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Rubā‘iyāt
I
Her hair, down, is a long dark night;
Parted: a pair of open claws.
Disentangled braids, through each twist and turn
Cast wave upon wave of Tarāzian musk.

II
Day raises its banner in your name.
The crescent moon is like your cup.
Destiny imitates your strong will.
Your charity is daily bread for all.

III
No one seeks me out but misfortune.
Only my fever asks about my health.
If I’m on the brink of death, no one spares
A drop of water, except my eyes.

IV
She came to me. Who? The beloved. When? At dawn.
Afraid of whom? The guardian. Who is that? Her father.
I gave her two kisses. Where? On her moist lips.
Lips? No. What, then? Carnelian. How was it? Like sugar.
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زﻟﻔﺶ ﺑﻜﺸﯽ ﺷﺐ دراز اﻧﺪازد
ور ﺑﮕﺸﺎﻳﯽ ﭼﻨﮕﻞ ﺑﺎز اﻧﺪازد
ور ﭘﻴﭻ و ﺧﻤﺶ ز ﻳﻚ دﮔﺮ ﺑﮕﺸﺎﻳﻨﺪ
داﻣﻦ داﻣﻦ ﻣﺸﻚ ﻃﺮاز اﻧﺪازد

ﭼﻮن روز ﻋﻠﻢ زﻧﺪ ﺑﻪ ﻧﺎﻣﺖ ﻣﺎﻧﺪ
ﭼﻮن ﻳﻚ ﺷﺒﻪ ﺷﺪ ﻣﺎﻩ ﺑﻪ ﺟﺎﻣﺖ ﻣﺎﻧﺪ
ﺗﻘﺪﻳﺮ ﺑﻪ ﻋﺰم ﺗﻴﺰ ﮔﺎﻣﺖ ﻣﺎﻧﺪ
روزﯼ ﺑﻪ ﻋﻄﺎ دادن ﻋﺎﻣﺖ ﻣﺎﻧﺪ

ﺟﺰ ﺣﺎدﺛﻪ هﺮﮔﺰ ﻃﻠﺒﻢ آﺲ ﻧﻜﻨﺪ
ﻳﻚ ﭘﺮﺳﺶ ﮔﺮم ﺟﺰ ﺗﺒﻢ آﺲ ﻧﻜﻨﺪ
ورﺟﺎن ﺑﻪ ﻟﺐ ﺁﻳﺪم ،ﺑﻪ ﺟﺰ ﻣﺮدم ﭼﺸﻢ
ﻳﻚ ﻗﻄﺮﻩ ﺁب ﺑﺮ ﻟﺒﻢ آﺲ ﻧﻜﻨﺪ

ﺁﻣﺪ ﺑﺮ ﻣﻦ ،آﻪ؟ ﻳﺎر ،آﯽ؟ وﻗﺖ ﺳﺤﺮ
ﺗﺮﺳﻨﺪﻩ ز آﻪ؟ ز ﺧﺼﻢ ،ﺧﺼﻤﺶ آﻪ؟ ﭘﺪر
دادﻣﺶ دو ﺑﻮﺳﻪ ،ﺑﺮ آﺠﺎ؟ ﺑﺮ ﻟﺐ ﺗﺮ
ﻟﺐ ُﺑﺪ؟ ﻧﻪ ،ﭼﻪ ُﺑﺪ؟ ﻋﻘﻴﻖ ،ﭼﻮن ُﺑﺪ؟ ﭼﻮ ﺷﻜﺮ
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V
Greedy one, don’t seek fruit in this orchard,
This two-door garden is full of willows.54
Don’t rest idle, the Gardener is behind you.55
Be still like the dirt, and pass like the wind.

VI
When you find me dead, my lips apart,
A shell empty of life, worn out by want,
Sit by my bedside and say, with charm:
“It is I who killed you, I regret it now.”

VII
People aren’t required to be generous and kind,
But they are required to be thankful for grace.
My lord bestows much that isn’t required of him.
How can I neglect what is required of me?

VIII
I eagerly place your letter before me.
Teardrops pattern the Pleiades on my shirt.
Replying, when I take pen in hand,
I want to fold my heart in the letter.

54
55

The two-door garden emphasizes the transience of life.
The Gardener is the Angel of Death.
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هﺎن ﺗﺸﻨﻪ ﺟﮕﺮ ،ﻣﺠﻮﯼ زﻳﻦ ﺑﺎغ ﺛﻤﺮ
ﺑﻴﺪﺳﺘﺎﻧﯽ اﺳﺖ اﻳﻦ رﻳﺎض ﺑﺪو در
ﺑﻴﻬﻮدﻩ ﻣﻤﺎن ،آﻪ ﺑﺎﻏﺒﺎﻧﺖ ﺑﻪ ﻗﻔﺎﺳﺖ
ﭼﻮن ﺧﺎك ﻧﺸﺴﺘﻪ ﮔﻴﺮ و ﭼﻮن ﺑﺎد ﮔﺬر

ﭼﻮن آﺸﺘﻪ ﺑﺒﻴﻨﯽام دو ﻟﺐ ﮔﺸﺘﻪ ﻓﺮاز
از ﺟﺎن ﺗﻬﯽ اﻳﻦ ﻗﺎﻟﺐ ﻓﺮﺳﻮدﻩ ﺑﻪ ﺁز
ﺑﺮ ﺑﺎﻟﻴﻨﻢ ﻧﺸﻴﻦ و ﻣﯽﮔﻮﯼ ﺑﻨﺎز
آﺎﯼ ﻣﻦ ﺗﻮ ﺑﻜﺸﺘﻪ و ﭘﺸﻴﻤﺎن ﺷﺪﻩ ﺑﺎز

واﺟﺐ ﻧﺒﻮد ﺑﻪ آﺲ ﺑﺮاﻓﻀﺎل و آﺮم
واﺟﺐ ﺑﺎﺷﺪ هﺮ ﺁﻳﻨﻪ ﺷﻜﺮ ﻧﻌﻢ
ﺗﻘﺼﻴﺮ ﻧﻜﺮد ﺧﻮاﺟﻪ در ﻧﺎواﺟﺐ
ﻣﻦ در واﺟﺐ ﭼﮕﻮﻧﻪ ﺗﻘﺼﻴﺮ آﻨﻢ

در ﭘﻴﺶ ﺧﻮد ﺁن ﻧﺎﻣﻪ ﭼﻮ ﺑﻠﻜﺎﻣﻪ ﻧﻬﻢ
ﭘﺮوﻳﻦ ز ﺳﺮﺷﻚ دﻳﺪﻩ ﺑﺮ ﺟﺎﻣﻪ ﻧﻬﻢ
ﺑﺮ ﭘﺎﺳﺦ ﺗﻮ ﭼﻮ دﺳﺖ ﺑﺮ ﺧﺎﻣﻪ ﻧﻬﻢ
ﺧﻮاهﻢ آﻪ دل اﻧﺪر ﺷﻜﻦ ﻧﺎﻣﻪ ﻧﻬﻢ
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IX
We’ve spread our rug in sorrow’s house,
Shed tears. Ours is a heart on fire.
We’ve endured the world’s tyrannies,
We, playthings of evil days.

X
As with Rudaki, love has made me tired of life.
Tears of blood have turned my lashes to coral.
I fear the pain of separation. I burn
With jealousy, like those who live in hell.

XI
She sold a tryst for a heart, a fair price.
She sells a kiss for a soul, and it’s cheap.
It’s true, when this beauty is the merchant,
She sells trysts for hearts, kisses for souls.

XII
You’ve stolen color and scent from the rose:
Color for your cheeks, scent for your hair.
The stream turns rose-colored when you wash your face.
The street smells of musk when you let down your hair.
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در ﻣﻨﺰل ﻏﻢ ﻓﮕﻨﺪﻩ ﻣﻔﺮش ﻣﺎﻳﻴﻢ
وز ﺁب دو ﭼﺸﻢ دل ﭘﺮ ﺁﺗﺶ ﻣﺎﻳﻴﻢ
ﻋﺎﻟﻢ ﭼﻮ ﺳﺘﻢ آﻨﺪ ﺳﺘﻤﻜﺶ ﻣﺎﻳﻴﻢ
دﺳﺖ ﺧﻮش روزﮔﺎر ﻧﺎﺧﻮش ﻣﺎﻳﻴﻢ

در ﻋﺸﻖ ﭼﻮ رودآﯽ ﺷﺪم ﺳﻴﺮ از ﺟﺎن
از ﮔﺮﻳﻪء ﺧﻮﻧﻴﻦ ﻣﮋﻩام ﺷﺪ ﻣﺮﺟﺎن
اﻟﻘﺼﻪ آﻪ از ﺑﻴﻢ ﻋﺮاب هﺠﺮان
در ﺁﺗﺶ رﺷﻜﻢ دﮔﺮ از دوزﺧﻴﺎن

دﻳﺪار ﺑﻪ دل ﻓﺮوﺧﺖ ،ﻧﻔﺮوﺧﺖ ﮔﺮان
ﺑﻮﺳﻪ ﺑﻪ روان ﻓﺮوﺷﺪ و هﺴﺖ ارزان
ﺁرﯼ ،آﻪ ﭼﻮ ﺁن ﻣﺎﻩ ﺑﻮد ﺑﺎزرﮔﺎن
دﻳﺪار ﺑﻪ دل ﻓﺮوﺷﺪ و ﺑﻮﺳﻪ ﺑﻪ ﺟﺎن

اﯼ از ﮔﻞ ﺳﺮخ رﻧﮓ ﺑﺮﺑﻮدﻩ و ﺑﻮ
رﻧﮓ از ﭘﯽ رخ رﺑﻮدﻩ ﺑﻮ از ﭘﯽ ﻣﻮ
ﮔﻞ رﻧﮓ ﺷﻮد ،ﭼﻮ روﯼ ﺷﻮﻳﯽ هﻤﻪ ﺟﻮ
ﻣﺸﻜﻴﻦ ﮔﺮدد ﭼﻮ ﻣﻮ ﻓﺸﺎﻧﯽ هﻤﻪ آﻮ
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XIII
Fate felt no remorse when killing you,
No soft heart for your elegance and youth.
I am amazed at the Taker, shameless
Before such beauty, stealing your life.

XIV
Each agate of sorrow you draw from my eyes, pierces
My cheek, opening a thousand roses of secrets.56
Secrets my heart had kept hidden from my soul,
In rapture’s language, are revealed by my tears.

56

Agate, because of its dark red color symbolizes tears of blood, tears of sorrow.
Agate boring into the face can be read as tears rolling down the cheeks.
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ﺗﻘﺪﻳﺮآﻪ ﺑﺮ آﺸﺘﻨﺖ ﺁزرم ﻧﺪاﺷﺖ
ﺑﺮ ﺣﺴﻦ و ﺟﻮاﻧﻴﺖ دل ﻧﺮم ﻧﺪاﺷﺖ
اﻧﺪر ﻋﺠﺒﻢ زﺟﺎن ﺳﺘﺎن آﺰ ﭼﻮ ﺗﻮﻳﯽ
ﺟﺎن ﺑﺴﺘﺪ و از ﺟﻤﺎل ﺗﻮ ﺷﺮم ﻧﺪاﺷﺖ
ﭼﺸﻤﻢ ز ﻏﻤﺖ ﺑﻪ هﺮ ﻋﻘﻴﻘﻴﯽ آﻪ ﺑﺴﻔﺖ
ﺑﺮ ﭼﻬﺮﻩ هﺰار ﮔﻞ ز رازم ﺑﺸﻜﻔﺖ
رازﯼ آﻪ دﻟﻢ ز ﺟﺎن هﻤﯽ داﺷﺖ ﻧﻬﻔﺖ
اﺷﻜﻢ ﺑﻪ زﺑﺎن ﺣﺎل ﺑﺎ ﺧﻠﻖ ﺑﮕﻔﺖ

