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Poems of complaint
What my soul was like
My teeth are all worn down and falling out.
They weren’t just teeth, they were as bright light,
Rows of white silver, coral and pearl,
Bright as raindrops or morning star against night.
They have all worn down, each in its turn.
Such bad luck! The bad luck known as Saturn’s.
Was it Saturn or the long years? I will
Tell you what: It was surely divine will.
The world’s like an eye, round and rolling,
Ruled by an axiom, the cycles revolving.
It’s the cure that alleviates our pain, or
The pain yet again supplanting the cure.
It makes old what was new, rejuvenates
What’s been worn down with the years and with age.
Many lush gardens are dry deserts now,
And lush gardens grow where desert once sprawled.
My dark-haired beauty, you can’t possibly know,
What shape I was in a long time ago!
You can stroke your lover with your curls,
But never saw him with curls of his own.
The days are past when his skin was silken-soft.
The days are past when his hair was raven-dark.
Beauty and charm were once his darling guests,
Guests who will not come back, nontheless.
There were many beauties who bewildered all,
And their beauty always bewildered my eyes.
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ﻣﺮاﺑﺴﻮد و ﻓﺮو رﻳﺨﺖ هﺮﭼﻪ دﻧﺪان ﺑﻮد
ﻧﺒﻮد دﻧﺪان ﻻﺑﻞ ﭼﺮاغ ﺗﺎﺑﺎن ﺑﻮد
ﺳﭙﻴﺪ ﺳﻴﻢ ردﻩ ﺑﻮد در و ﻣﺮﺟﺎن ﺑﻮد
ﺳﺘﺎرﻩ ﺳﺤﺮﯼ ﺑﻮد و ﻗﻄﺮﻩ ﺑﺎران ﺑﻮد
ﻳﻜﯽ ﻧﻤﺎﻧﺪ آﻨﻮن زان هﻤﻪ ،ﺑﺴﻮد و ﺑﺮﻳﺨﺖ
ﭼﻪ ﻧﺤﺲ ﺑﻮد هﻤﺎﻧﺎ آﻪ ﻧﺤﺲ آﻴﻮان ﺑﻮد
ﻧﻪ ﻧﺤﺲ آﻴﻮان ﺑﻮد و ﻧﻪ روزﮔﺎر دراز
ﭼﻮ ﺑﻮد ﻣﻨﺖ ﺑﮕﻮﻳﻢ ﻗﻀﺎﯼ ﻳﺰدان ﺑﻮد
ﺟﻬﺎن هﻤﻴﺸﻪ ﭼﻮ ﭼﻨﻴﻦ ﮔﺮد ﮔﺮدان اﺳﺖ
هﻤﻴﺸﻪ ﺗﺎ ﺑﻮد ﺁﻳﻴﻦ ﮔﺮد ،ﮔﺮدان ﺑﻮد
هﻤﺎن آﻪ درﻣﺎن ﺑﺎﺷﺪ ،ﺑﻪ ﺟﺎﯼ درد ﺷﻮد
و ﺑﺎز درد ،هﻤﺎن آﺰ ﻧﺨﺴﺖ درﻣﺎن ﺑﻮد
آﻬﻦ آﻨﺪ ﺑﻪ زﻣﺎﻧﯽ هﻤﺎن آﺠﺎ ﻧﻮ ﺑﻮد
و ﻧﻮ آﻨﺪ ﺑﻪ زﻣﺎﻧﯽ هﻤﺎن آﻪ ﺧﻠﻘﺎن ﺑﻮد
ﺑﺴﺎ ﺷﻜﺴﺘﻪ ﺑﻴﺎﺑﺎن آﻪ ﺑﺎغ ﺧﺮم ﺑﻮد
و ﺑﺎغ ﺧﺮم ﮔﺸﺖ ﺁن آﺠﺎ ﺑﻴﺎﺑﺎن ﺑﻮد
هﻤﯽ ﭼﻪ داﻧﯽ اﯼ ﻣﺎهﺮوﯼ ﻣﺸﻜﻴﻦ ﻣﻮﯼ
آﻪ ﺣﺎل ﺑﻨﺪﻩ ازﻳﻦ ﭘﻴﺶ ﺑﺮﭼﻪ ﺳﺎﻣﺎن ﺑﻮد
ﺑﻪ زﻟﻒ ﭼﻮﮔﺎن ﻧﺎزش هﻤﯽ آﻨﯽ ﺗﻮ ﺑﺪو
ﻧﺪﻳﺪﯼ ﺁﻧﮕﻪ او را آﻪ زﻟﻒ ﭼﻮﮔﺎن ﺑﻮد
ﺷﺪ ﺁن زﻣﺎﻧﻪ آﻪ روﻳﺶ ﺑﺴﺎن دﻳﺒﺎ ﺑﻮد
ﺷﺪ ﺁن زﻣﺎﻧﻪ آﻪ ﻣﻮﻳﺶ ﺑﺴﺎن ﻗﻄﺮان ﺑﻮد
ﭼﻨﺎن آﻪ ﺧﻮﺑﯽ ،ﻣﻬﻤﺎن و دوﺳﺖ ﺑﻮد ﻋﺰﻳﺰ
ﺑﺸﺪ آﻪ ﺑﺎزﻧﻴﺎﻣﺪ ،ﻋﺰﻳﺰ ﻣﻬﻤﺎن ﺑﻮد
ﺑﺴﺎ ﻧﮕﺎرآﻪ ﺣﻴﺮان ﺑﺪﯼ ﺑﺪو درﭼﺸﻢ
ﺑﻪ روﯼ او درﭼﺸﻤﻢ هﻤﻴﺸﻪ ﺣﻴﺮان ﺑﻮد
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Gone are the days when he was happy,
When joy was plentiful and sorrow was slight.
When he found Turks with pomegranate breasts,
He appraised and counted out the dirhems.
Many a lovely slave girl sought him out
And came to him by night, hidden from all,
Who dared not come to him by light of day,
For fear of their masters and fear of jail.
Costly was the wine and each lovely face,
But they were always inexpensive for me,
For my heart was a treasury of riches,
Of words we call Love and Poetry.
I was happy, my soul was a meadow
Filled with joy, never having known sorrow.
My songs served to soften many a soul
That before was hard and heavy as stone.
My eyes watched for sweet, delicate curls,
My ears listened to the words of the wise.
No wife, no child, and no expenses,
I was weighed down by none of these burdens.
My sweet, you’ve seen only Rudaki of late,
You never saw him in his greater state,
Never saw him when he used to tell tales
And sang songs that rivaled the nightingales’.
He’s no longer the friend of nobles. The days
Are past when he was favored by princes.
At the king’s court, his volumes of verse
Were held in high esteem, when he held sway.
Gone are the days when everyone knew his lines
And he was the poet of Khorāsān.
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ﺷﺪ ﺁن زﻣﺎﻧﻪ آﻪ او ﺷﺎد ﺑﻮد و ﺧﺮم ﺑﻮد
ﻧﺸﺎط او ﺑﻪ ﻓﺰون ﺑﻮد و ﺑﻴﻢ ﻧﻘﺼﺎن ﺑﻮد
هﻤﯽ ﺧﺮﻳﺪ و هﻤﯽ ﺳﺨﺖ ﺑﯽ ﺷﻤﺎر درم
ﺑﻪ ﺷﻬﺮ هﺮ آﻪ ﻳﻜﯽ ﺗﺮك ﻧﺎر ﭘﺴﺘﺎن ﺑﻮد
ﺑﺴﺎ آﻨﻴﺰك ﻧﻴﻜﻮآﻪ ﻣﻴﻞ داﺷﺖ ﺑﺪو
ﺑﻪ ﺷﺐ ز ﻳﺎرﯼ او ﻧﺰد ﺟﻤﻠﻪ ﭘﻨﻬﺎن ﺑﻮد
ﺑﻪ روز ﭼﻮن آﻪ ﻧﻴﺎرﺳﺖ ﺷﺪ ﺑﻪ دﻳﺪن او
ﻧﻬﻴﺐ ﺧﻮاﺟﮥ او ﺑﻮد و ﺑﻴﻢ زﻧﺪان ﺑﻮد
ﻧﺒﻴﺬ روﺷﻦ و دﻳﺪار ﺧﻮب و روﯼ ﻟﻄﻴﻒ
اﮔﺮ ﮔﺮان ﺑﺪ ،زﯼ ﻣﻦ هﻤﻴﺸﻪ ارزان ﺑﻮد
دﻟﻢ ﺧﺰاﻧﻪء ﭘﺮﮔﻨﺞ ﺑﻮد و ﮔﻨﺞ ﺳﺨﻦ
ﻧﺸﺎن ﻧﺎﻣﻪء ﻣﺎ ﻣﻬﺮ و ﺷﻌﺮ ﻋﻨﻮان ﺑﻮد
هﻤﻴﺸﻪ ﺷﺎد و ﻧﺪاﻧﺴﺘﻤﯽ آﻪ ﻏﻢ ﭼﻪ ﺑﻮد
دﻟﻢ ﻧﺸﺎط وﻃﺮب را ﻓﺮاخ ﻣﻴﺪان ﺑﻮد
ﺑﺴﺎ دﻻ ،آﻪ ﺑﺴﺎن ﺣﺮﻳﺮآﺮدﻩ ﺑﻪ ﺷﻌﺮ
از ﺁن ﭘﺲ آﻪ ﺑﻪ آﺮدار ﺳﻨﮓو ﺳﻨﺪان ﺑﻮد
هﻤﻴﺸﻪ ﭼﺸﻤﻢ زﯼ زﻟﻔﻜﺎن ﭼﺎﺑﻚ ﺑﻮد
هﻤﻴﺸﻪ ﮔﻮﺷﻢ زﯼ ﻣﺮدم ﺳﺨﻨﺪان ﺑﻮد
ﻋﻴﺎل ﻧﻪ ،زن و ﻓﺮزﻧﺪ ﻧﻪ ،ﻣﻌﻮﻧﺖ ﻧﻪ
ازﻳﻦ هﻤﻪ ﺗﻨﻢ ﺁﺳﻮدﻩ ﺑﻮد و ﺁﺳﺎن ﺑﻮد
ﺗﻮ رودآﯽ را ،اﯼ ﻣﺎهﺮو ،ﮐﻨﻮن ﺑﻴﻨﯽ
ﺑﺪان زﻣﺎﻧﻪ ﻧﺪﻳﺪﯼ آﻪ اﻳﻦ ﭼﻨﻴﻨﺎن ﺑﻮد
ﺑﺪان زﻣﺎﻧﻪ ﻧﺪﻳﺪﯼ آﻪ در ﺟﻬﺎن رﻓﺘﯽ
ﺳﺮود ﮔﻮﻳﺎن ،ﮔﻮﻳﯽ هﺰاردﺳﺘﺎن ﺑﻮد
ﺷﺪ ﺁن زﻣﺎن آﻪ ﺑﻪ او اﻧﺲ رادﻣﺮدان ﺑﻮد
ﺷﺪ ﺁن زﻣﺎﻧﻪ آﻪ او ﭘﻴﺸﻜﺎر ﻣﻴﺮان ﺑﻮد
هﻤﻴﺸﻪ ﺷﻌﺮ ورا زﯼ ﻣﻠﻮك دﻳﻮان اﺳﺖ
هﻤﻴﺸﻪ ﺷﻌﺮ ورا زﯼ ﻣﻠﻮك دﻳﻮان ﺑﻮد
ﺷﺪ ﺁن زﻣﺎﻧﻪ آﻪ ﺷﻌﺮش هﻤﻪ ﺟﻬﺎن ﺑﻨﻮﺷﺖ
ﺷﺪ ﺁن زﻣﺎﻧﻪ آﻪ او ﺷﺎﻋﺮ ﺧﺮاﺳﺎن ﺑﻮد
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When the noble dehqan33 was still of this world,
I received much gifts and silver at his house.
However came honor and riches for some,
For him they came from the house of Sāmān:34
Forty thousand from the Amir of Khorāsān,
Another five from the Amir of Mākān.35
And from his retinue eight thousand for me.
Life was good then. Those were the days.
When my words fell on the Amir’s ears,
He gave generously, as did the others.
But times have changed, so have I. Bring me my staff.
It’s time for the cane and the beggar’s purse.

33

A prominent landowner.
The house of Sāmān refers to the Sāmānids who ruled Khorāsān in the 10th
century.
35
Amir of Mākān refers to Mākān-e Kāki (d. 945) who ruled part of Tabarestān.
34
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آﺠﺎ ﺑﻪ ﮔﻴﺘﯽ ﺑﻮدﺳﺖ ﻧﺎﻣﻮر دهﻘﺎن
ﻣﺮا ﺑﻪ ﺧﺎﻧﮥ او ﺳﻴﻢ ﺑﻮد و ﺣﻤﻼن ﺑﻮد
آﺮا ﺑﺰرﮔﯽ و ﻧﻌﻤﺖ زاﻳﻦ و ﺁن ﺑﻮدﯼ
ورا ﺑﺰرﮔﯽ و ﻧﻌﻤﺖ ز ﺁل ﺳﺎﻣﺎن ﺑﻮد
ﺑﺪاد ﻣﻴﺮ ﺧﺮاﺳﺎﻧﺶ ﭼﻞ هﺰار درم
درو ﻓﺰوﻧﯽ ،ﻳﻚ ﭘﻨﺞ ﻣﻴﺮ ﻣﺎآﺎن ﺑﻮد
ز اوﻟﻴﺎش ﭘﺮاﮔﻨﺪﻩ ﻧﻴﺰ هﺸﺖ هﺰار
ﺑﻪ ﻣﻦ رﺳﻴﺪ ،ﺑﺪان وﻗﺖ ،ﺣﺎل ﺧﻮب ﺁن ﺑﻮد
ﭼﻮ ﻣﻴﺮ دﻳﺪ ﺳﺨﻦ ،داد داد ﻣﺮدﯼ ﺧﻮﻳﺶ
ز اوﻟﻴﺎش ﭼﻨﺎن آﺰ اﻣﻴﺮ ﻓﺮﻣﺎن ﺑﻮد
آﻨﻮن زﻣﺎﻧﻪ دﮔﺮ ﮔﺸﺖ و ﻣﻦ دﮔﺮ ﮔﺸﺘﻢ
ﻋﺼﺎ ﺑﻴﺎر ،آﻪ وﻗﺖ ﻋﺼﺎ و اﻧﺒﺎن ﺑﻮد

