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Nature poems
Spring
A lush spring has arrived, colorful and effervescent,
With thousands of delights and decorations.
It is fair that the old man becomes young,
In a world that supplants old age with youth.
The mighty heavens have fielded an army:
An army of dark clouds led by the zephyr,
Lightning its artillery, thunder its drummer.
I have seen a thousand armies, never so fierce.
Look at that cloud, how it cries like a grieving man,
Thunder moans like a lover with a broken heart.
Now and then the sun peeks from behind the clouds
Like a prisoner hiding from the guard.
The world, which had been in pain for some time,
Has found a cure in this jasmine-scented wind.
A shower of musk streams down in waves,
On leaves, a cover of shiny new silk.
Snow covered crevices now bear roses.
Streams that had been dry now swell with water.
Upon the field, thunder howls like the wind.
Lightning cracks its whip from among the clouds.
On the meadow, a distant tulip smiles
Like the henna-painted nails of a bride.
The nightingale sings from the willow;
The starling answers from the cypress tree;
The ringdove’s old song echoes from the cypress;
The nightingale serenades the red rose.
Now, drink wine. Now, be happy.
Now is the time for lovers.
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ﺁﻣﺪ ﺑﻬﺎر ﺧﺮم ﺑﺎ رﻧﮓ و ﺑﻮﯼ ﻃﻴﺐ
ﺑﺎ ﺻﺪ هﺰار ﻧﺰهﺖ و ﺁراﻳﺶ ﻋﺠﻴﺐ
ﺷﺎﻳﺪ آﻪ ﻣﺮد ﭘﻴﺮ ﺑﺪﻳﻦ ﮔﻪ ﺷﻮد ﺟﻮان
ﮔﻴﺘﯽ ﺑﺪﻳﻞ ﻳﺎﻓﺖ ﺷﺒﺎب از ﭘﺲ ﻣﺸﻴﺐ
ﭼﺮخ ﺑﺰرﮔﻮار ﻳﻜﯽ ﻟﺸﻜﺮﯼ ﺑﻜﺮد
ﻟﺸﻜﺮش اﺑﺮ ﺗﻴﺮﻩ و ﺑﺎد ﺻﺒﺎ ﻧﻘﻴﺐ
ﻧﻔﺎط ﺑﺮق روﺷﻦ و ﺗﻨﺪرش ﻃﺒﻞ زن
دﻳﺪم هﺰار ﺧﻴﻞ و ﻧﺪﻳﺪم ﭼﻨﻴﻦ ﻣﻬﻴﺐ
ﺁن اﺑﺮ ﺑﻴﻦ آﻪ ﮔﺮﻳﺪ ﭼﻮن ﻣﺮد ﺳﻮآﻮار
و ﺁن رﻋﺪ ﺑﻴﻦ آﻪ ﻧﺎﻟﺪ ﭼﻮن ﻋﺎﺷﻖ آﺌﻴﺐ
ﺧﻮرﺷﻴﺪ را ز اﺑﺮ دﻣﺪ روﯼ ﮔﺎﻩﮔﺎﻩ
ﭼﻮ ﻧﺎن ﺣﺼﺎرﻳﯽ آﻪ ﮔﺬر دارد از رﻗﻴﺐ
ﻳﻚ ﭼﻨﺪ روزﮔﺎر ،ﺟﻬﺎن دردﻣﻨﺪ ﺑﻮد
ﺑﻪ ﺷﺪ آﻪ ﻳﺎﻓﺖ ﺑﻮﯼ ﺳﻤﻦ ﺑﺎد را ﻃﺒﻴﺐ
ﺑﺎران ﻣﺸﻜﺒﻮﯼ ﺑﺒﺎرﻳﺪ ﻧﻮ ﺑﻪ ﻧﻮ
وز ﺑﺮگ ﺑﺮ آﺸﻴﺪ ﻳﻜﯽ ﺣﻠﮥ ﻗﺼﻴﺐ
آﻨﺠﯽ آﻪ ﺑﺮف ﭘﻴﺶ هﻤﯽ داﺷﺖ ﮔﻞ ﮔﺮﻓﺖ
هﺮ ﺟﻮ ﻳﻜﯽ آﻪ ﺧﺸﻚ هﻤﯽ ﺑﻮد ﺷﺪ رﻃﻴﺐ
ﺗﻨﺪر ﻣﻴﺎن دﺷﺖ هﻤﯽ ﺑﺎد ﺑﺮدﻣﺪ
ﺑﺮق از ﻣﻴﺎن اﺑﺮ هﻤﯽ ﺑﺮآﺸﺪ ﻗﻀﻴﺐ
ﻻﻟﻪ ﻣﻴﺎن آﺸﺖ ﺑﺨﻨﺪد هﻤﯽ ز دور
ﭼﻮن ﭘﻨﺠﮥ ﻋﺮوس ﺑﻪ ﺣﻨﺎ ﺷﺪﻩ ﺧﻀﻴﺐ
ﺑﻠﺒﻞ هﻤﯽ ﺑﺨﻮاﻧﺪ در ﺷﺎﺧﺴﺎر ﺑﻴﺪ
ﺳﺎر از درﺧﺖ ﺳﺮو ﻣﺮاو را ﺷﺪﻩ ﻣﺠﻴﺐ
ﺻﻠﺼﻞ ﺑﻪ ﺳﺮو ﺑﻦ ﺑﺮ ،ﺑﺎ ﻧﻐﻤﮥ آﻬﻦ
ﺑﻠﺒﻞ ﺑﻪ ﺷﺎخ ﮔﻞ ﺑﺮ ،ﺑﺎ ﻟﺤﻨﻚ ﻏﺮﻳﺐ
اآﻨﻮن ﺧﻮرﻳﺪ ﺑﺎدﻩ و اآﻨﻮن زﻳﻴﺪ ﺷﺎد
آﺎآﻨﻮن َﺑ َﺮد ﻧﺼﻴﺐ ﺣﺒﻴﺐ از ﺑﺮ ﺣﺒﻴﺐ
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Choose the cup bearer and the wine. Drink. Sing
Like the starling or the nightingale.
Even though this young spring is a sight to see,
It pales before the pleasure of seeing my lord.
In your old age, as throughout your youth,
Everyone has always marveled at you.
You have had many dreams, and fulfilled them all.
You are the source of majesty, splendor and joy.
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ﺳﺎﻗﯽ ﮔﺰﻳﻦ و ﺑﺎدﻩ و ﻣﯽ ﺧﻮر ﺑﻪ ﺑﺎﻧﮓ زﻳﺮ
آﺰ آﺸﺖ ،ﺳﺎر ﻧﺎﻟﺪ و از ﺑﺎغ ،ﻋﻨﺪﻟﻴﺐ
هﺮ ﭼﻨﺪ ﻧﻮﺑﻬﺎر ﺟﻬﺎن اﺳﺖ ﺑﻪ ﭼﺸﻢ ﺧﻮب
دﻳﺪار ﺧﻮاﺟﻪ ﺧﻮب ﺗﺮ ،ﺁن ﻣﻬﺘﺮ ﺣﺴﻴﺐ
ﺷﻴﺐ ﺗﻮ ﺑﺎ ﻓﺮاز وﻓﺮاز ﺗﻮ ﺑﺎ ﻧﺸﻴﺐ
ﻓﺮزﻧﺪ ﺁدﻣﯽ ﺑﻪ ﺗﻮ اﻧﺪر ﺑﻪ ﺷﻴﺐ وﺗﻴﺐ
دﻳﺪﯼ ﺗﻮ رﻳﮋ و آﺎم ﺑﺪو اﻧﺪرون ﺑﺴﯽ
ﺑﺎرﻳﺪ آﺎن ﻣﻄﺮب ﺑﻮدﯼ ﺑﻪ ﻓ ّﺮ و زﻳﺐ

