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A Ghazal

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

11

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

III

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

1A%
The man blind to short-comings
hastaken along step down

the solitary path; my shirt
is stitched with footsteps.

(continued)
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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

atight skirt, hobbled steps.

VIII

Mascara, rouge, powder,
all originate in road dust.
Whatlights a fish’s eye?
Black ocean depths.
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written mid-17th century
BIDEL
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IX

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

X

How can awhirlpool’s maelstrom panic
when the mere wobble
of aninky finger
wrecks the best knotted line?

XI

O youunscarred 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
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