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INTRODUCTION
I: RUDAKI’S LIFE AND POETRY
In the tenth century CE, Nasr ibn Ahmad II (r. 914-943), the
Sāmānid Amir who ruled north-eastern Persia from his capital in
Bukhārā, had a habit of spending the spring and summer in Herat
(present-day Afghanistan) away from the heat and dust of his
capital. One year, he was so charmed by the temperate climate and
the beautiful maidens of Herat that he failed to return to Bukhārā as
expected. Many months passed and the Amir showed no sign of
leaving Herāt. Knowing that the poet Rudaki was one of the Amir’s
intimates, the courtiers and army captains approached him and
offered him five thousand dinārs if he could persuade the Amir to
return to Bukhārā. At their request, Rudaki, who was considered an
excellent musician as well as a poet, traveled to Herat. There, in the
Amir’s presence, Rudaki plucked his harp and recited this poem:
Juye-Muliyān’s scent drifts my way,
As do memories of a kind friend.
The Āmuy is hard to cross, but its stones
Feel silken soft beneath our feet.
Thrilled to see a friend, the Jayhun’s waves
Leap halfway up our horses’ flanks.
O Bukhārā, be happy, live long:
The cheerful Amir is returning to you.
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The Amir is the moon, Bukhārā, the sky;
The moon is returning to the sky.
The Amir is a cypress, Bukhārā, the garden;
The cypress is returning to the garden.
According to the story, upon hearing the last line of the
poem, the Amir became so homesick for Bukhārā that he mounted
his horse without putting on his riding boots and started galloping
towards Bukhārā. Out of gratitude, Rudaki received twice the
amount promised to him.1
Abu ‘Abdollāh Ja‘far ibn Mohammad Rudaki is believed to
have been born around 880 CE and died around 941 CE.
Unfortunately, very little has been recorded about his life; much
that is known must be pieced together from his own poetry. For
many years, Rudaki enjoyed the patronage of the Sāmānid Amir,
Nasr ibn Ahmad II and any discussion of Rudaki’s poetry must be
contextualized within the framework of the court. Rudaki prospered
at the Amir’s court and at the height of his glory was said to have
possessed two hundred slaves and needed one hundred camels just
to carry his luggage.2
However came honor and riches for some,
For him they came from the house of Sāmān:
Forty thousand from the Amir of Khorāsān,
Another five from the Amir of Mākān. (...)
When my words fell on the Amir’s ears,
He gave generously, as did the others’.

1

2

This anecdote appears in most of the historical sources on Rudaki. See A. J.
Arberry, Classical Persian Literature (London: George Allen and Unwin Ltd,
1958), pp. 32-33.
Edward G. Browne, A Literary History of Persia, vol. 1 (Cambridge:
Cambridge University Press, 1969), p. 456.
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Apparently, Rudaki had made his way into the Sāmānid
court before the reign of Nasr II. Proof of this can be found in a
poem written by Rudaki for Nasr II’s predecessor, Amir Ahmad ibn
Ismāil (r. 907-914). In the poem, Rudaki is trying to console Ahmad
after the death of his father, Amir Ismā‘il-ibn Ahmad, who died in
907.
You who are sad, who suffer,
Who hide your eyes that flow with tears
For him, whose name I don’t mention
For fear of more sorrow and hardship:
Went what went and came what came,
Was what was, why grieve in vain?
Rudaki’s position as the Sāmānid court poet can be
considered the most significant aspect of his life. Traditionally, the
court poet, whose function went far beyond that of a mere
entertainer, was an integral part of the Persian court. Ardeshir
Bābakān, the founder of the Sāsānian dynasty in the third century,
considered the poet a “part of government and the means of
strengthening rulership.”3
Other than praising the ruler and his realm, the poet was
expected to be a source of counsel and moral guidance. As such, a
poet like Rudaki would have to be well-versed in tradition. He
would have to be familiar with the body of didactic literature of the
past and draw upon it when necessary.
Take action. Don’t sit idle for too long,
Even though your sacks of gold reach the moon.

3

Julie Scott Meisami, Medieval Persian Court Poetry (Princeton: Princeton
University Press, 1987), p. 6. Meisami provides a detailed account of the
relationship between poet and court from its pre-Islamic origins.
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The relationship between poet and patron was one of mutual
benefit. The poet would glorify his patron, preserving his name and
reputation. In return, the poet would gain wealth and influence,
enjoying the luxuries of courtly life. Nizāmi Aruzi describes the
poet-patron relationship in Chahār Maqāleh (1155-1157), a
discussion in four discourses of the four influential professions of
medieval Persia: the civil service, poetry, astrology and medicine.
“A king cannot dispense with a good poet, who shall conduce to the
immortality of his name, and shall record his fame in diwāns and
books,” writes Aruzi. “For when the king receives that command
which none can escape (death), no trace will remain of his army, his
treasure, and his store; but his name will endure forever by reason
of the poet’s verse.”4
Praise the Amir. May the whole world praise him.
Beauty, virtue and order spring from him.
As the center of court life, the Amir enjoyed total devotion
from the poet who would praise his strength and valor.
On the day of battle, of hate, of bravery,
If you see him clad in helmet and armor,
He will make an elephant seem small,
Even a drunk, roaring elephant.
We can see the influence of the court’s culture and
sensibilities even in Rudaki’s love poems. The lover’s
unconditional devotion to his beloved parallels the loyal service
expected of the poet or courtier.
If I’m not unlucky, how did I get involved
4

As quoted in Meisami, p. 10.
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With this quick-to-anger woman of easy virtue?
She likes it if I’m thrown to the lions.
I can’t stand it if a fly sits on her.
She tortures me. But my love for her
And loyalty to her never leave my heart.
In another poem he writes:
If only you’d place one foot upon this ground,
I’d make a thousand prostrations to its dust.
Many of the images in Rudaki’s love poems have become
staples of Persian poetry: the moon as the beautiful face of the
beloved, the narcissi as eyes with which to see the beloved, the tulip
as the cheeks of the beloved, and the agate as a tear of blood shed
because of heartache.
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.
The relationship between poet and patron, however, was a
precarious one. When addressing the patron, whether praising or
giving advice, the poet had to be careful not to offend. Offending
the ruler could be costly to the poet who could easily lose his
livelihood and quite possibly his life. The poet’s position at court
was also influenced by the internal politics and power struggles
within the court. Rudaki’s fortune was to a large extent dependent
on the support of his main benefactor, Abolfazl Mohammad ibn
Abdollāh Bal‘ami, the vizier to Amir Nasr ibn Ahmad II. Bal‘ami,
who was one of the central figures in the Sāmānid court, has been
credited, to a large extent, with the blossoming of Persian literature
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in the tenth century. As the Amir’s vizier from 922 to 938, he drew
literary talent to the Sāmānid court by commissioning works of
literature and offering lavish rewards to poets.
Bal‘ami considered Rudaki to be unrivaled among both
Persian and Arab poets. He commissioned Rudaki to translate the
Kalila va Dimna, the collection of Indian “Bidpai” fables into
Persian from an Arabic translation of the Pahlavi translation of the
Sanskrit original. Unfortunately, no more than a few couplets have
survived from Rudaki’s translation.5
Rudaki’s fortune took a turn for the worse with the death of
Bal‘ami in 937. Soon after, Rudaki fell out of favor with the Amir
and was expelled from court. This traumatic event in Rudaki’s life
was followed by the death of the poet Shahid Balkhi, a close friend
of Rudaki who had also enjoyed the patronage of the Sāmānid
court. In a moving elegy on the death of Balkhi, one can sense
Rudaki’s anguish at his own situation:
Shahid’s caravan has left before ours.
Believe me, ours will also leave.
Count the eyes, there is one pair less,
Measure the wisdom, thousands less.
Reap all that enriches your soul
Before death comes to bind your legs.
With his connection to the court severed, Rudaki spent the
rest of his life in poverty and died a blind and desolate man in 941.
In the poems written towards the end of his life, he complains about
his miserable condition and his sad predicament.
My teeth are all worn down and falling out.
5

For a discussion of the role of Bal‘ami as Rudaki’s patron, see Zabihollæh
Safæ, Tārikh-e Adabiyāt dar Iran vol. 1 (Tehran: Amir Kabir, 1977), pp. 376381.
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They weren’t just teeth, they were as bright light.
He reminisces about his youth, health, strength and vitality,
and mourns their loss:
My dark-haired beauty, you can’t possibly know,
What shape I was in a long time ago!
You can caress your lover with your curls,
But never saw him with curls of his own.
Finally, he resigns himself to his pitiable state:
But times have changed, so have I. Bring me my staff.
It’s time for the cane and the beggar’s purse.
In one sad example, he seems to long for the days of
comfort and luxury at court and helplessly asks for an explanation
for his sudden change of fortune:
I was always intoxicated in this house.
Like the Amir and nobles, my place was secure.
Now, I am the same, the house and town are the same.
Then tell me, how has happiness turned to sorrow?
Rudaki was thought to have been blind from birth, but most
scholars agree that he was not born blind but lost his sight later in
life. The physical descriptions of shapes and colors in Rudaki’s
poetry make it highly unlikely that he was blind from birth. The
imagery and the vivid depiction of nature in his poetry suggest that
it is the work of someone who had a visual experience of the world.
In one poem he compares a curl of his beloved’s hair to a letter of
the alphabet, and the mole on her cheek to the dot of that letter.
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Who curled your hair into a “j”?
He who made your mole the dot of the “j”.
And your mouth is so small, as if someone
Has split a pomegranate seedlet in half.
In another poem, he not only describes a particular bird, he
actually uses the verb “to see.”
I saw a hoopoe near Sarakhs
Whose little song reached the clouds.
She was wearing a little cloak
Of many different colors.
Rudaki borrows most of his imagery from the physical
world. He treats nature as if it is a person and superimposes human
characteristics on it, which often results in dynamic portraits:
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.
A cloud that rains becomes a broken-hearted man, and the
sun hidden behind clouds becomes a prisoner avoiding the guard:
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.
Even wine is alive with human characteristics. Rudaki
describes the “emotions” of the crushed grape inside a cask:
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But when aware of what has happened,
It will froth. It will moan from heartache,
Sink to the bottom with sadness,
Boil to the surface with sorrow.
Rudaki’s poetry also resonates with references to a preIslamic orientation towards life. By the tenth century, although
Islam had become deeply entrenched, the Persians still identified
with a deep-rooted Zoroastrian past. One dominant theme in preIslamic Persian literature is andarz, moralizing and ethical
teachings, admonitions and advice for proper behavior in both the
private and public spheres of life. In andarz texts, a central concept
is that of moderation, and man is urged to assume his proper place
in cultured society by acquiring good manners and good speech.6
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?
One must work hard and avoid laziness, falsehood and
injustice; and must act virtuously by being honest, generous and
kind. Rudaki invokes this pre-Islamic Zoroastrian ethos when
describing the qualities of his patron.
With hand and tongue he spreads gold and pearls.
Not in vain, has his name spread through the world.
He planted the branch of kindness in our hearts.
It’s no joke that he has turned his back on wealth.

6

For a concise discussion of andarz, see Z. Safā, in Encyclopaedia Iranica,
under Andarz. ii. Andarz literature in new Persian.
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Much of Rudaki’s poetry is devoted to moral exhortation
and is loaded with references to Zoroastrian culture and ancient
Iranian themes, rather than Islamic and Semitic ones.
It’s a puzzle, describing his grace and will:
He is the Avestā in wisdom, the Zand in essence. (...)
His essence is the Vahi-nāmeh to Kasrā.
His ways have filled the Pand-nāmeh with guidance.
The essence of this king is the real Pand-nāmeh,
So that fortune itself can take counsel from him.7
The absence of Islamic references in Rudaki’s work and his
preoccupation with pre-Islamic Iranian themes provide an important
clue regarding his orientation toward Persian culture. In fact, there
are several instances in Rudaki’s poetry where he all but dismisses
the conventions of religious practices and Islamic life. Usually, such
references are shrouded, as in a poem where he puts love before
religion.
What use is facing the House of God, when the heart
Faces Bukhārā and the beauties of Tarāz?
God will accept your devotion to love,
But he will not accept your prayers.
In other poems, he talks openly about drinking wine and
getting drunk, disregarding Islam’s insistence on abstention. It must
be noted that unlike later Persian poetry where wine and
drunkenness take on mystical connotations and can be interpreted as

7

Here, Rudaki is evoking Zoroastrian virtues as laid out in pre-Islamic sacred
texts. The Avestā is the sacred writings of Zoroastrianism and the Zand is the
interpretation of the Avestā. The Vahi-nāmeh (Letter of Revelation) and the
Pand-nāmeh (Letter of Guidance) are pre-Islamic moral injunctions.
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divine intoxication, for Rudaki, wine meant nothing more than
wine, and drunkenness meant nothing more than being drunk.
Now we are drunk, so let’s drink wine.
Let’s drink from the hands of beauties.
They call us crazy and senseless.
We are not crazy. We are drunk.
Perhaps one of the most telling examples of Rudaki’s
disregard for Islamic conventions is the poem in which he consoles
the Amir for the death of his father. Interestingly, there is no
mention of religion in this poem. Rudaki’s remedy for the Amir’s
grief is to drink wine.
To break the siege of sorrow on your heart
It is better to fetch the wine and drink.
Out of great disasters, there will appear
Virtue and grace and nobility.
Note that in the last couplet, Rudaki returns to some of the
pre-Islamic andarz themes and emphasizes what he considers to be
the hallmarks of Persian identity, namely virtue and honor.
Rudaki was also an innovator of poetic form. Aside from
writing in forms inherited from Arabic poetry, namely the qasida
and the qit‘a, he is thought to be the first poet to have written in the
rubā‘i (pl. ruba‘iyāt) form. The rubā‘i is a quatrain (two couplets),
which usually contains a succinct meditation on love. There is a
historical anecdote associated with Rudaki’s “discovery” of the
rubā‘i. As the story goes, while Rudaki was taking a stroll through
the streets of Bukhārā, he came across a group of children at play.
They were rolling walnuts on the ground and singing a childhood
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jingle. The jingle caught Rudaki’s ear who later wrote a poem in the
same meter. The rest, as they say, is history.8
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.”
By most accounts, Rudaki was a prolific poet. He has been
said to have composed 1,300,000 couplets.9 Even if we take this
number to be a gross exaggeration, his poetic output was
undoubtedly much more than has survived to this day. The loss of
much of Rudaki’s poetry, who holds such a prominent position in
the history of Persian literature, is puzzling. Jan Rypka attributes the
loss of Rudaki’s work to the nature of the poetry itself. “His verse is
adorned by a simplicity which the completely antithetical taste of
the periods of mannerism that followed were incapable of
comprehending,” proposes Rypka. “Since Rudaki had nothing to
offer to satisfy the increasing demands of a literary taste intent on
artificiality, the divān [collected poems] was lost.”10
The poems that have survived have been preserved in the
works of others, like Mohammad ‘Aufi’s thirteenth century
anthology of poetry, Lobāb al-Albāb (Quintessence of Hearts),
which is one of the earliest sources in which we find Rudaki’s
poetry; Nizāmi Aruzi’s twelfth century Chahār Maqāla (Four

8

Ja‘far Sho‘ār and Hasan Anvari, Gozideh-ye ash‘ar-e Rudaki (Tehran: Nashr-e
‘Elm, 1994), p. 171. For a discussion on the origins of the ruba’i see Shafi‘iKadkani, Musiqi-e she‘r (Tehran: Enteshārāt-e Āgāh, 1989), pp. 467-478.
Also see Elwell-Sutton, “The ‘rubā’i’ in early Persian literature,” in The
Cambridge History of Iran, vol. 4, ed. R. N. Frye (Cambridge: Cambridge
University Press, 1975), pp. 633-658.
9
Arberry, pp. 33-34.
10
Jan Rypka, History of Iranian Literature (Dordrecht, Holland: D. Reidel,
1968), pp. 144-145.
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Discourses); and Asadi’s eleventh century Persian dictionary
Loghāt-e Fors (Persian Words).11

II. ON TRANSLATING THE POETRY OF RUDAKI

I faced several obstacles while translating Rudaki’s poetry into
English. My first priority in translating Rudaki has been to convey
the meaning of his poems. Even when certain liberties had to be
taken in order to bring my English lines to life, they have never
been at the expense of the overall meaning of the poem. A
translation that in any way alters the sense of the original poem
ceases to be a translation altogether and becomes nothing more than
an imitation.
Regarding its form, the most important outward features of
Persian poetry are its quantitative prosody (measurement of
syllables according to length) and its rhyme. The translator who
tries to carry the forms of the Persian poem over into English is
faced with monumental difficulties. The basic structure of English
poetry is accentual, relying on stress rather than the length of
syllables. When translating a classical Persian poem into English, if
the translator insists on presenting the Persian poem to the English
reader within the framework of Persian metrics, the result can be a
clumsy poem sounding forced and unnatural.
Trying to bring the rhyme scheme from Persian over into
English presents a similar problem. Persian poetry allows a liberal
manipulation of language in order to satisfy its poetical forms. It is
not unusual to find lengthy poems that use the same rhyme
throughout. For example, we find in Rudaki’s work a poem like
“The mother of wine,” in which each of the poem’s 94 couplets end

11

Arberry, p. 101.
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in the same rhyme. In the poem “What my soul was like,” 34
couplets not only end in the same rhyme but in the same word.
My decision to translate Rudaki’s poems into couplets stems
from the outward form of classical Persian poetry. The unit of the
Persian poem is a bayt or distich, which is divided into two misrā’
or semi-distichs. The two semi-distichs are of equal weight (they
have the same number of feet). They are mirror images of each
other and the same thought usually runs through both. I find this
balance and symmetry to be an important aspect of Persian poetry,
which I have tried to reflect in my translations. I have presented
each distich as a couplet in which I have tried to maintain symmetry
in both lines.
You can caress 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, nonetheless.
Another consideration of form can be seen in the language I
have used for my translations. The language in Rudaki’s poems is
relatively simple, free of the ornamentation we find in later Persian
poetry. To a large extent, the beauty of Rudaki’s poetry lies in its
simplicity. I have, therefore, tried to avoid using inflated English,
which would alter the stylistic substance of the original.
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.
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The translator of Persian poetry is faced with a variety of
choices he will inevitably have to make in the English renderings.
In particular, the nuances of a language such as punctuation,
pronouns, articles, prepositions and gender, that are often absent
from the Persian, must be inserted into the English translation if it is
to make any sense.
The problem of punctuation can be relatively
straightforward. In the original Persian, punctuation is inferred by
the context, making a close and accurate reading essential.
Translating pronouns, however, can be a delicate business, which
often requires an active choice on the part of the translator. Persian
pronouns lack gender, something that often needs to be added to the
English translation. Once again, the translator must make a decision
based on the context in order to attribute gender to the English
pronouns. Granted, in many cases, the gender is quite evident;
“Turks with pomegranate breasts,” are undoubtedly female.
But designating gender to pronouns is not always as
obvious. In classical Persian poetry, it is not uncommon for young
boys to be the objects of amorous discourse. Furthermore, at times
it is unclear whether the poet is talking about himself or his
beloved. In the following couplet by Rudaki, the pronoun in the first
line is pivotal to the meaning:
Beauty and charm were once his darling guests,
Guests who will not come back, nevertheless.
The problem is exacerbated when Rudaki refers to himself
in the first person in one couplet and in the third person in the next
couplet:
My dark-haired beauty, you can’t possibly know,
What shape I was in a long time ago!
You can caress your lover with your curls,
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But never saw him with curls of his own.
Articles and prepositions present a different kind of
difficulty for the translator of Persian poetry. Here, the problem
isn’t the translatability of [missing] articles and prepositions but
their effect on the English line. Inserting articles and prepositions
into the English translation inflates the line, destroying the distilled
character and conciseness of the original. I have made a consistent
effort to avoid, as much as possible, inflating my lines with articles
and prepositions. Rolfe Humphries faced a similar problem when
translating from the Latin. “Latin does not have to use all those
miserable little space-taking pronouns, articles, prepositions — he,
she, it, the, an, a, of, to,” complains Humphries, “words that, before
you know it, creep in, like the termites they are, to eat away the
whole fabric of the line.”12
One dilemma facing the translator is whether or not to
clarify something in the translation that is vague in the original.
Should you impose clarity on the translation for the sake of the
reader or should you leave it vague, the way you found it? I have
tried to present Rudaki’s poems with as little embellishment,
explanation or elaboration as possible. For the most part, wherever
there has been imagery that would make sense to the Persian reader
but perhaps not to an English reader, I have allowed the poem to
stand on its own without artificial support. The imagery usually
becomes apparent through the context of the poem.
How can I sew my gaze shut? To see my love
Only narcissi grow on my grave, not weeds.

12

Rolfe Humphries, “Latin and English verse — some practical considerations,”
in On Translation, ed. R. A. Brower (Cambridge, MA: Harvard University
Press, 1959), p. 61.
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In Persian poetry, narcissi represent eyes with which to see
the beloved. I think the imagery comes across without the need for
any elaboration on my part. Wherever the need has arisen for some
kind of elaboration for the imagery to make sense, I have tried to
keep my additions to a minimum.
I want to stroke your amber-scented hair,
Paint with kisses the jasmine petals of your face.
The “face” at the end of the couplet is my addition. The
Persian reader has no problem identifying “jasmine petals” as the
soft, pale cheeks of the beloved, but the English reader, faced with
the line: “Paint with kisses your jasmine petals,” might have
difficulty deciphering the imagery from the context of the poem.
In other cases, the original is vague in the sense that it lends
itself to different interpretations. In such poems, I have tried to stick
to the original as much as possible, maintaining the ambiguity of the
original to allow for the possibility of different readings. Consider
the following couplet:
Stop, like a period. Because the lord
Has struck your name from the book of speech.
This couplet is open to two interpretations centered around
“the lord” and “the book of speech.” The word “Lord,” (capitalized)
would imply God. The “lord” (not capitalized) can be understood as
“god” or as “ruler.” Hence, if “lord” is read as “god,” the line is
understood as: “god has removed you from the world.” If, on the
other hand, “lord” is read as “ruler,” the line is understood as: “the
Amir has erased your name from the court divān (thrown you out of
court).”
In another poem, Rudaki writes:
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My eyes are a sea. The fire in my heart roars.
How can the pupil survive between sea and fire?
Here, once again, I have tried to maintain the ambiguity of
the original, which makes the couplet open to different
interpretations. The second line should be vague enough so that “the
pupil” can be interpreted as a person (the poet himself), or the pupil
of the eye.
When translating a work that is culturally and
chronologically removed from our own, every twist and turn in the
translator’s road reveals new and unexpected obstacles. Should we
attempt to translate every feature peculiar to the space and time of
the work that is being translated? In tenth-century Bukhārā, the
prevalent monetary unit was the dirham. Should dirhams be
translated as dollars or cents (or pounds or shillings) for the English
reader? William Arrowsmith faced a similar conundrum while
translating from the ancient Greek. “How do we translate a currency
made of talents, minas, drachmas and obols?” he wondered.13
In order to maintain the exotic feel of a poem written over a
thousand years ago in a foreign land with a different culture, some
aspects of the original poem need to be transferred into the English,
not translated. To translate dirhems into dollars, for example, would
take away from the alien and alluring qualities of the poem. The key
is to transfer the poem, along with its social, cultural and historical
context, into English. Tenth-century Bukhārā, must never become
twentieth-century New York, just to make things more familiar for
the reader. To translate such cultural and historical nuances as the
currency, is to translate too much. This would only hinder the
translation by distancing the original poem from its context. Hence,
dirhams are left as dirhams.
13

Arrowsmith, “The lively conventions,” in Craft and Context of Translation,
ed. W. Arrowsmith and R. Shattuck (Austin: The University of Texas Press,
1971), pp. 122-123.
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When he found Turks with pomegranate breasts,
He appraised and counted out the dirhams.
The exotic nature of this poem stems from the fact that it is
set in medieval Bukhārā, a place where slaves and concubines are
part of the social tapestry. Rudaki is choosing a slave girl for his
evening pleasure in tenth century Bukhārā. He is not soliciting a
prostitute in Times Square in 2008. Arrowsmith also tries to avoid
such over-translating. “[Italian] Lire may be more familiar to
modern ears,” he writes, “but a little shaping and emphasis by the
translator, even an intruded gloss where required, will make of
drachmas and obols a perfectly acceptable convention.”14
A similar problem is posed by proper names, which
Humphries considers to be stumbling blocks for the translator.
“Should we bring over the name of every single ... river and
mountain?” he asks. The question is a valid one, especially when
many geographical names have an equivalent modern name which
the reader can immediately identify. “Some names, whether of
place or person,” contends Humphries, “mean nothing to us in
illusion or connotation, and one of our obligations to the original
author is not to bore his audience.”15
The poem “Juye-Muliyān,” offers an interesting case. In
consecutive couplets, Rudaki mentions the Āmuy and the Jayhun,
rivers that the Amir must cross on his way to Bukhārā. In fact, the
Āmuy (or Āmu Daryā) and the Jayhun are the Persian and Arabic
names, respectively, of the same river in Central Asia: the Oxus.
My initial impulse was to substitute the Oxus for the other names.
After all, the Oxus is more readily identifiable by the western
reader, whereas the mention of the Āmuy or the Jayhun would send
one scrambling for an atlas of Central Asia.
14
15

Ibid., pp. 124-125.
Humphries, “Latin and English verse,” in On Translation, p. 63.
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The dilemma arises, not in the actual choice of the river’s
name, but the fact that Rudaki uses two different names for the
same river. Since this is one of Rudaki’s best known and most
often-translated poems, we have several examples to consider.
Arberry chooses to use Oxus in both couplets:
The sands of Oxus, toilsome though they be,
Beneath my feet were soft as silk to me.
Glad at the friend’s return, the Oxus deep
Up to our girths in laughing waves shall leap.16
Jackson opts for a different method. He changes Āmuy to
Oxus but leaves the Jayhun as is:
The sandy road by Oxus’ banks, that rugged way,
Silk-soft beneath my feet to me appears to-day:
And Jihun’s waves, for very joy at their friend’s face,
Rise to our waists in blithesome mood with fond embrace.17
Rudaki himself decided to use two different names, Arabic
and Persian, for the same river. Since the two words, “Āmuy” and
“Jayhun,” are metrically identical, we know Rudaki did not use
different names in different lines merely to satisfy the meter. Some
thousand odd years later, we can only speculate as to why he chose
two different names for the same river. Hence, in my translation, I
have decided to maintain the two different names as they appear in
the original.
The Āmuy is hard to cross, but its stones
Feel silken soft beneath our feet.
16
17

Arberry, p. 33.
A. V. Williams Jackson, Early Persian Poetry: From the Beginnings Down to
the Times of Firdausi (New York: The Macmillan Company, 1920) p. 36.
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Thrilled to see a friend, the Jayhun’s waves
Leap halfway up our horses’ flanks.
I feel that a quick reference to the notes by the reader is not
too much trouble for the worth of maintaining the names chosen by
Rudaki himself.
Translating Persian months into English is yet another
troublesome feature. The Persian calendar is seasonal, based on the
natural cycles of nature. The Persian New Year takes place on the
first of Farvardin, the first day of the first month of the Persian
calendar. The first of Farvardin falls on the first day of spring, the
vernal equinox, which roughly corresponds to the 20th or 21st of
March. The first of Tir is the first day of summer; the first of Mehr
is the first day of autumn; and the first day of Day is the first day of
winter. To look at it another way, each month of the Persian
calendar corresponds exactly to a sign of the zodiac.
The Persian months and their approximate equivalent dates
in English are as follows:
Farvardin:
Ordibehesht:
Khordād:
Tir:
Mordād:
Shahrivar:
Mehr:
Ābān:
Āzar:
Day:
Bahman:
Esfand:

March 21 — April 20
April 21 — May 21
May 22 — June 21
June 22 — July 23
July 24 — August 23
August 24 — September 23
September 24 — October 23
October 24 — November 22
November 23 — December 22
December 23 — January 20
January 21 — February 19
February 20 — March 20
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Each Persian month can be presented to the English reader
in three different ways. One option is simply to approximate the
English equivalent of its Persian month. For example, Farvardin,
the first month of spring, can be approximated as April since almost
two-thirds of Farvardin falls in April. Āzar, the last month of
autumn, can be translated as November since most of the last month
of autumn falls in November.
This option poses several problems. Rudaki, as a poet of
nature, was fond of using the imagery of the natural world. Much of
his poetry resonates with his concern for the natural cycle of things:
life, death, aging, the seasons. Very often, he uses months in order
to place his poems within the proper cyclical framework of nature.
When he mentions Āzar, the last month of autumn, not only is he
mentioning the end of autumn, but he is hinting at the start of
winter. The problem with translating a month like Āzar, which runs
approximately from November 23rd to December 22nd, is that
neither November nor December can adequately convey Āzar.
November is at least twenty days away from the end of autumn and
December, already loaded with winter’s baggage, conjures a
completely different feeling.
A second option is to translate the Persian months according
to their corresponding seasons. The obvious problem here is that
three months correspond to each season; for example, Mehr, Ābān
and Āzar, can all be translated as “autumn.” When a specific month
is translated as an entire season, the translation is diluted, presenting
something as general where the original is specific. The seasonal
approach to translating the names of months would need an
additional qualifier (a part of the season: beginning, middle or end)
if it is to represent a specific month. Āzar, for example, represents
“late autumn.”
A third option is simply to use the Persian names of the
months in the English translation. For the reader who does not know
what the Persian name of each month signifies, each time the name
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of a Persian month is used it must be accompanied by a note of
explanation.
As with all other self-imposed guidelines in translating, it
quickly becomes evident that it is impossible to stick to one
particular method, because much of translation is dictated by the
context of the original. In translating Persian months into English, I
have used all three options outlined above, depending on the
context in which the Persian months were used.
In “The mother of wine,” referring to grapes ripening on the
vine, Rudaki writes that a baby (grape) must drink the mother’s
milk (ripen on the vine) for seven months, from the beginning of
Ordibehesht until the end of Ābān. Ordibehesht and Ābān are the
second and eighth months, respectively, of the Persian calendar. His
use of Ordibehesht and Ābān are primarily to indicate a span of
time, the seven non-winter months it takes for the grapes to ripen.
Therefore, I didn’t find it necessary to make direct references to the
specific months.
But it isn’t fair to separate
A baby from its mother’s breast,
Before it has suckled for seven months,
From early spring until late fall.
Similarly, in “Winter’s breath,” I have translated “Day” as
“winter” because the main function of “Day” in the poem is to
conjure a cold winter wind that is blowing on the field:
This grass field, tinged by winter’s breath
Like the tails of tigers and wolves,
However, in “Mehregān,” a poem about the Persian
celebration of autumn, I have kept “Āzar,” the last month of
autumn, as it appears in the Persian original. In this poem, Āzar is
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used for a more specific purpose than the examples noted above. It
conveys the end of autumn and the beginning of winter. In a poem
about Mehregān, which was originally a Zoroastrian celebration,
specific months and their places within the seasons assume a more
distinguishing role. Replacing Āzar with autumn would, in my
opinion, dilute the line.
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Elegies
On the death of the Amir’s father
You who are sad, who suffer,
Who hide your eyes that flow with tears
For him, whose name I don’t mention
For fear of more sorrow and hardship:
Went what went and came what came,
Was what was, why grieve in vain?
You want to give harmony to the world?
The world will not accept harmony from you.
Don’t complain, it doesn’t heed complaints.
Stop wailing, it doesn’t hear you wail.
Even if you wail until the day of reckoning,
How can wailing bring back the one who is gone?
You will see more torment from this wheel
If you are tormented at every turn.
It’s as if disasters have been assigned
To whomever you give your heart.
There are no clouds, there’s no eclipse,
But the moon is covered, the earth is dark.
Accept it or not, I am sorry to say
You will not be able to conquer yourself.
To break the siege of sorrow on your heart
It is better to fetch the wine, and drink.
Out of great disasters, there will appear
Virtue and grace and nobility.1

1

This poem was written for the Sāmānid Amir Ahmad ibn Ismā‘il (r. 907-914)
on the death of his father, Amir Ismā‘il-ibn Ahmad (d. 907).
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اﯼ ﺁن آﻪ ﻏﻤﮕﻨﯽ و ﺳﺰاوارﯼ
وﻧﺪر ﻧﻬﺎن ﺳﺮﺷﻚ هﻤﯽ ﺑﺎرﯼ
از ﺑﻬﺮ ﺁن آﺠﺎ ﺑﺒﺮم ﻧﺎﻣﺶ
ﺗﺮﺳﻢ ز ﺳﺨﺖ اﻧﺪﻩ و دﺷﻮارﯼ
رﻓﺖ ﺁن آﻪ رﻓﺖ و ﺁﻣﺪ ﺁﻧﻚ ﺁﻣﺪ
ﺑﻮد ﺁن آﻪ ﺑﻮد ،ﺧﻴﺮﻩ ﭼﻪ ﻏﻢ دارﯼ
هﻤﻮار آﺮد ﺧﻮاهﯽ ﮔﻴﺘﯽ را
ﮔﻴﺘﯽ اﺳﺖ ،آﯽ ﭘﺬﻳﺮد هﻤﻮارﯼ
ﻣﺴﺘﯽ ﻣﻜﻦ ،آﻪ ﻧﺸﻨﻮد او ﻣﺴﺘﯽ
زارﯼ ﻣﻜﻦ ،آﻪ ﻧﺸﻨﻮد او زارﯼ
ﺷﻮ ،ﺗﺎ ﻗﻴﺎﻣﺖ ﺁﻳﺪ زارﯼ آﻦ
آﯽ رﻓﺘﻪ را ﺑﻪ زارﯼ ﺑﺎزﺁرﯼ؟
ﺁزار ﺑﻴﺶ زﻳﻦ ﮔﺮدون ﺑﻴﻨﯽ
ﮔﺮ ﺗﻮ ﺑﻬﺮ ﺑﻬﺎﻧﻪ ﺑﻴﺎزارﯼ
ﮔﻮﻳﯽ :ﮔﻤﺎﺷﺘﺴﺖ ﺑﻼﻳﯽ او
ﺑﺮ هﺮ آﻪ ﺗﻮ دل ﺑﺮو ﺑﮕﻤﺎرﯼ
اﺑﺮﯼ ﭘﺪﻳﺪ ﻧﯽ و آﺴﻮﻓﯽ ﻧﯽ
ﺑﮕﺮﻓﺖ ﻣﺎﻩ و ﮔﺸﺖ ﺟﻬﺎن ﺗﺎرﯼ
ﻓﺮﻣﺎن آﻨﯽ و ﻳﺎ ﻧﻜﻨﯽ ﺗﺮﺳﻢ
ﺑﺮ ﺧﻮﻳﺸﺘﻦ ﻇﻔﺮ ﻧﺪهﯽ ﺑﺎرﯼ
ﺗﺎ ﺑﺸﻜﻨﯽ ﺳﭙﺎﻩ ﻏﻤﺎن ﺑﺮ دل
ﺁن ﺑﻪ آﻪ ﻣﯽ ﺑﻴﺎرﯼ و ﺑﮕﺴﺎرﯼ
اﻧﺪر ﺑﻼﯼ ﺳﺨﺖ ﭘﺪﻳﺪ ﺁرﻧﺪ
ﻓﻀﻞ و ﺑﺰرگ ﻣﺮدﯼ و ﺳﺎﻻرﯼ
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The death of Morādi
Morādi has died, but is not really dead.
Such a great man’s death is not trivial.2
His precious life he returned to his father,
His dark body entrusted to his mother.
What belonged to the angels has gone with them.
The man you say has died has just begun to live.
He was no hay to blow away in the wind.
He was no water to freeze in the cold.
He was no comb to be broken by hair.
He was no seed to be crushed by the earth.
He was a golden treasure in this world,
Both worlds were worth a grain of barley, to him.
His earthen shell was cast back into the earth.
His soul and wisdom rose to the heavens.
The second life, of which people don’t know,
He polished and entrusted to God.
He was clear wine mixed with sediment,
Which settled while he rose to the top.
They all take the trip together, my dear,
The Marvazi, Rāzi, Rumi and Kurd.3
In the end, each returns to his own home.
How could satin be equal to rough cloth?
Stop, like a period. Because the lord
Has struck your name from the book of speech.

2

3

Abol Hasan Mohammad ibn Mohammad Morādi was a poet who lived during
the same time as Rudaki. Very little remains of his works.
Marvazi, Rāzi, Rumi and Kurd are the inhabitants of Marv, Ray, Rum (in
Turkey) and Kurdistan, respectively.
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ﻣﺮد ﻣﺮادﯼ ،ﻧﻪ هﻤﺎﻧﺎ آﻪ ﻣﺮد
ﻣﺮگ ﭼﻨﺎن ﺧﻮاﺟﻪ ﻧﻪ آﺎرﻳﺴﺖ ﺧﺮد
ﺟﺎن ﮔﺮاﻣﯽ ﺑﻪ ﭘﺪر ﺑﺎز داد
آﺎﻟﺒﺪ ﺗﻴﺮﻩ ﺑﻪ ﻣﺎدر ﺳﭙﺮد
ﺁن ﻣﻠﻚ ﺑﺎ ﻣﻠﻜﯽ رﻓﺖ ﺑﺎز
زﻧﺪﻩ آﻨﻮن ﺷﺪ آﻪ ﺗﻮ ﮔﻮﻳﯽ :ﺑﻤﺮد
آﺎﻩ ﻧﺒﺪ او آﻪ ﺑﻪ ﺑﺎدﯼ ﭘﺮﻳﺪ
ﺁب ﻧﺒﺪ او آﻪ ﺑﻪ ﺳﺮﻣﺎ ﻓﺴﺮد
ﺷﺎﻧﻪ ﻧﺒﻮد او آﻪ ﺑﻪ ﻣﻮﻳﯽ ﺷﻜﺴﺖ
داﻧﻪ ﻧﺒﻮد او آﻪ زﻣﻴﻨﺶ ﻓﺸﺮد
ﮔﻨﺞ زرﯼ ﺑﻮد درﻳﻦ ﺧﺎآﺪان
آﻮ دو ﺟﻬﺎن را ﺑﻪ ﺟﻮﯼ ﻣﯽﺷﻤﺮد
ﻗﺎﻟﺐ ﺧﺎآﯽ ﺳﻮﯼ ﺧﺎآﯽ ﻓﮕﻨﺪ
ﺟﺎن و ﺧﺮد ﺳﻮﯼ ﺳﻤﺎوات ﺑﺮد
ﺟﺎن دوم را آﻪ ﻧﺪاﻧﻨﺪ ﺧﻠﻖ
ﻣﺼﻘﻠﻪاﯼ آﺮد و ﺑﻪ ﺟﺎﻧﺎن ﺳﭙﺮد
ﺻﺎف ﺑﺪ ﺁﻣﻴﺨﺘﻪ ﺑﺎ درد ﻣﯽ
ﺑﺮ ﺳﺮ ﺧﻢ رﻓﺖ و ﺟﺪا ﺷﺪ زدرد
در ﺳﻔﺮ اﻓﺘﻨﺪ ﺑﻪ هﻢ ،اﯼ ﻋﺰﻳﺰ
ﻣﺮوزﯼ و رازﯼ و روﻣﯽ و آﺮد
ﺧﺎﻧﻪء ﺧﻮد ﺑﺎز رود هﺮ ﻳﻜﯽ
اﻃﻠﺲ آﯽ ﺑﺎﺷﺪ هﻤﺘﺎﯼ ﺑﺮد
ﺧﺎﻣﺶ آﻦ ﭼﻮن ﻧﻘﻂ ،اﻳﺮا ﻣﻠﻚ
ﻧﺎم ﺗﻮ از دﻓﺘﺮ ﮔﻔﺘﻦ ﺳﺘﺮد
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Shahid’s Caravan
Shahid’s caravan left before ours.4
Believe me, ours will also leave.
Count the eyes, there is one pair less,
Measure the wisdom, thousands less.
Reap all that enriches your soul
Before death comes to bind your legs.
...........................5
All you have struggled to find,
You must not lose easily.
Profit turns friend into stranger.
Pay him less to ward off that day.
...........................
No wolf is as fierce as a lion.
The sparrow’s cry does not reach the hawk.

4

This poem is an elegy for the poet Shahid Balkhi (d. 940), a friend and
contemporary of Rudaki who also enjoyed the patronage of the Sāmānid Amir,
Nasr ibn Ahmad.
5
The breaks indicate fragments missing from the poem.
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آﺎروان ﺷﻬﻴﺪ رﻓﺖ از ﭘﻴﺶ
و ﺁن ﻣﺎ رﻓﺘﻪ ﮔﻴﺮ و ﻣﯽاﻧﺪﻳﺶ
از ﺷﻤﺎر دو ﭼﺸﻢ ﻳﻚ ﺗﻦ آﻢ
وز ﺷﻤﺎر ﺧﺮد هﺰاران ﺑﻴﺶ
ﺗﻮﺷﻪء ﺟﺎن ﺧﻮﻳﺶ ازو ﺑﺮﺑﺎﯼ
ﭘﻴﺶ آﺎﻳﺪت ﻣﺮگ ﭘﺎﯼ ﺁﮔﻴﺶ
.................................
ﺁن ﭼﻪ ﺑﺎ رﻧﺞ ﻳﺎﻓﺘﻴﺶ و ﺑﻪ ذل
ﺗﻮ ﺑﻪ ﺁﺳﺎﻧﯽ از ﮔﺰاﻓﻪ ﻣﺪﻳﺶ
ﺧﻮﻳﺶ ﺑﻴﮕﺎﻧﻪ ﮔﺮدد از ﭘﯽ ﺳﻮد
ﺧﻮاهﯽ ﺁن روز ﻣﺰد آﻤﺘﺮ دﻳﺶ
.................................
ﮔﺮگ را آﯽ رﺳﺪ ﺻﻼﺑﺖ ﺷﻴﺮ
ﺑﺎز را آﯽ رﺳﺪ ﻧﻬﻴﺐ ﺷﺨﻴﺶ
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Panegyric poems
The mother of wine
You must sacrifice the mother of wine,
Take away and imprison her child.
But you cannot take away her child
Before crushing her and taking her life.
It is not just to separate
A baby from its mother’s breast,
Before it has suckled for seven months,
From early spring until late fall.6
Then, in all fairness, it is just
To imprison the child, kill the mother.
Once securely locked away, the child
Roams, confused for seven days and nights.
When it realizes what has happened,
It will froth. It will moan from heartache,
Sink to the bottom with sadness,
Boil to the surface in sorrow.
To purify gold you must boil it
In fire, but it will not boil from sorrow.
A camel drunk with rage
Foams at the mouth, throws its rider.
The guard will wipe away the froth,
Remove the darkness, reveal its brilliance.
Finally, when it has stopped struggling,
The guard will secure the lid.

6

Ordibehesht and Ābān are the second and eighth months, respectively, of the
Persian calendar.
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ﻣﺎدر ﻣﯽ را ﺑﻜﺮد ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ﻗﺮﺑﺎن
ﺑﭽﮥ او را ﮔﺮﻓﺖ و آﺮد ﺑﻪ زﻧﺪان
ﺑﭽﮥ او را ازو ﮔﺮﻓﺖ ﻧﺪاﻧﯽ
ﺗﺎش ﻧﻜﻮﺑﯽ ﻧﺨﺴﺖ و زو ﻧﻜﺸﯽ ﺟﺎن
ﺟﺰ آﻪ ﻧﺒﺎﺷﺪ ﺣﻼل دور ﺑﻜﺮدن
ﺑﭽﮥ آﻮﭼﻚ ز ﺷﻴﺮ ﻣﺎدر و ﭘﺴﺘﺎن
ﺗﺎ ﻧﺨﻮرد ﺷﻴﺮ هﻔﺖ ﻣﻪ ﺑﻪ ﺗﻤﺎﻣﯽ
از ﺳﺮ اردﻳﺒﻬﺸﺖ ﺗﺎ ﺑﻦ ﺁﺑﺎن
ﺁﻧﮕﻪ ﺷﺎﻳﺪ ز روﯼ دﻳﻦ و رﻩ داد
ﺑﭽﻪ ﺑﻪ زﻧﺪان ﺗﻨﮓ و ﻣﺎدر ﻗﺮﺑﺎن
ﭼﻮن ﺑﺴﭙﺎرﯼ ﺑﻪ ﺣﺒﺲ ﺑﭽﮥ او را
هﻔﺖ ﺷﺒﺎروز ﺧﻴﺮﻩ ﻣﺎﻧﺪ و ﺣﻴﺮان
ﺑﺎز ﭼﻮ ﺁﻳﺪ ﺑﻪ هﻮش و ﺣﺎل ﺑﺒﻴﻨﺪ
ﺟﻮش ﺑﺮ ﺁرد ،ﺑﻨﺎﻟﺪ از دل ﺳﻮزان
ﮔﺎﻩ زﺑﺮ زﻳﺮ ﮔﺮدد از ﻏﻢ و ﮔﻪ ﺑﺎز
زﻳﺮ زﺑﺮ ،هﻢ ﭼﻨﺎن زاﻧﺪﻩ ﺟﻮﺷﺎن
زر ﺑﺮ ﺁﺗﺶ آﺠﺎ ﺑﺨﻮاهﯽ ﭘﺎﻟﻮد
ﺟﻮﺷﺪ ،ﻟﻴﻜﻦ ز ﻏﻢ ﻧﺠﻮﺷﺪ ﭼﻨﺪان
ﺑﺎز ﺑﻪ آﺮدار اﺷﺘﺮﯼ آﻪ ﺑﻮد ﻣﺴﺖ
آﻔﻚ ﺑﺮ ﺁرد ز ﺧﺸﻢ وراﻧﺪ ﺳﻠﻄﺎن
ﻣﺮد ﺣﺮس آﻔﻚهﺎش ﭘﺎك ﺑﮕﻴﺮد
ﺗﺎ ﺑﺸﻮد ﺗﻴﺮ ﮔﻴﺶ و ﮔﺮدد رﺧﺸﺎن
ﺁﺧﺮ آﺎرام ﮔﻴﺮد و ﻧﭽﺨﺪ ﺗﻴﺰ
درش آﻨﺪ اﺳﺘﻮار ﻣﺮد ﻧﮕﻬﺒﺎن
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When completely calmed and clear,
It becomes red like a ruby, like coral,
Red like a carnelian from Yemen,
Or a precious ring from Badakhshān.7
If you smell it you would say it is a rose
Scented with ambergris, myrobalan and musk.
Inside the jar it will ferment
Until mid-April, early spring.8
Remove the lid at midnight,
You will see a burning sun.
And when you see it in a glass, you will say
Moses, son of Amram, holds a gem in hand.
The miser becomes generous, the weak becomes brave.
After one sip, a rose garden will bloom on pale cheeks.
And he who drinks a cup with joy
Will feel no pain or sorrow.
Ten-year-old sorrow will be banished to Tanjeh.9
New hope will arrive from Ommān and Ray.10
With such wine, so well aged,
Its shirt worn threadbare for fifty years,
We will have a feast fit for kings,
Adorned with mallow, jasmine and roses.
Heaven spreads its grace in all directions,
Builds something no one can copy:

7

Badakhshān, currently in Afghanistan, was known for its rubies.
Nisān is the first month of the Syrian calendar, corresponding roughly to April.
9
Tanjeh, a port in current Morocco was considered at the time to be one of the
farthest western inhabited places in the world.
10
Ray is a city near current Tehran. Ommān is in the south-eastern Arabian
Peninsula.
8
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ﭼﻮن ﺑﻨﺸﻴﻨﺪ ﺗﻤﺎم و ﺻﺎﻓﯽ ﮔﺮدد
ﮔﻮﻧﻪء ﻳﺎﻗﻮت ﺳﺮخ ﮔﻴﺮد و ﻣﺮﺟﺎن
ﭼﻨﺪ ازو ﺳﺮخ ﭼﻮن ﻋﻘﻴﻖ ﻳﻤﺎﻧﯽ
ﭼﻨﺪ ازو ﻟﻌﻞ ﭼﻮن ﻧﮕﻴﻦ ﺑﺪﺧﺸﺎن
ورش ﺑﺒﻮﻳﯽ ،ﮔﻤﺎن ﺑﺮﯼ آﻪ ﮔﻞ ﺳﺮخ
ﺑﻮﯼ ﺑﺪو داد و ﻣﺸﻚ و ﻋﻨﺒﺮ ﺑﺎ ﺑﺎن
هﻢ ﺑﻪ ﺧﻢ اﻧﺪر هﻤﯽ ﮔﺪازد ﭼﻮﻧﻴﻦ
ﺗﺎ ﺑﻪ ﮔﻪ ﻧﻮﺑﻬﺎر و ﻧﻴﻤﻪء ﻧﻴﺴﺎن
ﺁﻧﮕﻪ اﮔﺮ ﻧﻴﻢ ﺷﺐ درش ﺑﮕﺸﺎﻳﯽ
ﭼﺸﻤﻪء ﺧﻮرﺷﻴﺪ را ﺑﺒﻴﻨﯽ ﺗﺎﺑﺎن
ور ﺑﻪ ﺑﻠﻮر اﻧﺪرون ﺑﺒﻴﻨﯽ ﮔﻮﻳﯽ
ﮔﻮهﺮ ﺳﺮﺧﺴﺖ ﺑﻪ آﻒ ﻣﻮﺳﯽ ﻋﻤﺮان
زﻓﺖ ﺷﻮد رادﻣﺮد و ﺳﺴﺖ دﻻور
ﮔﺮ ﺑﭽﺸﺪ زوﯼ و روﯼ زرد ﮔﻠﺴﺘﺎن
و ﺁن آﻪ ﺑﻪ ﺷﺎدﯼ ﻳﻜﯽ ﻗﺪح ﺑﺨﻮرد زوﯼ
رﻧﺞ ﻧﺒﻴﻨﺪ ازان ﻓﺮاز و ﻧﻪ اﺣﺰان
اﻧﺪﻩ دﻩ ﺳﺎﻟﻪ را ﺑﻪ ﻃﻨﺠﻪ رﻣﺎﻧﺪ
ﺷﺎدﯼ ﻧﻮ را زرﯼ ﺑﻴﺎرد و ﻋﻤﺎن
ﺑﺎﻣﯽ ﭼﻮﻧﻴﻦ آﻪ ﺳﺎﻟﺨﻮردﻩ ﺑﻮد ﭼﻨﺪ
ﺟﺎﻣﻪ ﺑﻜﺮدﻩ ﻓﺮاز ﭘﻨﺠﻪ ﺧﻠﻘﺎن
ﻣﺠﻠﺲ ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ﺑﺴﺎﺧﺘﻪ ،ﻣﻠﻜﺎﻧﻪ
از ﮔﻞ و از ﻳﺎﺳﻤﻴﻦ و ﺧﻴﺮﯼ اﻟﻮان
ﻧﻌﻤﺖ ﻓﺮدوس ﮔﺴﺘﺮﻳﺪﻩ ز هﺮ ﺳﻮ
ﺳﺎﺧﺘﻪ آﺎرﯼ آﻪ آﺲ ﻧﺴﺎزد ﭼﻮﻧﺎن
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Clothes of golden threads, newly-woven rugs,
Exotic flowers, and seats in plenty;
‘Isā’s harp, which makes the heart blush,
Madaknir’s lute, Chābak-e Jānān’s fife.11
Seated in rows are the Amirs, Bal‘ami,
The nobles, and respected elders.12
Up front, on his throne sits the king,
Lord of all kings, Amir of Khorāsān.
A thousand Turks stand ready to serve,
Each, a dazzling two-week moon.
Each wears a scented wreath,
Has cheeks of rosy wine, and hair in braids.
The cup bearer is fairer than the fair,
Child of a Turkish beauty and the Khāqān.13
The wine is happily passed around,
The king of the world is content, he laughs,
Taking wine from a dark-haired, angel-faced Turk,
With the body of a cypress, and hair in waves.
He raises a glass of wine,
Salutes the king of Sistān.
He drinks and cheers, as do his friends.
All are happy with wine in hand.
They drink to the health of Ahmad ibn Mohammad,
The greatest of free men, the pride of Iran,
The lord of fairness, the sun of his times
Through whom justice thrives and brightens the world.
11

Apparently, ‘Isā, Madaknir and Chābak-e Jānān were court musicians. There is
no mention of their names in any of the histories.
12
It is unclear whether “Sāleh” is a name or is used as “righteous” or “noble.”
Abolfazl Mohammed ibn Abdollāh Bal‘ami (d. 937) was the vizier (minister) to
the Sāmānid Amirs Ismail ibn Ahmad, Ahmad ibn Ismail and Nasr ibn Ahmad.
13
Khāqān is the Turkik title for “ruler” or “leader” (used by the Chinese and
Mongols).
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ﺟﺎﻣﮥ زرﻳﻦ و ﻓﺮشهﺎﯼ ﻧﻮ ﺁﻳﻴﻦ
ﺷﻬﺮﻩ رﻳﺎﺣﻴﻦ و ﺗﺨﺖهﺎﯼ ﻓﺮاوان
ﺑﺮﺑﻂ ﻋﻴﺴﯽ و ﻓﺮش هﺎﯼ ﻓﻮادﯼ
ﭼﻨﮓ ﻣﺪك ﻧﻴﺮو ﻧﺎﯼ ﭼﺎﺑﻚ ﺟﺎﺑﺎن
ﻳﻚ ﺻﻒ ﻣﻴﺮان و ﺑﻠﻌﻤﯽ ﺑﻨﺸﺴﺘﻪ
ﻳﻚ ﺻﻒ ﺣﺮان و ﭘﻴﺮ ﺻﺎﻟﺢ دهﻘﺎن
ﺧﺴﺮو ﺑﺮ ﺗﺨﺖ ﭘﻴﺸﮕﺎﻩ ﻧﺸﺴﺘﻪ
ﺷﺎﻩ ﻣﻠﻮك ﺟﻬﺎن ،اﻣﻴﺮ ﺧﺮاﺳﺎن
ﺗﺮك هﺰاران ﺑﻪ ﭘﺎﯼ ﭘﻴﺶ ﺻﻒ اﻧﺪر
هﺮ ﻳﻚ ﭼﻮن ﻣﺎﻩ ﺑﺮ دو هﻔﺘﻪ درﻓﺸﺎن
هﺮ ﻳﻚ ﺑﺮ ﺳﺮ ﺑﺴﺎك ﻣﻮرد ﻧﻬﺎدﻩ
ُر َوش ﻣﯽ ﺳﺮخ و زﻟﻒ و ﺟﻌﺪش رﻳﺤﺎن
ﺑﺎدﻩ دهﻨﺪﻩ ﺑﺘﯽ ﺑﺪﻳﻊ ز ﺧﻮﺑﺎن
ﺑﭽﮥ ﺧﺎﺗﻮن ﺗﺮك و ﺑﭽﻪء ﺧﺎﻗﺎن
ﭼﻮﻧﺶ ﺑﮕﺮدد ﻧﺒﻴﺬ ﭼﻨﺪ ﺑﻪ ﺷﺎدﯼ
ﺷﺎﻩ ﺟﻬﺎن ﺷﺎدﻣﺎن و ﺧﺮم و ﺧﻨﺪان
از آﻒ ﺗﺮآﯽ ﺳﻴﺎﻩ ﭼﺸﻢ ﭘﺮﻳﺮوﯼ
ﻗﺎﻣﺖ ﭼﻮن ﺳﺮو و زﻟﻔﻜﺎﻧﺶ ﭼﻮﮔﺎن
زان ﻣﯽ ﺧﻮﺷﺒﻮﯼ ﺳﺎﻏﺮﯼ ﺑﺴﺘﺎﻧﺪ
ﻳﺎد آﻨﺪ روﯼ ﺷﻬﺮﻳﺎر ﺳﺠﺴﺘﺎن
ﺧﻮد ﺑﺨﻮرد ﻧﻮش و اوﻟﻴﺎش هﻤﻴﺪون
ﮔﻮﻳﺪ هﺮ ﻳﻚ ﭼﻮ ﻣﯽ ﺑﮕﻴﺮد ﺷﺎدان
ﺷﺎدﯼ ﺑﻮ ﺟﻌﻔﺮ اﺣﻤﺪ ﺑﻦ ﻣﺤﻤﺪ
ﺁن ﻣﻪ ﺁزادﮔﺎن و ﻣﻔﺨﺮ اﻳﺮان
ﺁن ﻣﻠﻚ ﻋﺪل و ﺁﻓﺘﺎب زﻣﺎﻧﻪ
زﻧﺪﻩ ﺑﺪو داد و روﺷﻨﺎﻳﯽ ﮔﻴﻬﺎن
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There has been no man like him, and will never be
(If you don’t accuse me of boasting).
He is proof of God. He is God’s shadow.
“Submit to him,” says the Koran.
Man is made of earth, water, fire and wind.
This king is from the sun of the line of Sāsān.14
This dark land has found glory through him.
This wrecked world has become Eden through him.
If you have a way with words, speak of his grace.
If you write well, write only his praise.
If you are a philosopher and seek his path,
Then know his nature, learn his creed.
When it comes to wisdom, you will say
Before you stand the Greeks: Plato and Socrates.
If you profess to be a man of God,
Before you stand Shāf‘i, Abu Hanifeh and Sofyān.15
If he talks of science or philosophy,
Listen to the wisdom of Loqmān.16
A literate man gains knowledge and wisdom.
A wise man will gain manners and faith.
If you are looking for an angel,
Before you stands Rezvān, that is clear.17
Look closely at his soft, beautiful face,
You will see the proof of what I say.
14

Sāsān is the grandfather of Ardeshir Bābakān, founder of the Sāsānian dynasty in
the third century.
15
Faqih is a religious authority who is versed in Islamic jurisprudence. Sharia is
Islamic law. Mohammed ibn Idris, known as Imām Shāf‘i (767-820) was a
theologian and a founder of the Shāf‘iyah sect. Abu Hanifeh No‘mān ibn Sābet
(696-767) was the founder of the Hanafi school of Islam. Sofyān ibn Sa‘id Suri
(713-778) was a theologian.
16
Loqmān is a man known for his wisdom and piety. His name appears several
times in the Koran.
17
Rezvān is heaven’s door keeper.
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ﺁﻧﻜﻪ ﻧﺒﻮد از ﻧﮋاد ﺁدم ﭼﻮن او
ﻧﻴﺰ ﻧﺒﺎﺷﺪ ،اﮔﺮ ﻧﮕﻮﻳﯽ ﺑﻬﺘﺎن
ﺣﺠﺖ ﻳﻜﺘﺎ ﺧﺪاﯼ و ﺳﺎﻳﻪء اوﯼ ﺑﺴﺖ
ﻃﺎﻋﺖ او آﺮدﻩ واﺟﺐ ﺁﻳﺖ ﻓﺮﻗﺎن
ﺧﻠﻖ ز ﺧﺎك و ز ﺁب و ﺁﺗﺶ و ﺑﺎدﻧﺪ
وﻳﻦ ﻣﻠﻚ از ﺁﻓﺘﺎب ﮔﻮهﺮ ﺳﺎﺳﺎن
ﻓﺮﺑﺪ و ﻳﺎﻓﺖ ﻣﻠﻚ ﺗﻴﺮﻩ و ﺗﺎرﯼ
ﻋﺪن ﺑﺪو ﮔﺸﺖ ﺗﻴﺮ ﮔﻴﺘﯽ وﻳﺮان
ﮔﺮ ﺗﻮ ﻓﺼﻴﺤﯽ هﻤﻪ ﻣﻨﺎﻗﺐ او ﮔﻮﯼ
ور ﺗﻮ دﺑﻴﺮﯼ هﻤﻪ ﻣﺪاﻳﺢ او ﺧﻮان
ور ﺗﻮ ﺣﻜﻴﻤﯽ و راﻩ ﺣﻜﻤﺖ ﺟﻮﻳﯽ
ﺳﻴﺮت او ﮔﻴﺮ و ﺧﻮب ﻣﺬهﺐ او دان
ﺁن آﻪ ﺑﺪو ﺑﻨﮕﺮﯼ ﺑﻪ ﺣﻜﻤﺖ ﮔﻮﻳﯽ
اﻳﻨﻚ ﺳﻘﺮاط و هﻢ ﻓﻼﻃﻦ ﻳﻮﻧﺎن
ور ﺗﻮ ﻓﻘﻴﻬﯽ و ﺳﻮﯼ ﺷﺮع ﮔﺮاﻳﯽ
ﺷﺎﻓﻌﯽ اﻳﻨﮑﺖ و ﺑﻮ ﺣﻨﻴﻔﻪ و ﺳﻔﻴﺎن
ﮔﺮ ﺑﮕﺸﺎﻳﺪ زﻓﺎن ﺑﻪ ﻋﻠﻢ و ﺑﻪ ﺣﻜﻤﺖ
ﮔﻮش آﻦ اﻳﻨﻚ ﺑﻪ ﻋﻠﻢ و ﺣﻜﻤﺖ ﻟﻘﻤﺎن
ﻣﺮد ادب را ﺧﺮد ﻓﺰاﻳﺪ و ﺣﻜﻤﺖ
ﻣﺮد ﺧﺮد را ادب ﻓﺰاﻳﺪ و اﻳﻤﺎن
ور ﺗﻮ ﺑﺨﻮاهﯽ ﻓﺮﺷﺘﻪ اﯼ آﻪ ﺑﺒﻴﻨﯽ
اﻳﻨﻚ اوﯼ اﺳﺖ ﺁﺷﻜﺎرا ،رﺿﻮان
ﺧﻮب ﻧﮕﻪ آﻦ ﺑﺪان ﻟﻄﺎﻓﺖ و ﺁﻧﺮوﯼ
ﺗﺎ ﺗﻮ ﺑﺒﻴﻨﯽ ﺑﺮﻳﻦ آﻪ ﮔﻔﺘﻢ ﺑﺮهﺎن
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He is kind-hearted. He is real.
He is noble and forgiving.
If his words fall upon your ears,
It will reverse the bad luck of Saturn.
If you see him sitting on his throne,
You will say Solomon has come to life.
He rides like Sām, and while stars still shine,
No horse shall see a rider like him.18
On the day of battle, of hate, of bravery,
When you see him clad in helmet and armor,
He will make an elephant seem small,
Even one that is roaring and drunk.
During battle, even Esfandiyār
trembles and runs from his spear.19
At times of peace, his mountain of a body
Is Mount Siyām; nobody sees him move.20
Facing his spear, even a dragon
Melts like wax, as if facing fire.
Even Mars if he comes to his battle,
Will become a meal for his sword.
Then again, when he takes the wine in hand,
No spring cloud could rain like him.
Spring clouds only shower dark rain,
He rains parcels of silk and sacks of gold.
He gives and gives, with both hands,
Making the storm seem mundane.
It is surely his grace
That gives value to praise.
18

Sām was the father of Zāl and the ancestor of Rostam, the mythical Persian hero.
Sām is known for being an expert rider.
19
Esfandiyār is a mythical Persian hero.
20
Mount Siyām is in Transoxiana.
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ﭘﺎآﯽ اﺧﻼق او و ﭘﺎك ﻧﮋادﯼ
ﺑﺎ ﻧﻴﺖ ﻧﻴﻚ و ﺑﺎ ﻣﻜﺎرم اﺣﺴﺎن
ور ﺳﺨﻦ او رﺳﺪ ﺑﻪ ﮔﻮش ﺗﻮ ﻳﻚ راﻩ
ﺳﻌﺪ ﺷﻮد ﻣﺮ ﺗﺮا ﻧﺤﻮﺳﺖ آﻴﻮان
ورش ﺑﻪ ﺻﺪر اﻧﺪرون ﻧﺸﺴﺘﻪ ﺑﺒﻴﻨﯽ
ﺟﺰم ﺑﮕﻮﻳﯽ آﻪ زﻧﺪﻩ ﮔﺸﺖ ﺳﻠﻴﻤﺎن
ﺳﺎم ﺳﻮارﯼ آﻪ ﺗﺎ ﺳﺘﺎرﻩ ﺑﺘﺎﺑﺪ
اﺳﺐ ﻧﺒﻴﻨﺪ ﭼﻨﻮ ﺳﻮار ﺑﻪ ﻣﻴﺪان
ﺑﺎز ﺑﻪ روز ﻧﺒﺮد و آﻴﻦ و ﺣﻤﻴﺖ
ﮔﺮش ﺑﺒﻴﻨﯽ ﻣﻴﺎن ﻣﻐﻔﺮ و ﺧﻔﺘﺎن
ﺧﻮار ﻧﻤﺎﻳﺪت ژﻧﺪﻩ ﭘﻴﻞ ﺑﺪاﻧﮕﺎﻩ
ورﭼﻪ ﺑﻮد ﻣﺴﺖ و ﺗﻴﺰ ﮔﺸﺘﻪ و ﻏﺮان
ورش ﺑﺪﻳﺪﯼ ﺳﻔﻨﺪﻳﺎر ﮔﻪ رزم
ﭘﻴﺶ ﺳﻨﺎﻧﺶ ﺟﻬﺎن دوﻳﺪﯼ و ﻟﺮزان
ﮔﺮﭼﻪ ﺑﻪ هﻨﮕﺎم ﺣﻠﻢ آﻮﻩ ﺗﻦ اوﯼ
آﻮﻩ ﺳﻴﺎم اﺳﺖ آﻪ آﺲ ﻧﺒﻴﻨﺪ ﺟﻨﺒﺎن
دﺷﻤﻦ ار اژدهﺎﺳﺖ ،ﭘﻴﺶ ﺳﻨﺎﻧﺶ
ﮔﺮدد ﭼﻮ ﻣﻮم ﭘﻴﺶ ﺁﺗﺶ ﺳﻮزان
ور ﺑﻪ ﻧﺒﺮد ﺁﻳﺪش ﺳﺘﺎرﻩ ﺑﻬﺮام
ﺗﻮﺷﻪء ﺷﻤﺸﻴﺮ او ﺷﻮد ﺑﻪ ﮔﺮوﮔﺎن
ﺑﺎز ﺑﺪان ﮔﻪ آﻪ ﻣﯽ ﺑﻪ دﺳﺖ ﺑﮕﻴﺮد
اﺑﺮ ﺑﻬﺎرﯼ ﭼﻨﻮ ﻧﺒﺎرد ﺑﺎران
اﺑﺮ ﺑﻬﺎرﯼ ﺟﺰ ﺁب ﺗﻴﺮﻩ ﻧﺒﺎرد
او هﻤﻪ دﻳﺒﺎ ﺑﻪ ﺗﺨﺖ و ز ّر ﺑﻪ اﻧﺒﺎن
ﺑﺎ دو آﻒ او ،ز ﺑﺲ ﻋﻄﺎ آﻪ ﺑﺒﺨﺸﺪ
ﺧﻮار ﻧﻤﺎﻳﺪ ﺣﺪﻳﺚ و ﻗﺼﮥ ﺗﻮﻓﺎن
ﻻﺟﺮم از ﺟﻮد و از ﺳﺨﺎوت اوﯼ اﺳﺖ
ﻧﺮخ ﮔﺮﻓﺘﻪ ﻣﺪﻳﺢ و ﺻﺎﻣﺘﯽ ارزان
ﺷﺎﻋﺮ زﯼ او رود ﻓﻘﻴﺮ و ﺗﻬﻴﺪﺳﺖ
ﺑﺎ زر ﺑﺴﻴﺎر ﺑﺎزﮔﺮدد و ﺣﻤﻼن
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The poet, poor and empty-handed,
Goes to him and returns with much gold.
He caresses the poet with praise.
A learned man gets hired at court.
As for fairness and justice,
There is no one like him, so honest and fair.
Both weak and strong get justice from him.
He displays no tyranny or hatred.
His grace is spread all over the world,
From which no one is deprived.
Those troubled by the world find comfort in him.
The heart-broken find a remedy in him.
The mercy of this glorious king,
Like a rope, binds all deserts and fields.
He accepts remorse, pardons sin,
Will not anger, and strives to forgive.
He is lord of Sistān, a victorious king.
His is the tiger’s luck, his foe, a moaning deer.
Amr Lays is reborn in him,
With his entourage and times.21
The name of Rostam is grand, but
Rostam, son of Dastān lives because of him.22
O Rudaki, put aside praise of all others.
Praise him and receive prosperity’s seal.
No matter how hard you try
Or sharpen your wit on a file,
You cannot write poems worthy of him. Go, bring
What you have, however inadequate.

21
22

Amr Lays is the second Saffārid king (887-900).
Rostam is perhapse the most famous mythical Persian hero.
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ﻣﺮد ﺳﺨﻦ را ازو ﻧﻮاﺧﺘﻦ و ﺑﺮ
ﻣﺮد ادب را ازو وﻇﻴﻔﮥ دﻳﻮان
ﺑﺎز ﺑﻪ هﻨﮕﺎم داد و ﻋﺪل ﺑﺮ ﺧﻠﻖ
ﻧﻴﺴﺖ ﺑﻪ ﮔﻴﺘﯽ ﭼﻨﻮ ﻧﺒﻴﻞ و ﻣﺴﻠﻤﺎن
داد ﺑﺒﺎﻳﺪ ﺿﻌﻴﻒ هﻤﭽﻮ ﻗﻮﯼ زوﯼ
ﺟﻮر ﻧﺒﻴﻨﯽ ﺑﻪ ﻧﺰد او و ﻧﻪ ﻋﺪوان
ﻧﻌﻤﺖ او ﮔﺴﺘﺮﻳﺪﻩ ﺑﺮ هﻤﻪ ﮔﻴﺘﯽ
ﺁﻧﭽﻪ آﺲ از ﻧﻌﻤﺘﺶ ﻧﺒﻴﻨﯽ ﻋﺮﻳﺎن
ﺑﺴﺘﮥ ﮔﻴﺘﯽ ازو ﺑﻴﺎﺑﺪ راﺣﺖ
ﺧﺴﺘﮥ ﮔﻴﺘﯽ ازو ﺑﻴﺎﺑﺪ درﻣﺎن
ﺑﺎ رﺳﻦ ﻋﻔﻮ ﺁن ﻣﺒﺎرك ﺧﺴﺮو
ﺣﻠﻘﮥ ﺗﻨﮕﺴﺖ هﺮ ﭼﻪ دﺷﺖ و ﺑﻴﺎﺑﺎن
ﭘﻮزش ﺑﭙﺬﻳﺮد و ﮔﻨﺎﻩ ﺑﺒﺨﺸﺪ
ﺧﺸﻢ ﻧﺮاﻧﺪ ،ﺑﻪ ﻋﻔﻮ آﻮﺷﺪ و ﻏﻔﺮان
ﺁن ﻣﻠﻚ ﻧﻴﻤﺮوز و ﺧﺴﺮو ﭘﻴﺮوز
دوﻟﺖ او ﻳﻮز و دﺷﻤﻦ ﺁهﻮﯼ ﻧﺎﻻن
ﻋﻤﺮوﺑﻦ اﻟﻠﻴﺚ زﻧﺪﻩ ﮔﺸﺖ ﺑﺪو ﺑﺎز
ﺑﺎ ﺣﺸﻢ ﺧﻮﻳﺶ و ﺁن زﻣﺎﻧﻪء اﻳﺸﺎن
رﺳﺘﻢ را ﻧﺎم اﮔﺮ ﭼﻪ ﺳﺨﺖ ﺑﺰرگ اﺳﺖ
زﻧﺪﻩ ﺑﺪوﯼ اﺳﺖ ﻧﺎم رﺳﺘﻢ دﺳﺘﺎن
رود آﻴﺎ ﺑﺮﻧﻮرد ﻣﺪح هﻤﻪ ﺧﻠﻖ
ﻣﺪﺣﺖ او ﮔﻮﯼ و ﻣﻬﺮ دوﻟﺖ ﺑﺴﺘﺎن
ورﭼﻪ ﺑﻜﻮﺷﯽ ﺑﻪ ﺟﻬﺪ ﺧﻮﻳﺶ ﺑﮕﻮﻳﯽ
ورﭼﻪ آﻨﯽ ﺗﻴﺰﻓﻬﻢ ﺧﻮﻳﺶ ﺑﻪ ﺳﻮهﺎن
ﮔﻔﺖ ﻧﺪاﻧﯽ ﺳﺰاش و ﺧﻴﺰ و ﻓﺮاز ﺁر
ﺁﻧﻚ ﺑﮕﻔﺘﯽ ﭼﻨﺎن آﻪ ﮔﻔﺘﻦ ﻧﺘﻮان
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Here is a eulogy, it’s the best I could do.
It has good words and is easily understood.
But I don’t know words that befit the Amir,
Although my poems rival Jarir’s, Tā’i’s and Hassān’s.23
Praise the Amir. May the whole world praise him.
Beauty, virtue and order spring from him.
I complain because my poems reveal my weakness
Although I have the gift like Sari and Sahbān.24
At this time, I present his eulogy,
I, who am expert at praising kings.
There is a limit to praising all men
But praising him has no limit, no end.
It is no surprise that at a time like this,
Rudaki becomes lifeless and confused.
Had Bu ‘Omar not given me the courage,
Had Minister Adnān not allowed me,25
How could I find the nerve to praise the Amir,
For whose sake God has created the world?
If I were not weak and helpless. If I
Didn’t have orders from the Amir of the East,
I myself would run like a page
To his presence, with the poem in my teeth.
This poem will apologize for me.
The word-wise Amir will realize:
Your servant’s excuse is frailty and old age.
That’s why yours truly has not come as your guest.

23

Jarir ibn ‘Attieh (d. 727), Abu Tammām Tā’i (d. 727), and Hassān ibn Sābet
Ansāri (d. 670) were famous Arab poets.
24
Sari Alghavāni (d. 814) was an Arab poet. Sahbān Vā‘el (d. 670) was an Arab
orator.
25
Bu ‘Omar and Adnān were among the notables in the Sāmānid court, possibly
nobles or ministers.
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اﻳﻨﻚ ﻣﺪﺣﯽ ﭼﻨﺎﻧﻜﻪ ﻃﺎﻗﺖ ﻣﻦ ﺑﻮد
ﻟﻔﻆ هﻤﻪ ﺧﻮب و هﻢ ﺑﻪ ﻣﻌﻨﯽ ﺁﺳﺎن
ﺟﺰ ﺑﻪ ﺳﺰاوار ﻣﻴﺮ ﮔﻔﺖ ﻧﺪاﻧﻢ
ورﭼﻪ ﺟﺮﻳﺮم ﺑﻪ ﺷﻌﺮ و ﻃﺎﻳﯽ و ﺣﺴﺎن
ﻣﺪح اﻣﻴﺮﯼ آﻪ ﻣﺪح زوﺳﺖ ﺟﻬﺎن را
زﻳﻨﺖ هﻢ زوﯼ و ﻓﺮ و ﻧﺰهﺖ و ﺳﺎﻣﺎن
ﺳﺨﺖ ﺷﻜﻮهﻢ آﻪ ﻋﺠﺰ ﻣﻦ ﺑﻨﻤﺎﻳﺪ
ورﭼﻪ ﺻﺮﻳﻌﻢ اﺑﺎ ﻓﺼﺎﺣﺖ ﺳﺤﺒﺎن
ﺑﺮد ﭼﻨﻴﻦ ﻣﺪح و ﻋﺮﺿﻪ آﺮد زﻣﺎﻧﯽ
ورﭼﻪ ﺑﻮد ﭼﻴﺮﻩ ﺑﺮ ﻣﺪاﻳﺢ ﺷﺎهﺎن
ﻣﺪح هﻤﻪ ﺧﻠﻖ را آﺮاﻧﻪ ﭘﺪﻳﺪﺳﺖ
ﻣﺪﺣﺖ او را آﺮاﻧﻪ ﻧﯽ و ﻧﻪ ﭘﺎﻳﺎن
ﻧﻴﺴﺖ ﺷﮕﻔﺘﯽ آﻪ رودآﯽ ﺑﻪ ﭼﻨﻴﻦ ﺟﺎﯼ
ﺧﻴﺮﻩ ﺷﻮد ﺑﻴﺮوان و ﻣﺎﻧﺪ ﺣﻴﺮان
ورﻧﻪ ﻣﺮا ﺑﻮ ﻋﻤﺮ دﻻور آﺮدﯼ
واﻧﮏ دﺳﺘﻮرﯼ ﮔﺰﻳﺪۀ ﻋﺪﻧﺎن
زهﺮﻩ آﺠﺎ ﺑﻮدﻣﯽ ﺑﻪ ﻣﺪح اﻣﻴﺮﯼ
آﺰ ﭘﯽ او ﺁﻓﺮﻳﺪ ﮔﻴﺘﯽ ﻳﺰدان
ورم ﺿﻌﻴﻔﯽ و ﺑﯽ ﺑﺪﻳﻢ ﻧﺒﻮدﯼ
وان ﮔﻪ ﻧﺒﻮد از اﻣﻴﺮ ﻣﺸﺮق ﻓﺮﻣﺎن
ﺧﻮد ﺑﺪوﻳﺪﯼ ﺑﺴﺎن ﭘﻴﻚ ﻣﺮﺗﺐ
ﺧﺪﻣﺖ او را ﮔﺮﻓﺘﻪ ﭼﺎﻣﻪ ﺑﻪ دﻧﺪان
ﻣﺪح رﺳﻮﻟﺴﺖ ،ﻋﺬر ﻣﻦ ﺑﺮﺳﺎﻧﺪ
ﺗﺎ ﺑﺸﻨﺎﺳﺪ درﺳﺖ ﻣﻴﺮ ﺳﺨﻨﺪان
ﻋﺬر رهﯽ ﺧﻮﻳﺶ و ﻧﺎﺗﻮاﻧﯽ و ﭘﻴﺮﯼ
آﻮ ﺑﻪ ﺗﻦ ﺧﻮﻳﺶ ازﻳﻦ ﻧﻴﺎﻣﺪ ﻣﻬﻤﺎن
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May the glory of my Amir always soar,
That of his enemies always fall.
May his head reach as high as the moon,
His enemies, buried under the fish.
May his face be more brilliant than the sun,
His grace more lasting than Mount Judy and Sahlān.26

26

Judy is Mount Ararat in Turkey, where Noah’s Arc is supposed to have landed.
Sahlān is a mountain in Arabia.
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دوﻟﺖ ﻣﻴﺮم هﻤﻴﺸﻪ ﺑﺎد ﺑﺮاﻓﺰون
دوﻟﺖ اﻋﺪاﯼ او هﻤﻴﺸﻪ ﺑﻪ ﻧﻘﺼﺎن
ﺳﺮش رﺳﻴﺪﻩ ﺑﻪ ﻣﺎﻩ ﺑﺮ ﺑﻪ ﺑﻠﻨﺪﯼ
و ﺁن ﻣﻌﺎدﯼ ﺑﺰﻳﺮ ﻣﺎهﯽ ﭘﻨﻬﺎن
ﻃﻠﻌﺖ ﺗﺎﺑﻨﺪﻩﺗﺮ ز ﻃﻠﻌﺖ ﺧﻮرﺷﻴﺪ
ﻧﻌﻤﺖ ﭘﺎﻳﻨﺪﻩﺗﺮ ز ﺟﻮدﯼ و ﺛﻬﻼن
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May the Amir live long
May he live long, our glorious lord.
May my precious life be added to his.
I always worry about his life, since
The mother of the free bears few like him.
Of all kings there has never been a youth like him,
Forgiving, literate, brave and wise.
Can anyone know how much he tries?
Can anyone know how generous he is?
With hand and tongue he spreads gold and pearls.
Not in vain, has his name spread through the world.
He planted the branch of kindness in our hearts.
It’s no joke that he has turned his back on wealth.
It’s a puzzle, describing his grace and will:
He is the Avestā in wisdom, the Zand in essence.27
No matter how much the poets try,
They cannot praise him the way they should.
His essence is the seed, his grace is water.
The poet’s talent is his fertile ground.
His essence is the Vahi-nāmeh to Kasrā.28
His ways have filled the Pand-nāmeh with guidance.29
The essence of this king is the real Pand-nāmeh,
So that fortune itself can take counsel from him.
Whoever turns his back on the king’s advice
Sets the foot of happiness into sorrow’s trap.

27

The Avestā, written in Avestan (an ancient Eastern Iranian language) is the
sacred writings of Zoroastrianism and the chief source for the teachings of
Zoroaster. The Zand is the interpretation of the Avestā.
28
Vahi-nāmeh is a “Letter (book/document) of Revelation.” Kasrā is the title of
Khosrow Anushirvān (531-579), the twenty-first Sāsānian king. The prophet
Mohammad was born during his reign.
29
Pand-nāmeh is the “Letter of Guidance.” There is a Pand-nāmeh attributed to
Anushirvān, a copy of which is in the British Museum.
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دﻳﺮ زﻳﺎد ﺁن ﺑﺰرﮔﻮار ﺧﺪاوﻧﺪ
ﺟﺎن ﮔﺮاﻣﯽ ﺑﻪ ﺟﺎﻧﺶ اﻧﺪر ﭘﻴﻮﻧﺪ
داﻳﻢ ﺑﺮ ﺟﺎن او ﺑﻠﺮزم ،زﻳﺮاك
ﻣﺎدر ﺁزادﮔﺎن آﻢ ﺁرد ﻓﺮزﻧﺪ
از ﻣﻠﻜﺎن آﺲ ﭼﻨﻮ ﻧﺒﻮد ﺟﻮاﻧﯽ
راد و ﺳﺨﻨﺪان و ﺷﻴﺮﻣﺮد و ﺧﺮدﻣﻨﺪ
آﺲ ﻧﺸﻨﺎﺳﺪ هﻤﯽ آﻪ آﻮﺷﺶ او ﭼﻮن
ﺧﻠﻖ ﻧﺪاﻧﺪ هﻤﯽ آﻪ ﺑﺨﺸﺶ او ﭼﻨﺪ
دﺳﺖ و زﺑﺎن زر و در ﭘﺮاﮔﻨﺪ او را
ﻧﺎم ﺑﻪ ﮔﻴﺘﯽ ﻧﻪ از ﮔﺰاف ﭘﺮاﮔﻨﺪ
در دل ﻣﺎ ﺷﺎخ ﻣﻬﺮﺑﺎﻧﯽ ﺑﻨﺸﺎﺳﺖ
دل ﻧﻪ ﺑﻪ ﺑﺎزﯼ ز ﻣﻬﺮ ﺧﻮاﺳﺘﻪ ﺑﺮآﻨﺪ
هﻤﭽﻮ ﻣﻌﻤﺎﺳﺖ ﻓﺨﺮ و هﻤﺖ او ﺷﺮح
هﻤﭽﻮ اﺑﺴﺘﺎﺳﺖ ﻓﻀﻞ و ﺳﻴﺮت اوزﻧﺪ
ﮔﺮ ﭼﻪ ﺑﻜﻮﺷﻨﺪ ﺷﺎﻋﺮان زﻣﺎﻧﻪ
ﻣﺪح آﺴﯽ را آﺴﯽ ﻧﮕﻮﻳﺪ ﻣﺎﻧﻨﺪ
ﺳﻴﺮت او ﺗﺨﻢ آﺸﺖ و ﻧﻌﻤﺖ او ﺁب
ﺧﺎﻃﺮ ﻣﺪاح او زﻣﻴﻦ ﺑﺮوﻣﻨﺪ
ﺳﻴﺮت او ﺑﻮد وﺣﯽ ﻧﺎﻣﻪ ﺑﻪ آﺴﺮﯼ
ﭼﻮن آﻪ ﺑﻪ ﺁﻳﻴﻨﺶ ﭘﻨﺪﻧﺎﻣﮥ ﺑﻴﺎﮔﻨﺪ
ﺳﻴﺮت ﺁن ﺷﺎﻩ ﭘﻨﺪﻧﺎﻣﮥ اﺻﻠﯽ اﺳﺖ
ز ﺁﻧﻜﻪ هﻤﯽ روزﮔﺎر ﮔﻴﺮد ازو ﭘﻨﺪ
هﺮ آﻪ ﺳﺮ از ﭘﻨﺪ ﺷﻬﺮﻳﺎر ﺑﭙﻴﭽﻴﺪ
ﭘﺎﯼ ﻃﺮب را ﺑﻪ دام آﺮم دراﻓﮕﻨﺪ
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Who in this world is the raw dough of defeat?
Anyone who is not pleased at his prosperity.
To anyone who does not wish splendor for him,
Say: You just try to tie fortune’s hands.
Dear angels, be proud of the glory of his friends.
Dear heavens, laugh at the misery of his foes.
At the poem’s end, back to what I said at first:
May he live long, our glorious lord.
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آﻴﺴﺖ ﺑﻪ ﮔﻴﺘﯽ ﺧﻤﻴﺮ ﻣﺎﻳﮥ ادﺑﺎر
ﺁن آﻪ ﺑﻪ اﻗﺒﺎل او ﻧﺒﺎﺷﺪ ﺧﺮﺳﻨﺪ
هﺮ آﻪ ﻧﺨﻮاهﺪ هﻤﯽ ﮔﺸﺎﻳﺶ آﺎرش
ﮔﻮ ﺑﺸﻮ و دﺳﺖ روزﮔﺎر ﻓﺮوﺑﻨﺪ
اﯼ ﻣﻠﻚ ،از ﺣﺎل دوﺳﺘﺎﻧﺶ هﻤﯽ ﻧﺎز
اﯼ ﻓﻠﻚ ،از ﺣﺎل دﺷﻤﻨﺎﻧﺶ هﻤﯽ ﺧﻨﺪ
ﺁﺧﺮ ﺷﻌﺮ ﺁن آﻨﻢ آﻪ اول ﮔﻔﺘﻢ
دﻳﺮ زﻳﺎد ﺁن ﺑﺰرﮔﻮار ﺧﺪاوﻧﺪ
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Generosity
You killed many, broke the enemy’s courage.
You gave so much, there isn’t one beggar left.
Many have lamb and sweets on their table,
Others, not enough bread to ease their hunger.
Take action. Don’t sit idle for too long,
Even though your sacks of gold reach the moon.
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هﻤﯽ ﺑﻜﺸﺘﯽ ﺗﺎ در ﻋﺪو ﻧﻤﺎﻧﺪ ﺷﺠﺎع
هﻤﯽ ﺑﺪادﯼ ﺗﺎ در وﻟﯽ ﻧﻤﺎﻧﺪ ﻓﻘﻴﺮ
ﺑﺴﺎ آﺴﺎ آﻪ ﺑﺮﻩ اﺳﺖ و ﻓﺮﺧﺸﻪ ﺑﺮ ﺧﻮاﻧﺶ
ﺑﺴﺎ آﺴﺎ آﻪ ﺟﻮﻳﻦ ﻧﺎن هﻤﯽ ﻧﻴﺎﺑﺪ ﺳﻴﺮ
ﻣﺒﺎدرت آﻦ و ﺧﺎﻣﺶ ﻣﺒﺎش ﭼﻨﺪﻳﻨﺎ
اﮔﺮت ﺑﺪرﻩ رﺳﺎﻧﺪ هﻤﯽ ﺑﻪ ﺑﺪر ﻣﻨﻴﺮ
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Juye-Muliyān
Juye-Muliyān scent drifts my way,
As do memories of a kind friend.30
The Āmuy is hard to cross, but its stones
Feel silken soft beneath our feet.31
Thrilled to see a friend, the Jayhun’s waves
Leap halfway up our horses’ flanks.
O Bukhārā, be happy, live long:
The cheerful Amir is returning to you.
The Amir is the moon, Bukhārā, the sky.
The moon is returning to the sky.
The Amir is a cypress, Bukhārā, the garden.
The cypress is returning to the garden.

30
31

Juye-Muliyān was a very lovely estate on the outskirts of Bukhārā.
Āmuy (Āmu Daryā) and Jayhun are the Persian and Arabic names,
respectively, of the river Oxus in Central Asia. Traveling from Herāt to
Bukhārā, one would have to cross the Oxus.
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ﺑﻮﯼ ﺟﻮﯼ ﻣﻮﻟﻴﺎن ﺁﻳﺪ هﻤﯽ
ﻳﺎد ﻳﺎر ﻣﻬﺮﺑﺎن ﺁﻳﺪ هﻤﯽ
رﻳﮓ ﺁﻣﻮ و درﺷﺘﯽ راﻩ او
زﻳﺮ ﭘﺎﻳﻢ ﭘﺮﻧﻴﺎن ﺁﻳﺪ هﻤﯽ
ﺁب ﺟﻴﺤﻮن از ﻧﺸﺎط روﯼ دوﺳﺖ
ﺧﻨﮓ ﻣﺎ را ﺗﺎ ﻣﻴﺎن ﺁﻳﺪ هﻤﯽ
اﯼ ﺑﺨﺎرا ﺷﺎد ﺑﺎش و دﻳﺮ زﯼ
ﻣﻴﺮ زﯼ ﺗﻮ ﺷﺎدﻣﺎن ﺁﻳﺪ هﻤﯽ
ﻣﻴﺮ ﻣﺎ هﺴﺖ و ﺑﺨﺎرا ﺁﺳﻤﺎن
ﻣﺎﻩ ﺳﻮﯼ ﺁﺳﻤﺎن ﺁﻳﺪ هﻤﯽ
ﻣﻴﺮ ﺳﺮوﺳﺖ و ﺑﺨﺎرا ﺑﻮﺳﺘﺎن
ﺳﺮو ﺳﻮﯼ ﺑﻮﺳﺘﺎن ﺁﻳﺪ هﻤﯽ
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The pen and the harp
Life is a horse, you are the trainer, your choice to gallop.
Life is a ball, you are the mallet, your choice to play.
Although the harp player has delicate hands,
May they be sacrificed to the hand that holds the pen.
There is less oppression, less jealousy because of you.
There is more justice, more generosity because of you.
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زﻣﺎﻧﻪ اﺳﺐ و ﺗﻮ راﻳﺾ ﺑﻪ رأﯼ ﺧﻮﻳﺸﺖ ﺗﺎز
زﻣﺎﻧﻪ ﮔﻮﯼ و ﺗﻮ ﭼﻮﮔﺎن ﺑﺮاﯼ ﺧﻮﻳﺸﺖ ﺑﺎز
اﮔﺮﭼﻪ ﭼﻨﮓ ﻧﻮازان ﻟﻄﻴﻒ دﺳﺖ ﺑﻮﻧﺪ
ﻓﺪاﯼ دﺳﺖ ﻗﻠﻢ ﺑﺎد دﺳﺖ ﭼﻨﮓ ﻧﻮاز
ﺗﻮﻳﯽ آﻪ ﺟﻮر و ﺑﺨﻴﻠﯽ ﺑﻪ ﺗﻮ ﮔﺮﻓﺖ ﻧﺸﻴﺐ
ﭼﻨﺎﻧﻜﻪ داد و ﺳﺨﺎوت ﺑﻪ ﺗﻮ ﮔﺮﻓﺖ ﻓﺮاز

60

The Poetry of Rudaki

Your justice
There is no drunkenness but that of love.
Love is enough misery, even for you.
If thoughts of war run through your enemy’s heart,
Fear of your blade will cut him, limb from limb.
Your justice lets hawk and finch share the sky.
By your will night and day embrace.
From now on be happy, the winds of death
Will uproot the trees of malicious lives.
While a trace of this world still remains,
While the wheels of this grand universe turn,
Joy to your well-wishers, may they feast in bliss.
May those jealous of your glory moan from grief.
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ﺟﺰ ﺁن آﻪ ﻣﺴﺘﯽ ﻋﺸﻘﺴﺖ هﻴﭻ ﻣﺴﺘﯽ ﻧﻴﺴﺖ
هﻤﻴﻦ ﺑﻼت ﺑﺲ اﺳﺖ ،اﯼ ﺑﻪ هﺮ ﺑﻼ ﺧﺮﺳﻨﺪ
ﺧﻴﺎل رزم ﺗﻮ ﮔﺮ در دل ﻋﺪو ﮔﺬرد
ز ﺑﻴﻢ ﺗﻴﻎ ﺗﻮ ﺑﻨﺪش ﺟﺪا ﺷﻮد از ﺑﻨﺪ
ز ﻋﺪل ﺗﺴﺖ ﺑﻪ هﻢ ﺑﺎز و ﺻﻌﻮﻩ را ﭘﺮواز
ز ﺣﻜﻢ ﺗﺴﺖ ﺷﺐ و روز را ﺑﻪ هﻢ ﭘﻴﻮﻧﺪ
ﺑﻪ ﺧﻮﺷﺪﻟﯽ ﮔﺬران ﺑﻌﺪ ازﻳﻦ ،آﻪ ﺑﺎد اﺟﻞ
درﺧﺖ ﻋﻤﺮ ﺑﺪاﻧﺪﻳﺶ را ز ﭘﺎ اﻓﮕﻨﺪ
هﻤﻴﺸﻪ ﺗﺎ ﮐﻪ ﺑﻮد از زﻣﺎﻧﻪ ﻧﺎم و ﻧﺸﺎن
ﻣﺪام ﺗﺎ ﮐﻪ ﺑﻮد ﮔﺮدش ﺳﭙﻬﺮ ﺑﻠﻨﺪ
ﺑﻪ ﺑﺰم ﻋﻴﺶ و ﻃﺮب ﺑﺎد ﻧﻴﮏ ﺧﻮاﻩ ﺗﻮ ﺷﺎد
ﺣﺴﻮد ﺟﺎﻩ ﺗﻮ ﺑﺎدا ز ﻏﺼﻪ زار و ﻧﮋﻧﺪ
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The essence of this world
May the world please our lord. May he live long.
May no accidents befall him.
May God make this proverb come true for him:
If one door is closed, a thousand will open.
The lord of the heavens has built the world like this;
Joyous one moment, grieving the next.
…………………………………..
May God turn the evil eye away from your realm.32

32

The first half of the final couplet is missing.
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ﺟﻬﺎن ﺑﻪ آﺎم ﺧﺪاوﻧﺪ ﺑﺎد و دﻳﺮ زﻳﺎد
ﺑﺮو ﺑﻪ هﻴﭻ ﺣﻮادث زﻣﺎﻧﻪ دﺳﺖ ﻣﺪاد
درﺳﺖ و راﺳﺖ آﻨﺎد اﻳﻦ ﻣﺜﻞ ﺧﺪاﯼ ورا
اﮔﺮ ﺑﺒﺴﺖ ﻳﻜﯽ در هﺰار در ﺑﮕﺸﺎد
ﺧﺪاﯼ ﻋﺮش ﺟﻬﺎن را ﭼﻨﻴﻦ ﻧﻬﺎد ﻧﻬﺎد
آﻪ ﮔﺎﻩ ﻣﺮدم ﺷﺎدان و ﮔﻪ ﺑﻮد ﻧﺎﺷﺎد
.........................................
ﺧﺪاﯼ ﭼﺸﻢ ﺑﺪ از ﻣﻠﻚ ﺗﻮ ﺑﮕﺮداﻧﺎد
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Your friendship
If I take your friendship with me to the grave,
Screaming your praise, I will still find virtues in you.
I don’t want the Amir’s legacy to remain.
I want the Amir himself to remain, as legacy.
He who has gone, you must consider him gone.
He who has died, you must consider him dead.
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ﮔﺮ ﻣﻦ اﻳﻦ دوﺳﺘﯽ ﺗﻮ ﺑﺒﺮم ﺗﺎ ﻟﺐ ﮔﻮر
ﺑﺰﻧﻢ ﻧﻌﺮﻩ وﻟﻴﻜﻦ ز ﺗﻮ ﺑﻴﻨﻢ هﻨﺮا
اﺛﺮ ﻣﻴﺮ ﻧﺨﻮاهﻢ آﻪ ﺑﻤﺎﻧﺪ ﺑﻪ ﺟﻬﺎن
ﻣﻴﺮ ﺧﻮاهﻢ آﻪ ﺑﻤﺎﻧﺪ ﺑﻪ ﺟﻬﺎن در اﺛﺮا
هﺮ آﺮا رﻓﺖ هﻤﯽ ﺑﺎﻳﺪ رﻓﺘﻪ ﺷﻤﺮﯼ
هﺮ آﺮا ﻣﺮد هﻤﯽ ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ﻣﺮدﻩ ﺷﻤﺮا
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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
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The poet’s change of fortune
I was always intoxicated in this house.
Like the Amir and nobles, my place was secure.
Now, I am the same, the house and town are the same.
Then tell me, how has happiness turned to sorrow?

The poet in old age
The black mountain is now covered with snow.
The cypress in the garden is bent like a bow.
What used to taste good no longer does.
What used to be harmless now quickly harms.
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ﺑﺴﺎ آﻪ ﻣﺴﺖ درﻳﻦ ﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﺑﻮدم وﺷﺎدان
ﭼﻨﺎﻧﻚ ﺟﺎﻩ ﻣﻦ اﻓﺰون ﺑﺪ از اﻣﻴﺮ و ﻣﻠﻮك
آﻨﻮن هﻤﺎﻧﻢ و ﺧﺎﻧﻪ هﻤﺎن و ﺷﻬﺮ هﻤﺎن
ﻣﺮا ﻧﮕﻮﻳﯽ آﺰ ﭼﻪ ﺷﺪﻩ اﺳﺖ ﺷﺎدﯼ ﺳﻮك

ﺳﭙﻴﺪ ﺑﺮف ﺑﺮﺁﻣﺪ ﺑﻪ آﻮهﺴﺎر ﺳﻴﺎﻩ
و ﭼﻮن درون ﺷﺪ ﺁن ﺳﺮو ﺑﻮﺳﺘﺎن ﺁراﯼ
و ﺁن آﺠﺎ ﺑﮕﻮارﻳﺪ ﻧﺎﮔﻮار ﺷﺪﺳﺖ
وان آﺠﺎ ﻧﮕﺰاﻳﺴﺖ ﮔﺸﺖ زود ﮔﺰاﯼ
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Meditations on life, death and destiny
Destiny’s door
All is as it is supposed to be:
There is happiness now, be happy.
Why are you sad? Why do you worry?
Destiny does what it must for you.
The viziers’ ways won’t work for you,
Fate will decide what is best for you.
Life’s wheel won’t create another like you.
Your mother won’t bear another like you.
God will never close a door on you,
Before opening a hundred better doors.
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آﺎر هﻤﻪ راﺳﺖ ،ﺁن ﭼﻨﺎن آﻪ ﺑﺒﺎﻳﺪ
ﺣﺎل ﺷﺎدﯼ اﺳﺖ ،ﺷﺎد ﺑﺎﺷﯽ ،ﺷﺎﻳﺪ
اﻧﺪﻩ و اﻧﺪﻳﺸﻪ را دراز ﭼﻪ دارﯼ
دوﻟﺖ ﺧﻮد هﻤﺎن آﻨﺪ آﻪ ﺑﺒﺎﻳﺪ
راﯼ وزﻳﺮان ﺗﺮا ﺑﻪ آﺎر ﻧﻴﺎﺑﺪ
هﺮ ﭼﻪ ﺻﻮاب اﺳﺖ ﺑﺨﺖ ﺧﻮد ﻓﺮﻣﺎﻳﺪ
ﭼﺮخ ﻧﻴﺎرد ﺑﺪﻳﻞ ﺗﻮ ز ﺧﻼﻳﻖ
و ﺁﻧﻜﻪ ﺗﺮا زاد ﻧﻴﺰ ﭼﻮن ﺗﻮ ﻧﺰاﻳﺪ
اﻳﺰد هﺮﮔﺰ درﯼ ﻧﺒﻨﺪد ﺑﺮ ﺗﻮ
ﺗﺎ ﺻﺪ دﻳﮕﺮ ﺑﻪ ﺑﻬﺘﺮﯼ ﻧﮕﺸﺎﻳﺪ
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It is useful to repent
Dear friend, when will you stop saying “where is happiness?”
No one will deprive himself of warm halva.36
Today, it is useful for me to repent,
Just as it is useful for a sick man to sneeze.37

The way of the world
O world, this is how you treat your children:
At times like a mother, at times a stepmother.
You don’t need wall braces or columns.
You don’t need brick walls or iron doors.

This world is like a dream
This world acts completely like a dream,
He whose heart is open will realize it.
Its kindness replaces cruelty.
Its happiness replaces sorrow.
Why are you so content with this world,
When everything is not in order?
It has a nice face but has bad habits.
It has charm but has bad manners.

36
37

Halva is a traditional Middle Eastern dessert.
It was believed that sneezing helped in the recovery of a sick person.
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رﻓﻴﻘﺎ ،ﭼﻨﺪ ﮔﻮﻳﯽ آﻮ ﻧﺸﺎﻃﺖ
ﺑﻨﮕﺮﻳﺰد آﺲ از ﮔﺮم ﺁﻓﺮوﺷﻪ
ﻣﺮا اﻣﺮوز ﺗﻮﺑﻪ ﺳﻮد دارد
ﭼﻨﺎن ﭼﻮن دردﻣﻨﺪان را ﺷﻨﻮﺷﻪ

ﺟﻬﺎﻧﺎ ،ﭼﻨﻴﻨﯽ ﺗﻮ ﺑﺎ ﺑﭽﮕﺎن
آﻪ ﮔﻪ ﻣﺎدرﯼ و ﮔﺎﻩ ﻣﺎدﻧﺪرا
ﻧﻪ ﭘﺎذﻳﺮ ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ﺗﺮا ﻧﻪ ﺳﺘﻮن
ﻧﻪ دﻳﻮار ﺧﺸﺖ و ﻧﻪ زﺁهﻦ درا

اﻳﻦ ﺟﻬﺎن ﭘﺎك ﺧﻮاب آﺮداراﺳﺖ
ﺁن ﺷﻨﺎﺳﺪ آﻪ دﻟﺶ ﺑﻴﺪاراﺳﺖ
ﻧﻴﻜﯽ او ﺑﻪ ﺟﺎﻳﮕﺎﻩ ﺑﺪاﺳﺖ
ﺷﺎدﯼ او ﺑﻪ ﺟﺎﯼ ﺗﻴﻤﺎراﺳﺖ
ﭼﻪ ﻧﺸﻴﻨﯽ ﺑﺪﻳﻦ ﺟﻬﺎن هﻤﻮار
آﻪ هﻤﻪ آﺎر اوﻧﻪ هﻤﻮاراﺳﺖ
ﮐﻨﺶ او ﻧﻪ ﺧﻮب و ﭼﻬﺮش ﺧﻮب
زﺷﺖ آﺮدار و ﺧﻮب دﻳﺪاراﺳﺖ
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Prey for this world
Dear boy, we are nothing but prey for this world.
We are mere finches; death is a hunting bird.
Sooner or later, every rose will die.
Death will crush us under a grinding stone.

Life, short or long
Life, be it short or long,
Does is not end in death?
This cord must pass through
The ring despite its length.
You can choose labor and hardship.
You can choose comfort and safety.
You can take little from this world
Or take all from Tarāz to Ray.
Your whole being is a dream,
But dreams are not real.
When death comes, everyone’s the same,
You can’t tell one from the other.
If only beauties can be coquettish,
Then no one can be coquettish but you.
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ﺟﻤﻠﻪ ﺻﻴﺪ اﻳﻦ ﺟﻬﺎﻧﻴﻢ ،اﯼ ﭘﺴﺮ
ﻣﺎ ﭼﻮ ﺻﻌﻮﻩ ،ﻣﺮگ ﺑﺮﺳﺎن زﻏﻦ
هﺮ ﮔﻠﯽ ﭘﮋﻣﺮدﻩ ﮔﺮدد زوﻧﻪ دﻳﺮ
ﻣﺮگ ﺑﻔﺸﺎرد هﻤﻪ در زﻳﺮ ﻏﻦ

زﻧﺪﮔﺎﻧﯽ ﭼﻪ آﻮﺗﻪ و ﭼﻪ دراز
ﻧﻪ ﺑﻪ ﺁﺧﺮ ﺑﻤﺮد ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ﺑﺎز
هﻢ ﺑﻪ ﭼﻨﺒﺮ ﮔﺬار ﺧﻮاهﺪ ﺑﻮد
اﻳﻦ رﺳﻦ را ،اﮔﺮ ﭼﻪ هﺴﺖ دراز
ﺧﻮاهﯽ اﻧﺪر ﻋﻨﺎ و ﺷﺪت زﯼ
ﺧﻮاهﯽ اﻧﺪر اﻣﺎن ﺑﻪ ﻧﻌﻤﺖ و ﻧﺎز
ﺧﻮاهﯽ اﻧﺪﮐﺘﺮ از ﺟﻬﺎن ﺑﭙﺬﻳﺮ
ﺧﻮاهﯽ از رﯼ ﺑﮕﻴﺮ ﺗﺎ ﺑﻪ ﻃﺮاز
اﻳﻦ هﻤﻪ ﺑﺎد و ﺑﻮد ﺗﻮ ﺧﻮاب اﺳﺖ
ﺧﻮاب را ﺣﻜﻢ ﻧﯽ ،ﻣﮕﺮ ﺑﻪ ﻣﺠﺎز
اﻳﻦ هﻤﻪ روز ﻣﺮگ ﻳﻜﺴﺎﻧﻨﺪ
ﻧﺸﻨﺎﺳﯽ ز ﻳﻜﺪﮔﺮﺷﺎن ﺑﺎز
ﻧﺎز ،اﮔﺮ ﺧﻮب راﺳﺰاﺳﺖ ﺑﻪ ﺷﺮط
ﻧﺴﺰد ﺟﺰ ﺗﺮا آﺮﺷﻤﻪ و ﻧﺎز
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This transient life
The great men of this world have all died.
They have all bowed their heads to death.
Even those who built palaces
Now lie covered with earth.
From the thousands and thousands of comforts
Were they left with anything but a shroud?
From their blessings they enjoyed what they wore,
What they ate and what they gave away.

The world is a deceiving game
Don’t be fond of this transient life,
This world is a deceiving game.
Think of its kindness as fiction.
Tighten your belt at its hardships.
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ﻣﻬﺘﺮان ﺟﻬﺎن هﻤﻪ ﻣﺮدﻧﺪ
ﻣﮕﺮ را ﺳﺮ هﻤﻪ ﻓﺮو آﺮدﻧﺪ
زﻳﺮ ﺧﺎك اﻧﺪرون ﺷﺪﻧﺪ ﺁﻧﺎن
آﻪ هﻤﻪ آﻮﺷﻚهﺎ ﺑﺮﺁوردﻧﺪ
از هﺰاران هﺰار ﻧﻌﻤﺖ و ﻧﺎز
ﻧﻪ ﺑﻪ ﺁﺧﺮ ﺑﻪ ﺟﺰ آﻔﻦ ﺑﺮدﻧﺪ
ﺑﻮد از ﻧﻌﻤﺖ ﺁﻧﭽﻪ ﭘﻮﺷﻴﺪﻧﺪ
و ﺁﻧﭽﻪ دادﻧﺪ و ﺁﻧﭽﻪ را ﺧﻮردﻧﺪ

ﻣﻬﺮ ﻣﻔﮕﻦ ﺑﺮﻳﻦ ﺳﺮاﯼ ﺳﭙﻨﺞ
آﻴﻦ ﺟﻬﺎن ﭘﺎك ﺑﺎزﻳﯽ ﻧﻴﺮﻧﺞ
ﻧﻴﻚ او را ﻓﺴﺎﻧﻪ وارﯼ ﺷﻮ
ﺑﺪ او را آﻤﺮت ﺳﺨﺖ ﺑﺘﻨﺞ
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There was much to be sorry for
I didn’t have the chance to apologize
For it all, but he pardoned me anyway.
I worship God. He is my creator.
My tongue did not rest from praising his servants.
Life’s wheel is all trickery and bondage:
Poison mixed with nectar, gold-plated zinc.
Many, many new violets have blossomed,
Like a flame, bruised, when it touches sulfur.
Bring out the sun, pour it, drink from it.
It passes the lips and shines through the cheeks.

Thirteen-year-old bride
At times lightning laughs, at times thunder moans
Like a mother who mourns a thirteen-year-old bride.
Leaves on the old willow have turned to green silk.
Dew sits on the tulip, like tears shed by parted lovers.
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اﮔﺮ ﭼﻪ ﻋﺬر ﺑﺴﯽ ﺑﻮد روزﮔﺎر ﻧﺒﻮد
ﭼﻨﺎن آﻪ ﺑﻮد ﺑﻪ ﻧﺎﭼﺎر ﺧﻮﻳﺸﺘﻦ ﺑﺨﺸﻮد
ﺧﺪاﯼ را ﺑﺴﺘﻮدم ،آﻪ آﺮدﮔﺎر ﻣﻦ اﺳﺖ
زﺑﺎﻧﻢ از ﻏﺰل و ﻣﺪح ﺑﻨﺪﮔﺎﻧﺶ ﻧﺴﻮد
هﻤﻪ ﺑﻪ ﺗﻨﺒﻞ و ﺑﻨﺪ اﺳﺖ ﺑﺎزﮔﺸﺘﻦ او
ﺷﺮﻧﮓ ﻧﻮش ﺁﻣﻴﻎ اﺳﺖ و روﯼ زراﻧﺪود
ﺑﻨﻔﺶهﺎﯼ ﻃﺮﯼ ﺧﻴﻞ ﺧﻴﻞ ﺑﺮ ﺳﺮآﺮد
ﭼﻮ ﺁﺗﺸﯽ آﻪ ﺑﻪ ﮔﻮﮔﺮد ﺑﺮدوﻳﺪ آﺒﻮد
ﺑﻴﺎروهﺎن ﺑﺪﻩ ﺁن ﺁﻓﺘﺎب آﺶ ﺑﺨﻮرﯼ
ز ﻟﺐ ﻓﺮوﺷﻮد و از رﺧﺎن ﺑﺮﺁﻳﺪ زود

زﻣﺎﻧﯽ ﺑﺮق ﭘﺮ ﺧﻨﺪﻩ ،زﻣﺎﻧﯽ رﻋﺪ ﭘﺮﻧﺎﻟﻪ
ﭼﻨﺎن ﭼﻮن ﻣﺎدر از ﺳﻮك ﻋﺮوس ﺳﻴﺰدﻩ ﺳﺎﻟﻪ
و ﮔﺸﺘﻪ زﻳﻦ ﭘﺮﻧﺪ ﺳﺒﺰ ﺷﺎخ ﺑﻴﺪ ﺑﻨﺴﺎﻟﻪ
ﭼﻨﺎن ﭼﻮن اﺷﻚ ﻣﻬﺠﻮران ﻧﺸﺴﺘﻪ ژاﻟﻪ ﺑﺮﻻﻟﻪ
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The song of the zir
At dawn, the song of a moaning zir
Soothes my ears more than prayer.38
No wonder, the wail of the zir
Lures the prey out of the field.
It always pierces the heart
Although it has no arrows.
At times it weeps, at times it wails,
From morning till night, and again till dawn.
It speaks but it has no tongue.
It recites the story of lovers.
At times, it can sober up a mad man.
At times, it can put a sober man in chains.

The pen
It’s a cripple who walks, has no ears but talks.
It’s an eloquent mute, sees the world without eyes.
It is sharp as a sword. It moves like a snake.
It has a lover’s body and a darkened face.

38

Zir is a high-pitched note. It is also the name of an ancient musical instrument.
Takbir, part of the Muslim “call to prayer,” is the proclamation of faith: Allaho-Akbar (“God is great”).
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وﻗﺖ ﺷﺒﮕﻴﺮ ﺑﺎﻧﮓ ﻧﺎﻟﮥ زﻳﺮ
ﺧﻮﺷﺘﺮ ﺁﻳﺪ ﺑﻪ ﮔﻮﺷﻢ از ﺗﻜﺒﻴﺮ
زارﯼ زﻳﺮ و اﻳﻦ ﻣﺪار ﺷﮕﻔﺖ
ﮔﺮ ز دﺷﺖ اﻧﺪر ﺁورد ﻧﺨﺠﻴﺮ
ﺗﻦ او ﺗﻴﺮ ﻧﻪ ،زﻣﺎن ﺑﻪ زﻣﺎن
ﺑﻪ دل اﻧﺪر هﻤﯽ ﮔﺰارد ﺗﻴﺮ
ﮔﺎﻩ ﮔﺮﻳﺎن و ﮔﻪ ﺑﻨﺎﻟﺪ زار
ﺑﺎﻣﺪادان و روز ﺗﺎ ﺷﺒﮕﻴﺮ
ﺁن زﺑﺎنﺁور و زﺑﺎﻧﺶ ﻧﻪ
ﺧﺒﺮ ﻋﺎﺷﻘﺎن آﻨﺪ ﺗﻔﺴﻴﺮ
ﮔﺎﻩ دﻳﻮاﻧﻪ را آﻨﺪ هﺸﻴﺎر
ﮔﻪ ﺑﻪ هﺸﻴﺎر ﺑﺮﻧﻬﺪ زﻧﺠﻴﺮ

ﻟﻨﮓ روﻧﺪﻩ اﺳﺖ ،ﮔﻮش ﻧﯽ و ﺳﺨﻦ ﻳﺎب
ﮔﻨﮓ ﻓﺼﻴﺤﺴﺖ ،ﭼﺸﻢ ﻧﯽ و ﺟﻬﺎن ﺑﻴﻦ
ﺗﻴﺰﯼ ﺷﻤﺸﻴﺮ دارد و روش ﻣﺎر
آﺎﻟﺒﺪ ﻋﺎﺷﻘﺎن و ﮔﻮﻧﮥ ﻏﻤﮕﻴﻦ
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Love and its afflictions
This breeze from Bukhārā
This wind that blows my way from Bukhārā
Smells of roses and musk, a jasmine breeze.
Any man or woman caressed by this wind
Says: maybe this wind blows from Khotan.39
No, no. Such luscious wind could not blow from Khotan.
This wind blows from the bosom of my love.
Each night I look to Yemen until you appear
Because you are Canopus rising from Yemen.40
My dear, I try to hide your name from people,
Keep it from falling in the public mouth.
Want to or not, with whomever I speak,
When I speak, it’s your name that comes to mouth.

39

Khotan, a city in Central Asia (currently in Chinese Turkistan) was famous for
its musk.
40
Canopus, a star in the constellation Carina, is brightest when it appears from
the direction of Yemen, which is south-west in the Bukhārān sky.
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هﺮ ﺑﺎد آﻪ از ﺳﻮﯼ ﺑﺨﺎرا ﺑﻪ ﻣﻦ ﺁﻳﺪ
ﺑﺎ ﺑﻮﯼ ﮔﻞ و ﻣﺸﻚ و ﻧﺴﻴﻢ ﺳﻤﻦ ﺁﻳﺪ
ﺑﺮ هﺮ زن و هﺮ ﻣﺮد ،آﺠﺎ ﺑﺮوزد ﺁن ﺑﺎد
ﮔﻮﻳﯽ ﻣﮕﺮ ﺁن ﺑﺎد هﻤﯽ از ﺧﺘﻦ ﺁﻳﺪ
ﻧﯽ ﻧﯽ ،ز ﺧﺘﻦ ﺑﺎد ﭼﻨﻮ ﺧﻮش ﻧﻮزد هﻴﭻ
آﺎن ﺑﺎد هﻤﯽ از ﺑﺮ ﻣﻌﺸﻮق ﻣﻦ ﺁﻳﺪ
هﺮ ﺷﺐ ﻧﮕﺮاﻧﻢ ﺑﻪ ﻳﻤﻦ ﺗﺎ ﺗﻮ ﺑﺮﺁﻳﯽ
زﻳﺮا آﻪ ﺳﻬﻴﻠﯽ و ﺳﻬﻴﻞ از ﻳﻤﻦ ﺁﻳﺪ
آﻮﺷﻢ آﻪ ﺑﭙﻮﺷﻢ ﺻﻨﻤﺎ ﻧﺎم ﺗﻮ از ﺧﻠﻖ
ﺗﺎ ﻧﺎم ﺗﻮ آﻢ در دهﻦ اﻧﺠﻤﻦ ﺁﻳﺪ
ﺑﺎ هﺮ آﻪ ﺳﺨﻦ ﮔﻮﻳﻢ ،اﮔﺮ ﺧﻮاهﻢ وﮔﺮ ﻧﯽ
اول ﺳﺨﻨﻢ ﻧﺎم ﺗﻮ اﻧﺪر دهﻦ ﺁﻳﺪ
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Devotion to love
What use is facing the house of God, when the heart
Faces Bukhārā and the beauties of Tarāz?
God will accept your devotion to love,
But he will not accept your prayers.

My heart is a grain
Dear heart, why are you so selfish?
Why do you love the enemy in vain?
Why do you seek faith from the unfaithful?
Why do you strike iron that is cold?
And you, whose cheeks are like the lily,
The lily is jealous of your beauty.
Go down this dead-end street just once,
You’ll light a fire under its residents.
My heart is a grain, your love, a mountain.
Why crush the grain under the mountain?
Forgive me dear boy, forgive me.
Don’t needlessly kill a lover like me.
Come now, take a look at Rudaki,
If you want to see a lifeless body walk.
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روﯼ ﺑﻪ ﻣﺤﺮاب ﻧﻬﺎدن ﭼﻪ ﺳﻮد
دل ﺑﻪ ﺑﺨﺎرا و ﺑﺘﺎن ﺗﺮاز
اﻳﺰد ﻣﺎ وﺳﻮﺳﮥ ﻋﺎﺷﻘﯽ
از ﺗﻮ ﭘﺬﻳﺮد ،ﻧﭙﺬﻳﺮد ﻧﻤﺎز

دﻻ ﺗﺎ آﯽ هﻤﯽ ﺟﻮﻳﯽ ﻣﻨﯽ را
ﭼﻪ دارﯼ دوﺳﺖ هﺮزﻩ دﺷﻤﻨﯽ را
ﭼﺮا ﺟﻮﻳﯽ وﻓﺎ از ﺑﯽ وﻓﺎﻳﯽ
ﭼﻪ آﻮﺑﯽ ﺑﻴﻬﺪﻩ ﺳﺮد ﺁهﻨﯽ را
اﻳﺎ ﺳﻮﺳﻦ ﺑﻨﺎﮔﻮﺷﯽ آﻪ دارﯼ
ﺑﺮ ﺷﻚ ﺧﻮﻳﺸﺘﻦ هﺮ ﺳﻮﺳﻨﯽ را
ﻳﻜﯽ زﻳﻦ ﺑﺮزن ﻧﺎ راﻩ ﺑﺮﺷﻮ
آﻪ ﺑﺮ ﺁﺗﺶ ﻧﺸﺎﻧﯽ ﺑﺮزﻧﯽ را
دل ﻣﻦ ارزﻧﯽ ،ﻋﺸﻖ ﺗﻮ آﻮهﯽ
ﭼﻪ ﺳﺎﻳﯽ زﻳﺮ آﻮهﯽ ارزﻧﯽ را
ﺑﺒﺨﺸﺎ ،اﯼ ﭘﺴﺮ ،ﺑﺮ ﻣﻦ ﺑﺒﺨﺸﺎ
ﻣﻜﺶ درﻋﺸﻖ ﺧﻴﺮﻩ ﭼﻮن ﻣﻨﯽ را
ﺑﻴﺎ اﻳﻨﻚ ﻧﮕﻪ آﻦ رودآﯽ را
اﮔﺮ ﺑﯽ ﺟﺎن روان ﺧﻮاهﯽ ﺗﻨﯽ را
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In praise of the beloved
A hundred-petaled rose, musk, ambergris,
Apples, white jasmine and fragrant leaves,
It contains all of these, your beauty,
O Beauty, who captivate kings.
Your lover’s night is the Divine Night,41
When the veil is removed from your face.
The sun hides its face behind a veil
When the veil reveals your two tulips.
And your chin is just like an apple,
An apple with a mole made of musk.

41

Lailat al-qadar, which I have translated as “The Divine Night,” is the night
when the prophet Mohammad received the first revelation of the Koran.
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ﮔﻞ ﺻﺪﺑﺮگ و ﻣﺸﻚ و ﻋﻨﺒﺮ وﺳﻴﺐ
ﻳﺎﺳﻤﻴﻦ ﺳﭙﻴﺪ و ﻣﻮرد ﺑﺰﻳﺐ
اﻳﻦ هﻤﻪ ﻳﻜﺴﺮﻩ ﺗﻤﺎم ﺷﺪﻩ اﺳﺖ
ﻧﺰد ﺗﻮاﯼ ﺑﺖ ﻣﻠﻮك ﻓﺮﻳﺐ
ﺷﺐ ﻋﺎﺷﻘﺖ ﻟﻴﻠﺔاﻟﻘﺪرﺳﺖ
ﭼﻮن ﺗﻮ ﺑﻴﺮون آﻨﯽ رخ از ﺟﻠﺒﻴﺐ
ﺑﻪ ﺣﺠﺎب اﻧﺪرون ﺷﻮد ﺧﻮرﺷﻴﺪ
ﮔﺮ ﺗﻮ ﺑﺮدارﯼ از دو ﻻﻟﻪ ﺣﺠﻴﺐ
وﺁن زﻧﺨﺪان ﺑﺴﻴﺐ ﻣﺎﻧﺪ راﺳﺖ
اﮔﺮ از ﻣﺸﻚ ﺧﺎل دارد ﺳﻴﺐ
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Crying for the beloved
I have the right to moan for my love’s absence,
As the nightingale moans for the red rose, at dawn.
If fate does not deliver you to me,
I will burn fate with the flames in my heart.
When you brighten your face, a thousand
Butterflies will burn around you, as I do.
I will not fit under the tombstone, if
For one moment you sit grieving by my grave.
The world is as it has always been,
And will be the same for ever, my dear.
With one turn it will make a king,
With a throne, a crown and earrings.
O world, you make them rot under ground,
And the ground piles more torment on them.
Now, bring some of that life-giving wine,
And crush the past under a grinding stone.
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ﺑﻪ ﺣﻖ ﻧﺎﻟﻢ ز هﺠﺮ دوﺳﺖ زارا
ﺳﺤﺮ ﮔﺎهﺎن ﭼﻮ ﺑﺮ ﮔﻠﺒﻦ هﺰارا
ﻗﻀﺎ ،ﮔﺮ داد ﻣﻦ ﻧﺴﺘﺎﻧﺪ از ﺗﻮ
ز ﺳﻮز دل ﺑﺴﻮزاﻧﻢ ﻗﻀﺎ را
ﭼﻮ ﻋﺎرض ﺑﺮﻓﺮوزﯼ ﻣﯽﺑﺴﻮزد
ﭼﻮ ﻣﻦ ﭘﺮواﻧﻪ ﺑﺮ ﮔﺮدت هﺰارا
ﻧﮕﻨﺠﻢ در ﻟﺤﺪ ،ﮔﺮ زاﻧﻜﻪ ﻟﺨﺘﯽ
ﻧﺸﻴﻨﯽ ﺑﺮ ﻣﺰارم ﺳﻮآﻮارا
ﺟﻬﺎن اﻳﻦ اﺳﺖ وﭼﻮﻧﻴﻦ اﺳﺖ ﺗﺎ ﺑﻮد
و هﻤﭽﻮﻧﻴﻦ ﺑﻮد اﻳﻨﻨﺪ ،ﻳﺎرا
ﺑﻪ ﻳﻚ ﮔﺮدش ﺑﻪ ﺷﺎهﻨﺸﺎهﯽ ﺁرد
دهﺪ دﻳﻬﻴﻢ و ﺗﺎج وﮔﻮﺷﻮارا
ﺗﻮﺷﺎن زﻳﺮ زﻣﻴﻦ ﻓﺮﺳﻮدﻩ آﺮدﯼ
زﻣﻴﻦ دادﻩ ﺑﺮﻳﺸﺎن ﺑﺮ زﻏﺎرا
از ﺁن ﺟﺎن ﺗﻮ ﻟﺨﺘﯽ ﺧﻮن ﻓﺴﺮدﻩ
ﺳﭙﺮدﻩ زﻳﺮ ﭘﺎﯼ اﻧﺪر ﺳﭙﺎرا
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Tortured by the beloved
If I’m not unlucky, how did I get involved
With this quick-to-anger woman of easy virtue?
She likes it if I’m thrown to the lions.
I can’t stand it if a fly sits on her.
She tortures me. But my love for her
And loyalty to her never leave my heart.

The cruel beloved
My eyes are a sea. The fire in my heart roars.
How can the pupil survive between sea and fire?
She has a crocodile’s bite. She tears at the heart.
She is cruel. I will suffer if I give my heart.

Ayyār’s message
Ayyār sent a secret message to me:42
“Don’t mention me in your poems so much.
This old man abuses me because of you.
I wish God would save me from his tyranny.”

42

Ayyār means shrewd or sneaky. Nafisi claims that Ayyār is the name of one of
Rudaki’s favorite concubines.
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ﮔﺮ ﻧﻪ ﺑﺪﺑﺨﺘﻤﯽ ،ﻣﺮاآﻪ ﻓﮕﻨﺪ
ﺑﻪ ﻳﻜﯽ ﺟﺎف ﺟﺎف زود ﻏﺮس
او ﻣﺮا ﭘﻴﺶ ﺷﻴﺮ ﺑﭙﺴﻨﺪد
ﻣﻦ ﻧﺘﺎوم ﺑﺮو ﻧﺸﺴﺘﻪ ﻣﮕﺲ
ﮔﺮﭼﻪ ﻧﺎﻣﺮدم اﺳﺖ ،ﻣﻬﺮ و وﻓﺎش
ﻧﺸﻮد هﻴﭻ ازﻳﻦ دﻟﻢ ﻳﺮﮔﺲ

درﻳﺎ دو ﭼﺸﻢ و ﺁﺗﺶ ﺑﺮ دل هﻤﯽ ﻓﺰاﻳﺪ
ﻣﺮدم ﻣﻴﺎن درﻳﺎ و ﺁﺗﺶ ﭼﮕﻮﻧﻪ ﭘﺎﻳﺪ
ﻧﻴﺶ ﻧﻬﻨﮓ دارد ،دل را هﻤﯽ ﺧﺴﺎﻳﺪ
ﻧﺪهﻢ ،آﻪ ﻧﺎﮔﻮارد ،آﺎﻳﺪون ﻧﻪ ﺧﺮدﺧﺎﻳﺪ

آﺲ ﻓﺮﺳﺘﺎد ﺑﻪ ﺳﺮ اﻧﺪر ﻋﻴﺎر ﻣﺮا
آﻪ :ﻣﻜﻦ ﻳﺎد ﺑﻪ ﺷﻌﺮ اﻧﺪر ﺑﺴﻴﺎر ﻣﺮا
وﻳﻦ ﻓﮋﻩ ﭘﻴﺮ ز ﺑﻬﺮ ﺗﻮ ﻣﺮا ﺧﻮار ﮔﺮﻓﺖ
ﺑﺮهﺎﻧﺎد ازو اﻳﺰد ﺟﺒﺎر ﻣﺮا
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When the beloved drinks wine
Flowers bloom on her cheeks, it’s no wonder:
Flowers always bloom when she drinks wine.
Her hair falls in curls but she stands up straight.
She has a healthy body but feverish eyes.43

Submission to the beloved
I want to stroke your amber-scented hair,
Paint with kisses the jasmine petals of your face.
If only you’d place one foot upon this ground,
I’d make a thousand prostrations to its dust.
I’ll kiss the seal on your letter a thousand times
If I see the mark of your signet ring upon it.
Tell them to cut off my hand with an Indian blade,
If one day I try to raise a hand to you.
I was silent when I should have recited poems.
But my tongue now turns with compliments for you.

43

“Feverish eyes” imply sleepy, half-closed eyes, which are a sign of the
beloved’s beauty.
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اﮔﺮ ﮔﻞ ﺁرد ﺑﺎر ﺁن رﺧﺎن او ،ﻧﻪ ﺷﮕﻔﺖ
هﺮ ﺁﻳﻨﻪ ﭼﻮ هﻤﻪ ﻣﯽﺧﻮرد ﮔﻞ ﺁرد ﺑﺎر
ﺑﻪ زﻟﻒ آﮋ وﻟﻴﻜﻦ ﺑﻪ ﻗﺪ و ﻗﺎﻣﺖ راﺳﺖ
ﺑﻪ ﺗﻦ درﺳﺖ وﻟﻴﻜﻦ ﺑﻪ ﭼﺸﻤﻜﺎن ﺑﻴﻤﺎر

ﮔﺮﻓﺖ ﺧﻮاهﻢ زﻟﻔﻴﻦ ﻋﻨﺒﺮﻳﻦ ﺗﻮرا
ﺑﻪ ﺑﻮﺳﻪ ﻧﻘﺶآﻨﻢ ﺑﺮگ ﻳﺎﺳﻤﻴﻦ ﺗﻮرا
هﺮ ﺁن زﻣﻴﻦ آﻪ ﺗﻮ ﻳﻚ رﻩ ﺑﺮو ﻗﺪم ﺑﻨﻬﯽ
هﺰار ﺳﺠﺪﻩ ﺑﺮم ﺧﺎك ﺁن زﻣﻴﻦ ﺗﻮرا
هﺰار ﺑﻮﺳﻪ دهﻢ ﺑﺮ ﺳﺨﺎﯼ ﻧﺎﻣﮥ ﺗﻮ
اﮔﺮ ﺑﺒﻴﻨﻢ ﺑﺮ ﻣﻬﺮ او ﻧﮕﻴﻦ ﺗﻮرا
ﺑﻪ ﺗﻴﻎ هﻨﺪﯼ ﮔﻮدﺳﺖ ﻣﻦ ﺟﺪا ﺑﻜﻨﻨﺪ
اﮔﺮ ﺑﮕﻴﺮم روزﯼ ﻣﻦ ﺁﺳﺘﻴﻦ ﺗﻮرا
اﮔﺮ ﭼﻪ ﺧﺎﻣﺶ ﻣﺮدم آﻪ ﺷﻌﺮ ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ﮔﻔﺖ
زﺑﺎن ﻣﻦ ﺑﻪ روﯼ ﮔﺮدد ﺁﻓﺮﻳﻦ ﺗﻮرا
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The beloved’s beauty
Song, rose-colored wine, and beauties like the moon,
Would make an angel fall in the well.44
How can I sew my gaze shut? To see my love
Only narcissi grow on my grave, not weeds.45
For the man who knows love’s drunkenness,
It’s a shame to be sober for a moment.
Your eyes can’t make out the ceiling beams by day.
But you spot a straw in someone else’s eye at night.46

The beloved’s curls
Who curled your hair into a “j”?47
He who made your mole the dot of that “j”.
And your mouth is so small, as if someone
Has split a pomegranate seedlet in half.48

44

In this line, Rudaki is making reference to the story of Hārut and Mārut, which
has pre-Islamic roots (“Ho’avrutāt” and “Amrotāt” in Avestan literature) and is
retold in the Koran. As the story goes, the angels Hārut and Mārut were sent to
earth to guide mankind. They were seduced by the beautiful Nāhid (“Zohreh”
in Arabic) and engaged in singing, drinking wine and merry-making. As
punishment, God threw them into the well of Babylon.
45
Narcissi represent eyes. Narcissi growing on the grave implies that the poet
will see his beloved even after his death.
46
The last couplet seems disjointed from the rest of the poem.
47
I have translated the Persian letter [“ ]جjim" as a “j”. [ ] ج, similar to a “j” in
English has a dot. The dot in the []ج, however, is on the inside of the body of
the letter, unlike the dot on top of the “j”. The physical description of the dot
being the mole surrounded by a curl of the beloved’s hair makes more sense in
Persian since the dot is surrounded by the body of the letter. The dot on the “j”
as the mole, and the body of the letter as a curl of hair, demands a bit of a
stretch in the imagination of the English reader. Nevertheless, it’s an
interesting coincidence that the [  ]جand the “j” are similar sounding letters
with similar physical shapes. Both are dotted letters with a curved body.
48
A small mouth is a sign of feminine beauty.
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ﺳﻤﺎع و ﺑﺎدۀ ﮔﻠﮕﻮن و ﻟﻌﺒﺘﺎن ﭼﻮﻣﺎﻩ
اﮔﺮ ﻓﺮﺷﺘﻪ ﺑﺒﻴﻨﺪ دراوﻓﺘﺪ در ﭼﺎﻩ
ﻧﻈﺮ ﭼﮕﻮﻧﻪ ﺑﺪوزم آﻪ ﺑﻬﺮ دﻳﺪن دوﺳﺖ
ز ﺧﺎك ﻣﻦ هﻤﻪ ﻧﺮﮔﺲ دﻣﺪ ﺑﻪ ﺟﺎﯼ ﮔﻴﺎﻩ
آﺴﯽ آﻪ ﺁﮔﻬﯽ از ذوق ﻋﺸﻖ ﺟﺎﻧﺎن ﻳﺎﻓﺖ
ز ﺧﻮﻳﺶ ﺣﻴﻒ ﺑﻮد ،ﮔﺮ دﻣﯽ ﺑﻮد ﺁﮔﺎﻩ
ﺑﻪ ﭼﺸﻤﺖ اﻧﺪر ﺑﺎﻻر ﻧﻨﮕﺮﯼ ﺗﻮ ﺑﻪ روز
ﺑﻪ ﺷﺐ ﺑﻪ ﭼﺸﻢ آﺴﺎن اﻧﺪرون ﺑﺒﻴﻨﯽ آﺎﻩ

زﻟﻒ ﺗﺮا ﺟﻴﻢ آﻪ آﺮد ﺁن آﻪ او
ﺧﺎل ﺗﺮا ﻧﻘﻄﮥ ﺁن ﺟﻴﻢ آﺮد
وﺁن دهﻦ ﺗﻨﮓ ﺗﻮ ﮔﻮﻳﯽ آﺴﯽ
داﻧﮕﻜﯽ ﻧﺎر ﺑﻪ دو ﻧﻴﻢ آﺮد
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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
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Mehregān
Dear lord, the feast of Mehregān has come.49
The feast of kings and nobles has come.
It’s time for fur instead of silk, a tent
Instead of the garden and the meadow.
The myrtle has replaced the lily,
Wine has replaced the Judas-tree.
You are generous and your reign is young.
Such luck: the wine has ripened in your youth.
.................
The flower has returned to the garden.
It’s time for the garden and the meadow.
The flames of Āzar have died down.50
The flames rise up now in the tulip.51

49

Mehregān is a Zoroastrian celebration of autumn, in the month of Mehr, the
first month of autumn according to the Persian calendar.
50
Āzar, which means fire, is also the last month of autumn in the Persian
calendar.
51
The last two couplets are not separated from the rest of the poem in the Nafisi
manuscript. Here, I have chosen the Sho’ar and Anvary version, which has
presented the second fragment separately. There is no thematic transition
between the two fragments and the radif in the opening couplet of the second
fragment indicates that it could be the opening couplet of a separate poem.
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ﻣﻠﻜﺎ ،ﺟﺸﻦ ﻣﻬﺮﮔﺎن ﺁﻣﺪ
ﺟﺸﻦ ﺷﺎهﺎن و ﺧﺴﺮوان ﺁﻣﺪ
ﺧﺰﺑﻪ ﺟﺎﯼ ﻣﻠﺤﻢ و ﺧﺮﮔﺎﻩ
ﺑﺪل ﺑﺎغ و ﺑﻮﺳﺘﺎن ﺁﻣﺪ
ﻣﻮرد ﺑﻪ ﺟﺎﯼ ﺳﻮﺳﻦ ﺁﻣﺪ ﺑﺎز
ﻣﯽ ﺑﻪ ﺟﺎﯼ ارﻏﻮان ﺁﻣﺪ
ﺗﻮ ﺟﻮاﻧﻤﺮد و دوﻟﺖ ﺗﻮ ﺟﻮان
ﻣﯽ ﺑﻪ ﺑﺨﺖ ﺗﻮ ﻧﻮﺟﻮان ﺁﻣﺪ
................................
ﮔﻞ دﮔﺮ رﻩ ﺑﻪ ﮔﻠﺴﺘﺎن ﺁﻣﺪ
وارۀ ﺑﺎغ و ﺑﻮﺳﺘﺎن ﺁﻣﺪ
وار ﺁذر ﮔﺮﺷﺖ و ﺷﻌﻠﮥ او
ﺷﻌﻠﮥ ﻻﻟﻪ را زﻣﺎن ﺁﻣﺪ
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Hoopoe
I saw a hoopoe near Sarakhs
Whose little song reached the clouds.
She was wearing a little cloak
Of many different colors.
O ugly and inverted world,
I stand before you in awe.

Winter’s breath
This grass field, tinged by winter’s breath52
Like the tails of tigers and wolves,
Is now dyed and designed like the Arzhang,
In a spring that bears Mani’s mark.53
Don’t feel too safe on the ship of life,
The Nile is full of crocodiles.

52
53

According to the Persian calendar, Day is the first month of winter.
Māni or Manes (c. 216-276) was the Persian founder of Manichaeism. Māni
was also a painter and his scripture, the Arzhang, is illustrated with colorful
paintings.
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ﭘﻮﭘﻚ دﻳﺪم ﺑﻪ ﺣﻮاﻟﯽ ﺳﺮﺧﺲ
ﺑﺎﻧﮕﻚ ﺑﺮ ﺑﺮدﻩ ﺑﻪ ا ﺑﺮ اﻧﺪرا
ﭼﺎدرآﯽ دﻳﺪم رﻧﮕﻴﻦ ﺑﺮو
رﻧﮓ ﺑﺴﯽ ﮔﻮﻧﻪ ﺑﺮ ﺁن ﭼﺎدرا
اﯼ ﭘﺮﻏﻮﻧﻪ و ﺑﺎژﮔﻮﻧﻪ ﺟﻬﺎن
ﻣﺎﻧﺪﻩ ﻣﻦ از ﺗﻮ ﺑﻪ ﺷﮕﻔﺖ اﻧﺪرا

ﺁن ﺻﺤﻦ ﭼﻤﻦ آﻪ از دم دﯼ
ﮔﻔﺘﯽ دم ﮔﺮگ ﻳﺎ ﭘﻠﻨﮓ اﺳﺖ
اآﻨﻮن ز ﺑﻬﺎر ﻣﺎﻧﻮﯼ ﻃﺒﻊ
ﭘﺮﻧﻘﺶ و ﻧﮕﺎر هﻤﭽﻮ ژﻧﮓ اﺳﺖ
ﺑﺮ آﺸﺘﯽ ﻋﻤﺮ ﺗﻜﻴﻪ آﻢ آﻦ
آﻴﻦ ﻧﻴﻞ ﻧﺸﻴﻤﻦ ﻧﻬﻨﮓ اﺳﺖ
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Wine poems
On drunkenness
Now we are drunk, so let’s drink wine.
Let’s drink from the hands of beauties.
They call us crazy and senseless.
We are not crazy. We are drunk.

The virtues of wine
Wine brings out the dignity in man,
Separates the free from the man bought with coins.
Wine distinguishes the noble from the base:
Many talents are bottled in this wine.
It’s joyous, when you are drinking wine,
Especially when the jasmine is in bloom.
Wine has scaled many fortress walls,
Broken many newly-saddled colts.
Many a mean miser, having drunk wine,
Has spread generosity throughout the world.
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ﺑﺪ ﺗﺎﺧﻮرﻳﻢ ﺑﺎدﻩ آﻪ ﻣﺴﺘﺎﻧﻴﻢ
وز دﺳﺖ ﻧﻴﻜﻮان ﻣﯽ ﺑﺴﺘﺎﻧﻴﻢ
دﻳﻮاﻧﮕﺎن ﺑﻴﻬﺶ ﻣﺎن ﺧﻮاﻧﻨﺪ
دﻳﻮاﻧﮕﺎن ﻧﻪاﻳﻢ آﻪ ﻣﺴﺘﺎﻧﻴﻢ

ﻣﯽ ﺁرد ﺷﺮف ﻣﺮدﯼ ﭘﺪﻳﺪ
ﺁزادﻩ ﻧﮋاد از درم ﺧﺮﻳﺪ
ﻣﯽ ﺁزادﻩ ﭘﺪﻳﺪ ﺁرد از ﺑﺪاﺻﻞ
ﻓﺮاوان هﻨﺮﺳﺖ اﻧﺪرﻳﻦ ﻧﺒﻴﺪ
هﺮﺁﻧﮕﻪ آﻪ ﺧﻮرﯼ ﻣﯽ ﺧﻮش ﺁﻧﮕﻪ اﺳﺖ
ﺧﺎﺻﻪ ﭼﻮ ﮔﻞ و ﻳﺎﺳﻤﻦ دﻣﻴﺪ
ﺑﺴﺎ ﺣﺼﻦ ﺑﻠﻨﺪا آﻪ ﻣﯽ ﮔﺸﺎد
ﺑﺴﺎ آ ّﺮۀ ﻧﻮزﻳﻦ آﻪ ﺑﺸﻜﻨﻴﺪ
ﺑﺴﺎ دون ﺑﺨﻴﻼ آﻪ ﻣﯽ ﺑﺨﻮرد
آﺮﻳﻤﯽ ﺑﻪ ﺟﻬﺎن در ﭘﺮاﮔﻨﻴﺪ
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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
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