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      (continued)

چون حبا ب آئينهء ما از خموشى روشن است                     بهم بستن چراغ عافيت را روغن است

ياد آزاديست گلزار اسيران قفس                                زندگى گر عشرتى دارد اميد مردن است

 تيره روزان بر نيايند از لباس عاجزى                        همچو گيسو سايه را افتادگى جزوتن است

عيب پوشيها ست در سير تجرد پيشه گان                        نقش پاى سوزن ما بخيهء پيراهن است
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A Ghazal

                I

Within evening stillness, a bubble
    and the firmament ignites;
        let sealed lips
            fuel the muttering lamp.

                II

The meadow’s singing plants
    frame a cageling’s memory.
        Does death hold the one release
            from its teeming labyrinth?

                III

A few frayed togs
    don’t unmake the man;
        yet no hair is more rooted
            than my penury.

                lV

The man blind to short-comings
    has taken a long step down
        the solitary path; my shirt
            is stitched with footsteps.            

(continued)
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      (continued)

سر نمى تا بم ز برق فتنه تا دارم دلى                                  موج آتش جوهر آئينهء داغ منست

ا طاس افلاك پيش از پردهء چشمى نبود                       چون نگه عريا نيم از تنگىء  پيراهن است

نيست از مشق ادب در فكر خويش افتا دنم                غنچه تا سر در گريبا نست پا در دامن است

وا صلانرا سرمه ميباشد غبار حادثات                       چشم ماهى از سواد موج دريا روشن است
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                V

Not for me to reject
    the appeals of lightning.
        May my heart radiate
            the ink of its fiery waves.

                VI

Much as the eyelids’ curtain
    eclipses celestial satin,
        so can a punctilious stare
            burn a hole in my shirt.

                VII

Succumbing to self-analysis
    isn’t part of my lesson plan.
        For this schoolboy bud
            a tight skirt, hobbled steps.

                VIII

Mascara, rouge, powder,
    all originate in road dust.
        What lights a fish’s eye?
            Black ocean depths.
                                      

(continued)        
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written mid-17th century
Bidel

لاله سان از عبرت حال دل پر خون مپرس                        داغ چندين گلخنم آئينه دار گلشن است

حلقهء گرداب غير از پيچش امواج نيست                      عقدهء كا ريكه من دارم هجوم نا خن است

اى ز تيغ مرگ غا فل نفس چندين مناز              نيست جز نقش حباب آن سركه موجش گردن است

همچو دريا(بيدل) از موج بزرگى دم زدن                      پشت دست خود بدندان ندامت كندن است
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                IX

Of a tulip never ask
    the why of its blood-stained heart.
        In the garden pond I behold
            a mirror aflame.

                X

How can a whirlpool’s maelstrom panic
    when the mere wobble 
        of an inky finger
            wrecks the best knotted line?

                XI

O you unscarred by death’s blade
    needn’t shout. A bubble
        only recognizes the wave
            when its head is rolling.

                XII

Bidel resembles the ocean
    whose pounding waves are the poem;
        is a finger in each eardrum
            how I bail out?

translated from Persian by
Michael Beard & Robin Magowan


