
And by the side of your streams, the ghosts
of willows
Scent the kind ghosts of the axes
I come from a world of apathetic thoughts,
words and voices
And this world resembles a snake’s lair
And this world resounds with the footsteps
of people
Who, while they kiss you,
In their minds they weave your gallows’
rope
Greetings O innocent night!
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ﺳﻼم ای ﺷـﱮ ﮐﻪ ﭼﺸﻤﻬﺎی ﮔﺮﮔﻬﺎی
ﺑﯿﺎن را
ﺑﻪ ﺣﻔﺮﻩ ﻫﺎی اﺳـﺘﺨﻮاﱏ اﳝﺎن و اﻋد
ﺑﺪل ﻣﯽ ﮐﲎ
 ارواح ﺑﯿﺪﻫﺎ،و در ﮐﻨﺎر ﺟﻮﯾﺒﺎرﻫﺎی ﺗﻮ
ارواح ﺮن ﺗﱪﻫﺎ را ﻣﯽ ﺑﻮﯾﻨﺪ
ﻣﻦ از ﺎن ﰉ ﺗﻔﺎوﰏ ﻓﮑﺮﻫﺎ و ﺣﺮﻓﻬﺎ و
ﺻﺪاﻫﺎ ﻣﯽ ا ٓﱘ
و اﯾﻦ ﺎن ﺑﻪ ﻻﻧﮥ ﻣﺎران ﻣﺎﻧﻨﺪ اﺳﺖ
و اﯾﻦ ﺎن ﭘﺮ از ﺻﺪای ﺣﺮﮐﺖ ﭘﺎﻫﺎی
ﻣﺮدﻣﯽ ﺳﺖ
ﮐﻪ ﳘﭽﻨﺎن ﮐﻪ ﺗﻮ را ﻣﯽ ﺑﻮﺳـﻨﺪ
در ذﻫﻦ ﺧﻮد ﻃﻨﺎب دار ﺗﻮ را ﻣﯽ ﻓﻨﺪ
!ﺳﻼم ای ﺷﺐ ﻣﻌﺼﻮم

Between the window and the seeing
There always lies a distance
Why did I not look?
Like the time a man passed by the soaked
trees …

ﻣﯿﺎن ﭘﻨﺠﺮﻩ و دﯾﺪن
ﳘﯿﺸﻪ ﻓﺎﺻ ای ﺳﺖ
ﭼﺮا ﻧﮕﺎﻩ ﻧﮑﺮدم؟
ﻣﺎﻧﻨﺪ ا ٓن زﻣﺎن ﮐﻪ ﻣﺮدی از ﮐﻨﺎر درﺧﺘﺎن
… ﺧﯿﺲ ﮔﺬر ﻣﯽ ﮐﺮد

Why did I not look?
As if my mother had wept that night
The night I arrived to pain and the seed
was conceived
The night I became the bride of acacia
clusters
The night Isfahan abounded with the
echoes of blue tiles,
And the one who was my half, had
returned within my seed
And I could see her/him in the mirror,
Who was clean and bright like the mirror
And suddenly s/he called me
And I became the bride of acacia clusters
…

ﭼﺮا ﻧﮕﺎﻩ ﻧﮑﺮدم؟
اﻧﮕﺎر ﻣﺎدرم ﮔﺮﯾﺴـﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد ا ٓن ﺷﺐ
ا ٓن ﺷﺐ ﮐﻪ ﻣﻦ ﺑﻪ درد رﺳـﯿﺪم و ﻧﻄﻔﻪ
ﺷﲁ ﮔﺮﻓﺖ
ا ٓن ﺷﺐ ﮐﻪ ﻣﻦ ﻋﺮوس ﺧﻮﺷﻪ ﻫﺎی
اﻗﺎﰵ ﺷﺪم
ا ٓن ﺷﺐ ﮐﻪ اﺻﻔﻬﺎن ﭘﺮ از ﻃﻨﲔ ﰷﳽ
،ا ٓﰉ ﺑﻮد
ﻧ
 ﺑﻪ درون،و ا ٓن ﮐﴗ ﮐﻪ ﳰﮥ ﻣﻦ ﺑﻮد
ﻧﻄﻔﮥ ﻣﻦ زﮔﺸـﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد
،و ﻣﻦ در ا ٓﯾﻨﻪ ﻣﯽ دﯾﺪﻣﺶ
ﮐﻪ ﻣﺜﻞ ا ٓﯾﻨﻪ ﭘﺎﮐﲒﻩ ﺑﻮد و روﺷﻦ ﺑﻮد
و ﮔﻬﺎن ﺻﺪاﱘ ﮐﺮد
و ﻣﻦ ﻋﺮوس ﺧﻮﺷﻪ ﻫﺎی اﻗﺎﰵ ﺷﺪم
…
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As if my mother had wept that night

اﻧﮕﺎر ﻣﺎدرم ﮔﺮﯾﺴـﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد ا ٓن ﺷﺐ

What a futile brilliance glared in this
blocked shutter
Why did I not look?
All the moments of bliss were aware
That your hands would be ruined
And I did not look
Not until the time when the clock’s shutters
ﬂew open
And that sad canary chimed four times
Chimed four times
And I ran into that little woman
Whose eyes were like simurghs’ empty
nests
And walking in the motion of her thighs
As if carrying the virginity of my glorious
dream
Into the bed of night

ﭼﻪ روﺷـﻨﺎﱙ ﺑﳱﻮدﻩ ای در اﯾﻦ درﮥ
ﻣﺴﺪود ﴎ ﮐﺸـﯿﺪ
ﭼﺮا ﻧﮕﺎﻩ ﻧﮑﺮدم؟
ﲤﺎم ﳊﻈﻪ ﻫﺎی ﺳﻌﺎدت ﻣﯽ داﻧﺴﺘﻨﺪ
ﮐﻪ دﺳـﳤﺎی ﺗﻮ وﯾﺮان ﺧﻮاﻫﺪ ﺷﺪ
و ﻣﻦ ﻧﮕﺎﻩ ﻧﮑﺮدم
 ا ٓن زﻣﺎن ﮐﻪ ﭘﻨﺠﺮۀ ﺳﺎﻋﺖ
ﮔﺸﻮدﻩ ﺷﺪ و ا ٓن ﻗﻨﺎری ﲽﮕﲔ ﭼﻬﺎر
ر ﻧﻮاﺧﺖ
ﭼﻬﺎر ر ﻧﻮاﺧﺖ
و ﻣﻦ ﺑﻪ ا ٓن زن ﮐﻮﭼﮏ ﺑﺮﺧﻮردم
 ﻣﺎﻧﻨﺪ ﻻﻧﻪ ﻫﺎی ﺧﺎﱃ،ﮐﻪ ﭼﺸﻤﻬﺎﯾﺶ
ﺳـﳰﺮﻏﺎن ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ
و ا ٓﻨﺎن ﮐﻪ در ﲢﺮک راﳖﺎﯾﺶ ﻣﯽ رﻓﺖ
ﮔﻮﱙ ﺑﲀرت رؤی ﭘﺮﺷﮑﻮﻩ ﻣﺮا
 ﺧﻮد ﺑﻪ ﺳﻮی ﺑﺴﱰ ﺷﺐ ﻣﯽ ﺑﺮد

Will I ever again comb
My tresses in the wind?
Will I ever again plant violets in the
gardens?
And set geraniums
Under the sky behind the window?
Will I ever again dance on the glasses?
Will the doorbell ever again carry me
towards the anticipation of voice?
I told my mother: “It is all over now”
I said: “It always happens before you think
We should send the newspaper an
obituary”

ا ٓ دورﻩ ﮔﯿﺴﻮاﱎ را
در د ﺷﺎﻧﻪ ﺧﻮاﱒ زد؟
ا ٓ دورﻩ ﻏﭽﻪ ﻫﺎ را ﺑﻨﻔﺸﻪ ﺧﻮاﱒ
ﰷﺷﺖ؟
و ﺷﻌﻤﺪاﱏ ﻫﺎ را
در ا ٓﺳﲈن ﭘﺸﺖ ﭘﻨﺠﺮﻩ ﺧﻮاﱒ ﮔﺬاﺷﺖ؟
ا ٓ دورﻩ روی ﻟﯿﻮاﳖﺎ ﺧﻮاﱒ رﻗﺼﯿﺪ؟
ا ٓ دورﻩ زﻧﮓ در ﻣﺮا ﺑﻪ ﺳﻮی اﻧﺘﻈﺎر
ﺻﺪا ﺧﻮاﻫﺪ ﺑﺮد؟
“ ”دﯾﮕﺮ ﲤﺎم ﺷﺪ:ﺑﻪ ﻣﺎدرم ﮔﻔﱲ
”ﳘﯿﺸﻪ ﭘﯿﺶ از ا ٓﻧﮑﻪ ﻓﮑﺮ ﮐﲎ:ﮔﻔﱲ
اﺗﻔﺎق ﻣﯽ اﻓﺘﺪ
“ﯾﺪ ﺑﺮای روزﻣﻪ ﺗﺴﻠﯿﱴ ﺑﻔﺮﺳﺘﲓ

Hollow man
Hollow man full of vanity
Look how his teeth sing a song
While chewing

اﻧﺴﺎن ﭘﻮک
اﻧﺴﺎن ﭘﻮک ﭘﺮ از اﻋد
ﻧﮕﺎﻩ ﮐﻦ ﮐﻪ دﻧﺪاﳖﺎﯾﺶ
ﭼﮕﻮﻧﻪ وﻗﺖ ﺟﻮﯾﺪن ﴎود ﻣﯽ ﺧﻮاﻧﻨﺪ
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And his eyes devour
While staring
And how he is passing by the soaked trees:
Patiently,
Solemnly,
Aimlessly
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و ﭼﺸﻤﻬﺎﯾﺶ
ﭼﮕﻮﻧﻪ وﻗﺖ ﺧﲑﻩ ﺷﺪن ﻣﯽ دﻧرﺪ
و او ﭼﮕﻮﻧﻪ از ﮐﻨﺎر درﺧﺘﺎن ﺧﯿﺲ ﻣﯽ
:ﮔﺬرد
،ﺻﺒﻮر
،ﺳـﻨﮕﲔ
ﴎﮔﺮدان

At the hour of four
At the moment when his blue ropes of
veins
Like dead snakes, have crawled up
Both sides of his throat
Reiterating in his throbbing temples
Those bloody syllables
-Hello
-Hello
Have you
Ever smelled
Those four water lilies? …

در ﺳﺎﻋﺖ ﭼﻬﺎر
در ﳊﻈﻪ ای ﮐﻪ رﺷـﺘﻪ ﻫﺎی ا ٓﰉ رﮔﻬﺎﯾﺶ
ﻣﺎﻧﻨﺪ ﻣﺎرﻫﺎی ﻣﺮدﻩ از دو ﺳﻮی
ﮔﻠﻮﮔﺎﻫﺶ
ﻻ ﺧﺰﯾﺪﻩ اﻧﺪ
و در ﺷﻘﯿﻘﻪ ﻫﺎی ﻣﻨﻘﻠﺒﺶ ا ٓن ﻫﺠﺎی
ﺧﻮﻧﲔ را
ﺗﮑﺮار ﻣﯽ ﮐﻨﻨﺪ
—ﺳﻼم
—ﺳﻼم
ا ٓ ﺗﻮ
ﻫﺮﮔﺰ ا ٓن ﭼﻬﺎر ﻻﻟﮥ ا ٓﰉ را
… ﺑﻮﯾﯿﺪﻩ ای؟

Time passed
Time passed and night fell upon the bare
acacia branches
Night was sliding behind the window
panes
And with its cold tongue
Was sucking in the dregs of the past day

زﻣﺎن ﮔﺬﺷﺖ
زﻣﺎن ﮔﺬﺷﺖ و ﺷﺐ روی ﺷﺎﺧﻪ ﻫﺎی
ﳋﺖ اﻗﺎﰵ اﻓﺘﺎد
ﺷﺐ ﭘﺸﺖ ﺷﯿﺸﻪ ﻫﺎی ﭘﻨﺠﺮﻩ ﴎ ﻣﯽ
ﺧﻮرد
و  زن ﴎدش
ﺗﻪ ﻣﺎﻧﺪﻩ ﻫﺎی روز رﻓﺘﻪ را ﺑﻪ درون ﻣﯽ
ﮐﺸـﯿﺪ

Where do I come from?
Where do I come from?
So fused with the night’s scent?
The earth of his grave is still fresh
I speak of those two young green hands …

ﻣﻦ از ﮐﺠﺎ ﻣﯽ ا ٓﱘ؟
ﻣﻦ از ﮐﺠﺎ ﻣﯽ ا ٓﱘ؟
ٓ
ﻏ
ـ
ﺸ
ﮐﻪ اﯾﻨﭽﻨﲔ ﺑﻪ ﺑﻮی ﺷﺐ ا ﺘﻪ ام؟
ﻫﻨﻮز ﺧﺎک ﻣﺰارش زﻩ ﺳﺖ
ﻣﺰار ا ٓن دو دﺳﺖ ﺳﱫ ﺟﻮان را ﻣﯽ
… ﮔﻮﱘ
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How kind you were, O friend, O most
unique friend
How kind you were when you lied
How kind you were when you closed the
mirror’s eyelids
And plucked the lights of the chandelier
Oﬀ wire stems
And in the tyrannical darkness you took
me to love’s pasture
Until that giddy steam, which was the
extension of thirst’s ﬁre, settles on the
meadow of sleep

 ای ﯾﮕﺎﻧﻪ ﺗﺮﯾﻦ،ﭼﻪ ﺮن ﺑﻮدی ای ر
ر
ﭼﻪ ﺮن ﺑﻮدی وﻗﱴ دروغ ﻣﯽ ﮔﻔﱴ
ﭼﻪ ﺮن ﺑﻮدی وﻗﱴ ﮐﻪ ﭘﻠﮑﻬﺎی ا ٓﯾﻨﻪ
ﻫﺎ را ﻣﯽ ﺑﺴـﱴ
و ﭼﻠﭽﺮاﻏﻬﺎ را
ـ
ﺳ
از ﺳﺎﻗﻪ ﻫﺎی ﳰﯽ ﻣﯽ ﭼﯿﺪی
و در ﺳـﯿﺎﻫﯽ ﻇﺎﱂ ﻣﺮا ﺑﻪ ﺳﻮی ﭼﺮاﮔﺎﻩ
ﻋﺸﻖ ﻣﯽ ﺑﺮدی
 ا ٓن ﲞﺎر ﮔﯿﺞ ﮐﻪ دﻧﺒﺎﻟﮥ ﺣﺮﯾﻖ ﻋﻄﺶ
ﺑﻮد ﺑﺮ ﻦ ﺧﻮاب ﻣﯽ ﻧﺸﺴﺖ

And those cardboard stars
و ا ٓن ﺳـﺘﺎرﻩ ﻫﺎی ﻣﻘﻮاﱙ
Orbiting round the inﬁnity
ﺑﻪ ﮔﺮد ﻻﯾﺘﻨﺎﻫﯽ ﻣﯽ ﭼﺮﺧﯿﺪﻧﺪ
Why did they voice the words?
ﭼﺮا م را ﺑﻪ ﺻﺪا ﮔﻔﺘﻨﺪ؟
Why did they invite looks into the house of !ﭼﺮا ﻧﮕﺎﻩ را ﺑﻪ ﺧﺎﻧﮥ دﯾﺪار ﻣﳱﲈن ﮐﺮدﻧﺪ
the eye?
ﭼﺮا ﻧﻮازش را
Why did they take the caressing
ﺑﻪ ﲩﺐ ﮔﯿﺴﻮان ﮐﺮﮔﯽ ﺑﺮدﻧﺪ؟
To the coyness of virginity’s tresses?
ﻧﮕﺎﻩ ﮐﻦ ﮐﻪ در اﯾﻨﺠﺎ
Look how here
ﭼﮕﻮﻧﻪ ﺟﺎن ا ٓﻧﮑﴗ ﮐﻪ  م ﲯﻦ
The soul of the one who spoke in words
ﮔﻔﺖ
And caressed with looks
و  ﻧﮕﺎﻩ ﻧﻮاﺧﺖ
And was tamed from stampeding with
و  ﻧﻮازش از رﻣﯿﺪن ا ٓراﻣﯿﺪ
caresses
ﺑﻪ ﺗﲑﻫﺎی ﺗﻮﱒ
Has been cruciﬁed
ﻣﺼﻠﻮب ﮔﺸـﺘﻪ اﺳﺖ
On the poles of illusion
و ﺟﺎی ﭘﻨﺞ ﺷﺎﺧﮥ اﻧﮕﺸـﳤﺎی ﺗﻮ
And the imprint of the ﬁve branches of
ﮐﻪ ﻣﺜﻞ ﭘﻨﺞ ﺣﺮف ﺣﻘﯿﻘﺖ ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ
your ﬁngers
ﭼﮕﻮﻧﻪ روی ﮔﻮﻧﮥ او ﻣﺎﻧﺪﻩ اﺳﺖ
Which were like the ﬁve letters of truth
Remains upon his/her cheek
What is silence, what is it, what is it, O
most unique friend?
What is silence but unspoken words
I turn speechless, but the sparrow’s
language

 ﭼﯿﺴﺖ ای، ﭼﯿﺴﺖ،ﺳﮑﻮت ﭼﯿﺴﺖ
ﯾﮕﺎﻧﻪ ﺗﺮﯾﻦ ر؟
ﺳﮑﻮت ﭼﯿﺴﺖ ﲜﺰ ﺣﺮﻓﻬﺎی ﮔﻔﺘﻪ
 اﻣﺎ زن،ﻣﻦ از ﮔﻔﱳ ﻣﯽ ﻣﺎﱎ
ﮔﻨﺠﺸﲀن
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Is the language of life in the ﬂowing
sentences of nature’s feast
The sparrow’s language means: spring, leaf,
spring
The sparrow’s language means: breeze,
fragrance, breeze
The sparrow’s language dies in factories

زن ﻧزﺪﮔﯽ ﲨ ﻫﺎی ﺟﺎری ﺟﺸﻦ
ﻃﺒﯿﻌﺖ اﺳﺖ
 ﲠﺎر، ﺑﺮگ، ﲠﺎر:زن ﮔﻨﺠﺸﲀن ﯾﻌﲎ
، ﻋﻄﺮ، ﻧﺴـﲓ:زن ﮔﻨﺠﺸﲀن ﯾﻌﲎ
ﻧﺴـﲓ
زن ﮔﻨﺠﺸﲀن در ﰷرﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﻣﯽ ﻣﲑد

Who is this, this person on eternity’s road
Moving towards the moment of unity
And winding her eternal watch
With the mathematical logic of
subtractions and dissipations
Who is this person who does not regard
the rooster’s crowing
To be the start of the day’s heart
But rather the beginning of breakfast’s
smell
Who is this person who wears love’s crown
upon her head
And has rotted amidst her wedding gown

اﯾﻦ ﮐﯿﺴﺖ اﯾﻦ ﮐﴗ ﮐﻪ روی ﺟﺎدۀ
اﺑﺪﯾﺖ
ﺑﻪ ﺳﻮی ﳊﻈﮥ ﺗﻮﺣﯿﺪ ﻣﯽ رود
و ﺳﺎﻋﺖ ﳘﯿﺸﮕﯽ اش را
 ﻣﻨﻄﻖ رﴇ ﺗﻔﺮﯾﻖ ﻫﺎ و ﺗﻔﺮﻗﻪ ﻫﺎ
ﮐﻮک ﻣﯽ ﮐﻨﺪ
اﯾﻦ ﮐﯿﺴﺖ اﯾﻦ ﮐﴗ ﮐﻪ ﻧﮓ ﺧﺮوﺳﺎن
را
ا ٓﻏﺎز ﻗﻠﺐ روز ﳕﯽ داﻧﺪ
ا ٓﻏﺎز ﺑﻮی ﺷـﺘﺎﱙ ﻣﯽ داﻧﺪ
اﯾﻦ ﮐﯿﺴﺖ اﯾﻦ ﮐﴗ ﮐﻪ ج ﻋﺸﻖ ﺑﻪ
ﴎ دارد
و در ﻣﯿﺎن ﺟﺎﻣﻪ ﻫﺎی ﻋﺮوﳻ ﭘﻮﺳـﯿﺪﻩ
ﺳﺖ

So in the end the sun did not shine
On both hopeless poles
In one single instant
And you were emptied of the blue tile’s
echo
And I am so full of it that they recite
prayers over my voice …

ﭘﺲ ا ٓﻓﺘﺎب ﴎاﳒﺎم
در ﯾﮏ زﻣﺎن واﺣﺪ
ﺑﺮ ﻫﺮ دو ﻗﻄﺐ اﻣﯿﺪ ﻧﺘﺎﺑﯿﺪ
ﺗﻮ از ﻃﻨﲔ ﰷﳽ ا ٓﰉ ﲥـﯽ ﺷﺪی
و ﻣﻦ ﭼﻨﺎن ﭘﺮم ﮐﻪ روی ﺻﺪاﱘ ﳕﺎز ﻣﯽ
… ﺧﻮاﻧﻨﺪ

Happy corpses
Weary corpses
Silent pensive corpses
Well-mannered, well-dressed and well-fed
corpses
In the stations of scheduled times

ﺟﻨﺎزﻩ ﻫﺎی ﺧﻮﺷـﺒﺨﺖ
ﺟﻨﺎزﻩ ﻫﺎی ﻣﻠﻮل
ﺟﻨﺎزﻩ ﻫﺎی ﺳﺎﮐﺖ ﻣﺘﻔﮑﺮ
 ﺧﻮش،ﺟﻨﺎزﻩ ﻫﺎی ﺧﻮش ﺑﺮﺧﻮرد
 ﺧﻮش ﺧﻮراک،ﭘﻮش
در اﯾﺴـﺘﮕﺎﻫﻬﺎی وﻗﳤﺎی ﻣﻌﲔ
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And in the dubious backdrop of temporary
lights
And the lust for buying futility’s rotten
fruits …
Ah,
How many people at intersections worry
about accidents
And this sound of whistles to stop at the
very instant when
A man must, must, must
Be crushed beneath the wheels of time
A man passing by the soaked trees …
Where do I come from?

و در زﻣﯿﻨﮥ ﻣﺸﮑﻮک ﻧﻮرﻫﺎی ﻣﻮﻗﺖ
و ﺷﻬﻮت ﺧﺮﯾﺪ ﻣﯿﻮﻩ ﻫﺎی ﻓﺎﺳﺪ ﺑﳱﻮدﮔﯽ
…

،ا ٓﻩ
ﭼﻪ ﻣﺮدﻣﺎﱏ در ﭼﺎرراﻩ ﻫﺎ ﻧﮕﺮان
ﺣﻮادﺛﻨﺪ
و اﯾﻦ ﺻﺪای ﺳﻮﲥﺎی ﺗﻮﻗﻒ
 ﯾﺪ، ﯾﺪ،در ﳊﻈﻪ ای ﮐﻪ ﯾﺪ
ﻣﺮدی ﺑﻪ زﯾﺮ ﭼﺮﺧﻬﺎی زﻣﺎن  ﺷﻮد
ﻣﺮدی ﮐﻪ از ﮐﻨﺎر درﺧﺘﺎن ﺧﯿﺲ ﻣﯽ
… ﮔﺬرد
ﻣﻦ از ﮐﺠﺎ ﻣﯽ ا ٓﱘ؟

I told my mother: “It is all over now”
I said: “It always happens before you think
We should send the newspaper an
obituary”

“ ”دﯾﮕﺮ ﲤﺎم ﺷﺪ:ﺑﻪ ﻣﺎدرم ﮔﻔﱲ
”ﳘﯿﺸﻪ ﭘﯿﺶ از ا ٓﻧﮑﻪ ﻓﮑﺮ ﮐﲎ:ﮔﻔﱲ
اﺗﻔﺎق ﻣﯽ اﻓﺘﺪ
“.ﯾﺪ ﺑﺮای روزﻣﻪ ﺗﺴﻠﯿﱴ ﺑﻔﺮﺳﺘﲓ

Greetings O queerness of loneliness
I surrender the room to you
For the dark clouds are always
The prophets of fresh verses (signs) of
puriﬁcation
And in a candle’s martyrdom
There lies an incandescent secret
Which the last and the tallest ﬂame knows
well

ﺳﻼم ای ﻏﺮاﺑﺖ ﺗﳯﺎﱙ
اق را ﺑﻪ ﺗﻮ ﺗﺴﻠﲓ ﻣﯽ ﮐﲌ
ﭼﺮا ﮐﻪ اﺑﺮﻫﺎی ﺗﲑﻩ ﳘﯿﺸﻪ
ﭘﯿﻐﻤﱪان ا ٓﯾﻪ ﻫﺎی زۀ ﺗﻄﻬﻧﲑﺪ
و در ﺷﻬﺎدت ﯾﮏ ﴰﻊ
راز ﻣﻨﻮری ﺳﺖ ﮐﻪ ا ٓن را
ا ٓن ا ٓﺧﺮﯾﻦ و ا ٓن ﮐﺸـﯿﺪﻩ ﺗﺮﯾﻦ ﺷﻌ
ﺧﻮب ﻣﯽ داﻧﺪ

Let us believe
Let us believe in the beginning of the cold
season
Let us believe in the ruins of imagination’s
gardens
In the idle overturned scythes
And the incarcerated seeds
Look how it is snowing …

اﳝﺎن ﺑﯿﺎورﱘ
اﳝﺎن ﺑﯿﺎورﱘ ﺑﻪ ا ٓﻏﺎز ﻓﺼﻞ ﴎد
اﳝﺎن ﺑﯿﺎورﱘ ﺑﻪ وﯾﺮاﻧﻪ ﻫﺎی ﻏﻬﺎی ﲣﯿﻞ
ﺑﻪ داﺳﻬﺎی واژﮔﻮن ﺷﺪۀ ﺑﯿﲀر
و داﻧﻪ ﻫﺎی ﻧزﺪاﱏ
… ﻧﮕﺎﻩ ﮐﻦ ﮐﻪ ﭼﻪ ﺑﺮﰱ ﻣﯽ رد

Appendix: Farrokhzad’s Poems Discussed in the Text

Perhaps the truth was those two young
hands, those two young hands
Buried beneath the incessant falling of
snow
And the next year, when spring
Mates with the sky behind the window
And within its body burst forth
Green fountains of lightweight stems
They will blossom O friend, O most unique
friend
Let us believe in the beginning of the cold
season …

Window
One window for seeing
One window for hearing
One window that like the shaft of a well
Reaches in its depths to the heart of the
earth
And opens towards the expanse of this blue
recurring kindness
One window overﬂowing
The little hands of solitude
With the nocturnal generosity of the
bountiful stars’ perfume
And thence one can invite the sun
To the exile of geraniums
One window is enough for me
I come from the land of dolls
From beneath the shadows of paper trees
In the garden of a picture book
From the arid seasons of the barren
experiences of friendship and love
In the dusty alleys of innocence

|

297

،ﺷﺎﯾﺪ ﺣﻘﯿﻘﺖ ا ٓن دو دﺳﺖ ﺟﻮان ﺑﻮد
ا ٓن دو دﺳﺖ ﺟﻮان
ﮐﻪ زﯾﺮ رش ﯾﮑﺮﯾﺰ ﺑﺮف ﻣﺪﻓﻮن ﺷﺪ
 وﻗﱴ ﲠﺎر،و ﺳﺎل دﯾﮕﺮ
 ا ٓﺳﲈن ﭘﺸﺖ ﭘﻨﺠﺮﻩ ﳘﺨﻮاﺑﻪ ﻣﯽ ﺷﻮد
و در ﺗﻨﺶ ﻓﻮران ﻣﯽ ﮐﻨﻨﺪ
ﻓﻮارﻩ ﻫﺎی ﺳﱫ ﺳﺎﻗﻪ ﻫﺎی ﺳـﺒﮑﺒﺎر
 ای ﯾﮕﺎﻧﻪ،ﺷﮑﻮﻓﻪ ﺧﻮاﻫﺪ داد ای ر
ﺗﺮﯾﻦ ر
… اﳝﺎن ﺑﯿﺎورﱘ ﺑﻪ ا ٓﻏﺎز ﻓﺼﻞ ﴎد

ﭘﻨﺠﺮﻩ
ﯾﮏ ﭘﻨﺠﺮﻩ ﺑﺮای دﯾﺪن
ﯾﮏ ﭘﻨﺠﺮﻩ ﺑﺮای ﺷﻨﯿﺪن
ﯾﮏ ﭘﻨﺠﺮﻩ ﮐﻪ ﻣﺜﻞ ﺣﻠﻘﮥ ﭼﺎﻫﯽ
در اﻧﳤﺎی ﺧﻮد ﺑﻪ ﻗﻠﺐ زﻣﲔ ﻣﯽ رﺳﺪ
و ز ﻣﯽ ﺷﻮد ﺑﻪ ﺳﻮی وﺳﻌﺖ اﯾﻦ
ﺮﱏ ﻣﮑﺮر ا ٓﰉ رﻧﮓ
ﯾﮏ ﭘﻨﺠﺮﻩ ﮐﻪ دﺳـﳤﺎی ﮐﻮﭼﮏ ﺗﳯﺎﱙ را
از ﲞﺸﺶ ﺷـﺒﺎﻧﮥ ﻋﻄﺮ ﺳـﺘﺎرﻩ ﻫﺎی ﮐﺮﱘ
ﴎﺷﺎر ﻣﯽ ﮐﻨﺪ
و ﻣﯽ ﺷﻮد از ا ٓﳒﺎ
ﺧﻮرﺷـﯿﺪ را ﺑﻪ ﻏﺮﺑﺖ ﮔﻠﻬﺎی ﴰﻌﺪاﱏ
ﲈن ﮐﺮد
ﯾﮏ ﭘﻨﺠﺮﻩ ﺑﺮای ﻣﻦ ﰷﰱ ﺳﺖ
ﻣﻦ از در ﻋﺮوﺳﮑﻬﺎ ﻣﯽ ا ٓﱘ
از زﯾﺮ ﺳﺎﯾﻪ ﻫﺎی درﺧﺘﺎن ﰷﻏﺬی
در غ ﯾﮏ ﮐﺘﺎب ﻣﺼﻮر
از ﻓﺼﻠﻬﺎی ﺧﺸﮏ ﲡﺮﺑﻪ ﻫﺎی ﻋﻘﲓ
دوﺳـﱴ و ﻋﺸﻖ
در ﮐﻮﭼﻪ ﻫﺎی ﺧﺎﰽ ﻣﻌﺼﻮﻣﯿﺖ
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From the growing years of the pallid letters
of the alphabet
Behind the desks of tubercular school
From the moment the children could write
The word “stone” on the board
And the startled starlings ﬂew oﬀ the
ancient tree

از ﺳﺎﻟﻬﺎی رﺷﺪ ﺣﺮوف ﭘﺮﯾﺪﻩ رﻧﮓ اﻟﻔﺒﺎ
در ﭘﺸﺖ ﻣﲒﻫﺎی ﻣﺪرﺳﮥ ﻣﺴﻠﻮل
از ﳊﻈﻪ ای ﮐﻪ ﻪ ﻫﺎ ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺘﻨﺪ
ﺑﺮ روی ﲣﺘﻪ ﺣﺮف ”ﺳـﻨﮓ“ را
ﺑﻨﻮﯾﺴـﻨﺪ
و ﺳﺎرﻫﺎی ﴎاﺳـﳰﻪ از درﺧﺖ ﮐﻬﻨﺴﺎل
ﭘﺮ زدﻧﺪ

I come from among the roots of
carnivorous plants
And my brain is still brimming
With the terriﬁed cry of a butterﬂy
Cruciﬁed
With a pin to a notebook

ﻣﻦ از ﻣﯿﺎن رﯾﺸﻪ ﻫﺎی ﮔﯿﺎﻫﺎن
ﮔﻮﺷـﺘﺨﻮار ﻣﯽ ا ٓﱘ
و ﻣﻐﺰ ﻣﻦ ﻫﻨﻮز
ﻟﱪﯾﺰ از ﺻﺪای وﺣﺸﺖ ﭘﺮواﻧﻪ ای ﺳﺖ
ﮐﻪ او را
در دﻓﱰی ﺑﻪ ﺳـﻨﺠﺎﰵ
ﻣﺼﻠﻮب ﮐﺮدﻩ ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ

When my trust was hanging from the slack
rope of justice
And through the entire city
They were tearing my lamp’s heart into
shreds
When they were blindfolding my love’s
childish eyes
With the dark kerchief of law
And from the agitated temples of my desire
The blood jets were spurting out
When my life was nothing any longer
Nothing but the tick tock of a wall clock
I realized that I must, I must, I must
Love madly
One window is enough for me,
One window into the moment of
consciousness, seeing, and silence
Now the walnut sapling has grown tall
enough
To deﬁne
The meaning of wall to its young leaves

وﻗﱴ ﮐﻪ اﻋد ﻣﻦ از رﯾﺴﲈن ﺳﺴﺖ
ﻋﺪاﻟﺖ ا ٓوﯾﺰان ﺑﻮد
و در ﲤﺎم ﺷﻬﺮ
ﻗﻠﺐ ﭼﺮاﻏﻬﺎی ﻣﺮا ﺗﮑﻪ ﺗﮑﻪ ﻣﯽ ﮐﺮدﻧﺪ
وﻗﱴ ﮐﻪ ﭼﺸﻤﻬﺎی ﮐﻮدﰷﻧﮥ ﻋﺸﻖ ﻣﺮا
 دﺳـل ﺗﲑۀ ﻗﺎﻧﻮن ﻣﯽ ﺑﺴﺘﻨﺪ
و از ﺷﻘﯿﻘﻪ ﻫﺎی ﻣﻀﻄﺮب ا ٓرزوی ﻣﻦ
ﻓﻮارﻩ ﻫﺎی ﺧﻮن ﺑﻪ ﺑﲑون ﻣﯽ ﭘﺎﺷـﯿﺪ
وﻗﱴ ﮐﻪ ﻧزﺪﮔﯽ ﻣﻦ دﯾﮕﺮ
 ﻫﯿﭻ ﭼﲒ ﲜﺰ ﺗﯿﮏ ک،ﭼﲒی ﻧﺒﻮد
ﺳﺎﻋﺖ دﯾﻮاری
 ﯾﺪ، ﯾﺪ، ﯾﺪ،درﻓﱲ
دﯾﻮاﻧﻪ وار دوﺳﺖ ﺑﺪارم
ﯾﮏ ﭘﻨﺠﺮﻩ ﺑﺮای ﻣﻦ ﰷﰱ ﺳﺖ
ﯾﮏ ﭘﻨﺠﺮﻩ ﺑﻪ ﳊﻈﮥ ا ٓﮔﺎﻫﯽ و ﻧﮕﺎﻩ و
ﺳﮑﻮت
اﮐﻨﻮن ﳖﺎل ﮔﺮدو
ا ٓﻧﻘﺪر ﻗﺪ ﮐﺸـﯿﺪﻩ ﮐﻪ دﯾﻮار را ﺑﺮای
ﺑﺮﮔﻬﺎی ﺟﻮاﻧﺶ
ﻣﻌﲎ ﮐﻨﺪ

Appendix: Farrokhzad’s Poems Discussed in the Text
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Ask the mirror
The name of your saviour
Isn’t the earth trembling beneath your feet
Lonelier than you?
The prophets brought with them into our
century
The mission of destruction
Are these constant explosions
And poisonous clouds,
The echoes of Holy Scriptures?
O friend, O brother, O blood fellow
When you reach the moon
Inscribe the date of the ﬂowers’ massacre

از ا ٓﯾﻨﻪ ﺑﭙﺮس
م ﳒﺎت دﻫﻨﺪﻩ ات را
ا ٓ زﻣﲔ ﮐﻪ زﯾﺮ ﭘﺎی ﺗﻮ ﻣﯽ ﻟﺮزد
ﺗﳯﺎ ﺗﺮ از ﺗﻮ ﻧﯿﺴﺖ؟
 رﺳﺎﻟﺖ وﯾﺮاﱏ را،ﭘﯿﻐﻤﱪان
 ﺧﻮد ﺑﻪ ﻗﺮن ﻣﺎ ا ٓوردﻧﺪ
اﯾﻦ اﻧﻔﺠﺎرﻫﺎی ﭘﯿﺎﭘـﯽ
،و اﺑﺮﻫﺎی ﻣﺴﻤﻮم
ا ٓ ﻃﻨﲔ ا ٓﯾﻪ ﻫﺎی ﻣﻘﺪس ﻫﺴﺘﻨﺪ؟
 ای ﳘﺨﻮن، ای ﺑﺮادر،ای دوﺳﺖ
وﻗﱴ ﺑﻪ ﻣﺎﻩ رﺳـﯿﺪی
رﱗ ﻗﺘﻞ ﻋﺎم ﮔﻠﻬﺎ را ﺑﻨﻮﯾﺲ

Dreams always fall
From the heights of their naïveté and die
I smell a four-leaf clover
Sprouting upon the grave of archaic
concepts
Was the woman who mouldered to dust in
the shroud of her expectation and
chastity my youth?
Will I ever again climb the stairs of my
curiosity
To greet the good God pacing on my roof?

ﳘﯿﺸﻪ ﺧﻮاﲠﺎ
از ارﺗﻔﺎع ﺳﺎدﻩ ﻟﻮ ﺧﻮد ﭘﺮت ﻣﯽ
ﺷﻮﻧﺪ و ﻣﯽ ﻣﻧﲑﺪ
ﻣﻦ ﺷـﺒﺪر ﭼﻬﺎرﭘﺮی را ﻣﯽ ﺑﻮﱘ
ﮐﻪ روی ﮔﻮر ﻣﻔﺎﻫﲓ ﮐﻬﻨﻪ روﯾﯿﺪﻩ ﺳﺖ
ا ٓ زﱏ ﮐﻪ در ﮐﻔﻦ اﻧﺘﻈﺎر و ﻋﺼﻤﺖ
ﺧﻮد ﺧﺎک ﺷﺪ ﺟﻮاﱏ ﻣﻦ ﺑﻮد؟
ا ٓ دورﻩ ﻣﻦ از ﭘ ﻫﺎی ﮐﻨﺠﲀوی
ﺧﻮد ﻻ ﺧﻮاﱒ رﻓﺖ
 ﮐﻪ در ﭘﺸﺖ م، ﺑﻪ ﺧﺪای ﺧﻮب
 ﺳﻼم ﺑﮕﻮﱘ؟،ﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﻗﺪم ﻣﯽ ﻧزﺪ

I sense that time has passed
I sense that from the leaves of history “the
moment” is my share
I sense that the table is a false distance
between my tresses and this sorrowful
stranger’s hands

ﺣﺲ ﻣﯽ ﮐﲌ ﮐﻪ وﻗﺖ ﮔﺬﺷـﺘﻪ ﺳﺖ
ﺣﺲ ﻣﯽ ﮐﲌ ﮐﻪ ”ﳊﻈﻪ“ ﺳﻬﻢ ﻣﻦ از
ﺑﺮﮔﻬﺎی ﺗﻘﻮﱘ اﺳﺖ
ﺣﺲ ﻣﯽ ﮐﲌ ﮐﻪ ﻣﲒ ﻓﺎﺻﻠﮥ ﰷذﰉ ﺳﺖ
در ﻣﯿﺎن ﮔﯿﺴﻮان ﻣﻦ و دﺳـﳤﺎی
اﯾﻦ ﻏﺮﯾﺒﮥ ﲽﮕﲔ

Say something to me
What does the one oﬀering you a living
body’s kindness want in return
Other than the sensation of being alive?

ﺣﺮﰱ ﺑﻪ ﻣﻦ ﺑﺰن
ا ٓ ﮐﴗ ﮐﻪ ﺮﱏ ﯾﮏ ﺟﺴﻢ ﻧزﺪﻩ را ﺑﻪ
ﺗﻮ ﻣﯽ ﲞﺸﺪ
ﺟﺰ درک ﺣﺲ ﻧزﺪﻩ ﺑﻮدن از ﺗﻮ ﭼﻪ ﻣﯽ
ﺧﻮاﻫﺪ؟
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Say something to me
I am in the window’s shelter
I have relation with the sun

ﺣﺮﰱ ﺑﻪ ﻣﻦ ﺑﺰن
ﻣﻦ در ﭘﻨﺎﻩ ﭘﻨﺠﺮﻩ ام
 ا ٓﻓﺘﺎب راﺑﻄﻪ دارم

