POEMS

Anrbop






Farzaneh Khojandi

POEMS

®ap3ona XyvqaHau
Anrbop

ENITHARMON PRESS

in association with

poetry .
tyanslation
centre



First published in 2008
by Enitharmon Press
268 Caversham Road

London Nw5 2DU

www.enitharmon.co.uk

Distributed in the UK by
Central Books
99 Wallis Road
London E9 5LN

Distributed in the USA and Canada
by Dufour Editions Inc.
PO Box 7, Chester Springs
PA 19425, USA

Poems © Farzaneh Khojandi 2008
Translations from the Tajik © Jo Shapcott and Narguess Farzad
Introduction © Narguess Farzad

ISBN: 978-1-004634-74-4

Enitharmon Press gratefully acknowledges the financial support of
Arts Council England, London.

‘Behind the Mass of Green’ and ‘A Nightingale in the Cage of my Breast’
have been published in Modern Poetry in Translation.

British Library Cataloguing-in-Publication Data.
A catalogue record for this book is available
from the British Library.

Designed in Albertina by Libanus Press
and printed in England by
Cambridge University Press



Contents

Introduction

Behind the Mass of Green

Stolen Apple

A Nightingale in the Cage of my Breast
Spring is Coming

Flute Player

Must Escape

Forgotten by Time

Back Again

13

19
21
23
25
27



Introduction

Heir to the rich Persianite literary tradition of Central Asia, and
rooted in an elaborate poetic culture that dates back to the ninth
century, Farzaneh Khojandi is one of the outstanding contemporary
poets of Tajikistan. As well as keeping abreast of the poetry develop-
ments in the other Persian-speaking countries, Iran and Afghanistan,
she is equally immersed in the finest Russian writing. Her promi-
nence, influence and popularity extend far beyond the national
borders of her homeland and she is held in high esteem by readers
and critics among the Persian speakers of Central Asia and the
Middle East. Indeed, hers is one of the most significant poetic voices
that informs the literary developments in the three countries, which
share a millennium of intertwined heritage in literature.

Farzaneh’s works are comprised of lyrical and romantic narrative
poetry in the classical modes, as well as free verse elegies that
bring together the classicism of the poetry of Khorasani (tenth to
thirteenth centuries) and Iraqi (thirteenth to sixteenth centuries)
styles and the innovations that characterise the post-1950s poetry
of Iran. Her pantheistic celebrations of nature and exhilarating
modernistic spiritual poems are made all the more bracing by her
masterly control of poetic devices. With a nod to the legacy of
thirteenth-century fellow Central Asian Mowlana Jalal ad-Din Balkhi
(Rumi) and a wink in the direction of surrealistic verbal acrobatics
of seventeenth-century poets of the Indian School, such as Sa'ib and
Bidel, she successfully brings to the fore an effortless Pushkinesque
talent for mixing the vernacular with the classical to arrive at her
own unique, mellifluous language.

Unspoilt by sentimentality, she reflects on the drabness of lives, on
poignant modern tales of separation caused by economic migrations
or political alienation. She crafts compelling pictures of life in
her land by putting together a mosaic of people’s everyday habits,
familial concerns and their frustrated ambitions as they try to eke



out a living. Equally, she offers up little jewels of delight when she
discovers beauty in unlikely corners of market towns, in the eyes
and hearts of unsung heroes or in the charged intake of breath as
unassuming, contented lovers meet.

The landscapes of the province of Khojand, the place of her birth,
are moulded into an emotional topography in her poetry which
gives voice to the pathos of social reflections in ‘Spring is Coming’
and ‘Mirror’, and to veiled self revelations in the ‘Flute Player’ and
‘A Nightingale in the Cage of My Breast’.

The poems presented in this volume are taken from the Persian
edition of Unending Sigh, Farzaneh’s most recent collection of poetry,
published in Iran in 2007.

NARGUESS FARZAD



[Tyt anOyxu cab3

Bakre k1 KocHy OMajl Ba XaHAOH MaéM JIOA:

... Tobucton gap pox acr,

OpaMx0 9yH 06X0H THJIONY [

Jap anpapyHu uyiibopxou 3uHAAri
BeapTribop Gap cyxaHu KOCHJ

Bo poxu xem padrana.

AMMO TyJIX0

Tapmum 6ycam TOGUCTOHPO

Hap GaHorymm xyj 3Xcoc HaMyZJaHJ.

Yygaxo a3 napyHu Oaif3axol HaBIIMKACTa Habpa 3aJaH/.
Ouyx0 a3 Xas9oH CypX LIyJaHf.

Mopapam a3 canayk

Yomaxou dapOexy 3MMACTOHUPO

bepyH xammj Ba ryctaps fap poxa opTob.
MaHn Hu3 gunampo

A3 caHyku cuHa GapoBapAaM.

Man Hu3 aEIaMpo Ku

bym angyxu 3umMucTOH MeKap[, opTod JomaM.
Babp a3 uH, 31 MapayMm,

Jm MaH 1ap HUKOXH XypILeJs XacT.

Baxkre k1 myMo nmappaxou raguaarpo

Jap vammxown OIWIIa MeKalles

Ba 6ap xo06u HUMpPY3 MepaBe],

Mas 60 odpT0o6 HITK MeBap3aM.

Meponam, nH myxa60aT

XycHH MaH acT Ba gypMu opTo0.

3epo kace 6a To3aruy MaH ra3aHji BOpUJ Kapn.
Kace 6a xanganm My3xuk

CyxyTn 6ukpn maOucTOHN Mapo OWINKACT.
Homu mMacTypm Mapo Jjap AaxoHH pycOHMEH aHIOXT.
Bosiy aurox xapa. [lymTn nH anGyxn cab3 Kace gurap xacT.



BEHIND THE MASS OF GREEN

When the message came with a smile
that summer was coming,

men, sloshing their way

through puddles of muddy water,
carried on oblivious.

But the roses felt the warm kiss

of summer on their necks.

Chicks roared inside cracking shells,

plums blushed with excitement.

My mother lugged our winter clothes

out of the chest of drawers

and spread them in the sun.

[ pulled my heart out of my breast,

and laid it in the sun as well,

my heart, smelling of frost, and musty winter.

Listen, from now on, my heart is married to the sun.
While you draw the curtains over it all,

and fall into mid-morning naps,

[ make love with the sun.

I'm certain this love is my virtue but maybe it’s the sun’s sin —
because someone hurt me, recently,

someone with a ridiculous laugh,

which broke into the quiet night,

got my name so drunk even street girls shouted it.

Look. There is someone behind this mass of green.
Someone whose eyes, right from the beginning of creation
until this moment, saved faith and love.



Kace xu Hadaxotn Hadacamm Taxaiiitypu Mcocr.

Kace xu Mypum3an gactam BomecT a3 Kammm.

Kace kv mymta cazion nmapjaaii OBO3Y Faib MMHXOH acT.
Kace ku gap Garamu Haxym MabpuQaT HUIIACTA aCT.

Ba cebu Humaun macraii

Wnatr3opn nabu makapxoiec.

Kace xu 60 rapam mosmn oox TaifssMMyM JTOpa.

Ope, nywtu uH anOyxu cad3 Kace XacT,

Ba MaH 0a XOTHUPH OH Kac aybopa Oap xacTtit Gaprairam.
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Someone whose breath is the astonishment of Jesus,
someone whose touch is a loan from Moses,
someone whose voice veils the song of eclipses,
someone who is seated in the palm of knowledge
and in whose hands the half-apple

waits for sweet lips, someone

who has blessed horizons with dust from his feet.
Yes, behind this mass of green there is someone,
and for him I have come back to life.

11



Celbu ny3ni

JeBu maiiMoX Jap OFyIIU XapHcaml

[Inmapo Menap30HL.

Enu Man os Fynaku Kuccan baxmanép

Fynu 3umre xu HO30apopu 3e60M acT.

JeBn maiiMox xaM Oa ImmIma Me3aHa] aHTYIIT
Ba 6e mapuu TamaHHOXOAII 003 6a TaHXOMM XyJ GapMerapaan
MaH 6a por KaHOPH paB3aHaXO Yacll Me3aHaM.
Man pap uH Gecaonu MyTJaK,

[lemn onna Hadac MeIIHKaHAM

Ox ¢apao nycTun MaHy OMMHA XaTM X0XaJ MIyA.
Ha man 6a olinHan My403

Xevy rax gyct HaOypaam.

T'ypbau cogan xamcos gap 1abu 6oM

Op3yn 6y3yprHollyJaHu MeBap3aj,

A3 olIXOHaHW MO rywiT pabygaH

Man nap ympam Gope (fap maHy, cojarii)

A3 macH maHYapam Xxamcos,

Ceb pabynam.

Sk makapceOu aTiiace KM Mojapal MaxToO,
Mapgapam xypmex xact

Toxu my3ni 6a mact ydromam.

BepyH omaf 31 XOHae HaBapyCH XaMCOS.

T'ydbT: Ha3guk 6ué!

HacTtxoam nap3nf. JunaMm a3 moxu cuHaaM ydron
Ce6 mabxanje 3aj.

Man rynaxkopu 6y3ypre Oygam.

T'ynaxu MaH rapontap a3 ryHaxu Opgamy XaBBo Oyn.
Hasapycu rodmn

Ba pyxam 6§ca 3axy TydpT:

Wu gactpymomm atnacupo 6a Ty Mebaxiiam.
Man un Xymo6axT ryHaxkope Oyaam.

Man daxat Sk 60p ITy3OH KapaaMm.

Jlex py3e HommHCE TyPT:

12



STOLEN APPLE

Winter rattles the glass

in a greedy hug.

[ remember the ghosts in the stories of Bahmanyar:
ugly things, they steal beauty.

Capricorn scratches at the windows

and then returns to his own loneliness

minus the fairy of his desires.

I tape up the cracks around the windows.

Into this utter vacuum of silence

[ puff my breath at the mirror.

O, tomorrow my friendship with the mirror will end.
But no, I was never friends

with these illusory mirrors.

The neighbour’s cat, naive, perched on the roof edge,
harbours an impossible dream:

stealing meat from the stew pot at our house.

I stole only once in my life, at five years old:

an apple snatched through the neighbours window.

A satin-skinned, sugar-apple whose mother was moonlight
and whose father was the sun.

[ was caught red-handed.

She came from next door, just married’ all over her face,
and said, ‘Come here!’

My hands trembled. My heart dropped like a windfall.
The apple smiled.

[ was a big sinner.

My sin was heavier than Adam and Eve’s.
Unexpectedly, the new bride next door

planted a kiss on my face and said,

‘Tl give you this satin hankie, stitched by hand.’

[ was a lucky sinner.

[ only stole that once.

It was as if a stranger said to me,

13



“Cebu MaH Jap Kadacu cHHa 4aporak Me3al Ty Yapo Ay3Aujn?”’
Man un XymobaxT rynaxkope Oyaam.

...bo3 maiimMoXx acT.

Ba man fap omHa Gap XaBcajlan MAPH XeIl MEeHUTapaM.

O6nu oiinHa yapo gx GacT.

Dif 0106, ONE Ba TaOMOU oitmHA mIaB!

bo3 ma6 meosa. [lymtu muima gapaxtu ypexne

Yy rynu Kuccau baxmanép

MyHTa3upu napum MaxToOd acT.

14



‘My apple used to twinkle in my breast.

Why did you steal it?’

[ was a lucky sinner.

It is December again

and in the mirror [ look at my old patience.

Why did the mirror freeze over?

O sun, come and play doctor to the mirror!

Night comes again. Behind the windows, the naked tree,
like the ghost in the stories of Bahmanyar,

waits for the fairy of the moonlight.

15



Bynbyme nap xadacn cmHanm MaH

Bynbyne xact gap uH 6aprucToH

Bynbyre xu HaramoTam cyoxpo Tyxda MekyHay 6ap MaH
Ba mapo Mebapaj 6a gypJacTd HypOHHU.

ba xamoH Kymia ku ®@apxoje gopaf.

ba maxarmie xu 30rpo MaynyH mMerysa;

CajyroM 3i1 31 Xama 3e60.

Ba ropn xymb6axT 31 TaHXOUH MyHaBBap 3ap]] acT

ba 6uxumre xu Opamy XaBBo 6€ JoHaW raHIyM XHpa MELIaBaH/;
Yamem € Havamem?

Mamh arap XaBBo OyJaM HaMevalllnaaMm.

[Tyxpn XaBBo HaOyAaHaM BarapHa axjm Oamap
Berynoxmm Mapo Xed rax HameOaXmm.

OBax! Dif raHIyMakn Mybdm3a Ba 31 cebaku murudt

A€ nbtugoiin cogaiin MaH

Bynbyne xacT xu anjeman maddodu Mapo

Bba cym xoTupaxon azaiili MEXOHaJ,

Bynbyne xacT xu 6urpexra acT a3 Kadac CHHal MaH
HHak a3 GexapoHan cyOX TyJIOOHT Me3aHa].

MepaBaMm, MepaBaM 3if TycT

Bosn Byaymm xyapo 6a KafaMXou 3WHIAT# TycTap.
Bosan mmTod kapy.

Bosg on @apxoapo myxaan [upun rydr.

Bope 6a ropu 3apTymT BopuJ myn 6apon yabuaHU HYP.
Bosan a3 rangymMu 6UXUMIT Yammjg € Hamebos?

OxX...

MepaBam, MepaBaM OXHP,

Huak omopma KyH »# AycT quiaTpo 6a masupond MaH.

16



A NIGHTINGALE IN THE CAGE OF MY BREAST

In this leafy orchard is a nightingale,

a nightingale whose songs are the dawn

and take me into the light,

to the mountains of legendary Farhad,

and to the place where mad Majnun talks to the raven:
‘Hello gorgeous!” And to that lucky cave,

luminous with solitude, basking in gold,

and to a paradise where Adam and Eve stare at a wheat grain:
‘Shall we taste it or not?” If [ were Eve, [ wouldn’t taste it.
Thank goodness I'm not Eve or else mankind

would never forgive me for not sinning.

O tiny, miraculous wheat grain, O tiny apple of amazement,
O simple beginnings of myself.

There is a nightingale who sings my see through thoughts,
sings back to the beginnings of memory.

There is a nightingale flying out of the cage of my breast;
it's chirping now at the edge of morning.

[ am leaving; I am leaving, my friend.

You have to step into life, spread your existence,

you must hurry,

you must bring to Farhad in the story,

the good news about Shirin, his beloved,

you must enter Zoroaster’s cave

and taste the light.

To taste the wheat grain of paradise —or not? O...

[ am leaving, I am leaving at last:

my friend, open your heart for me.

17



baxop meosn

Tasmu Fyp0Oat 4yH act 3it Gapomapu AUIOaHN,

Japku TaHX0# 4KCT.

Jlapku TaHXOWH XypIIes Aap Xanabu ¢ajaxk

Jlapku TaHXOWH TacBHUp Jap YaxopuyOu omHa.

Japku TaHXOWH W Aap CHHA.

SuHAar# nemr Mexama Mopo

Youubu kyuae ku 6apdu Oanangain 6a capu paxry3apoH Mepesas.
Pax 6a pax oitrHaxo

Xamuy Aap XOHae XaHja

Tapxy MOpPO My3XMK XOXaH/ Kap/I.

Toiixo MycuKuM MaB3yHHU IOM 3aaHPO a3 €] XoXaHJ OypA.
JacTxo MaBKy YyIIN TapHIIA CypXo0Opo

JaBu uyGaxou Ky4yaku KaOyJ HaXOXaHJ| LIyHUJ.

JAunxo... X AWIX0... KyIpaTH XU(3H UIIKPO JUrap HaXOXaH][ JOIIT
E na? Hamemonam. Jlex MeoHaM 9if Gaponapu YoH,

Poxu Bomac xam xacrt... Poxu onHabanau X0THpaxo.

Mas a3 oH pox 0a aciu comarny Mypun3axo 603 Mepacam.
Ba on 6axopy Xapupy MaJlaKyTH KM HaXyCTHH 60p TydTu:
... Casiom xoxapakam

Hap cypatv moH3jaxcoIal MaH PYXU HAHA ME3HUCT...
Hunnm xazopcona.

babxo HOMaxou Ty CaBOAM YaIlIMU Mapo MeappyXT.
Homaxost xyTyT Mabpudaty mebpu nopci Oya.

Basaxo poxraxom Mackas

A3 3a0onu Ty “llloxHOMa” MeIIyHUAAH]T

Ba 6a cumypr xacag meOypaH/.

Tycxom cuxukaa KaHOpH 6ap3aHXO

Capsxon paBouu Xo(hm3po moa60,1 MerydTaHA.

Bonru 3aHrynam Kajaucoxo

Yapacu xopBonu Cabfit OyJ.

KopsoH padt. lap ry6opu GMEGOH TyM Iy,

Wnax 5t copbonn Mmaxmmim Tauxon! it 6apomapu MaH!
Tabmu XWIPOH YHCT?

Jap 9axoH ImaHY pakaM XacT KU YyH NaxXIl KyHH,

Capou mwoau kace rysi: cadp KyH oit 6apogap! Jdun Ganp!
Baxop meosz...

18



SPRING IS COMING

What does exile taste like, my darling,

what is it to know loneliness?

To know the sun’s loneliness in the empty sky,

to know a reflection’s loneliness inside the mirror frame,
to know the heart’s loneliness in the breast.

Life pulls us

towards an alley where drifts of snow fall on us.

Path after path leads through

a mocking hall of mirrors.

Feet will forget the melody of stroll,

Hands will no longer hear blood bubbling

through narrow veins.

And hearts, O our hearts, will be so weak love leaks away —
or not — I do not know. But I do know, my love,

there is a way back — through memory’s mirror.

I reach for the chapter of simple miracles:

the spring was heavenly silk when you first said,

‘Hello my little sister.

Behind my teenage front lived a baby — a thousand-year-old pupil.
Later, your letters flooded my dark eyes with light:

those letters were the gnosis of Persian poetry.

Years later, the nightingales of Moscow

heard the Epic of the Kings from your tongue

and envied the phoenix.

Soaring tuse trees on the verges

saluted the poet Hafez's flowing cypresses,

the chime of church bells

was the tinkle of camel-bells of the poet Sa'di’s caravan.
The caravan has gone —lost in desert dust.

And now, O camel-driver, carrier of loneliness, O my brother,
what does separation taste like?

In this world are scattered letters

that spell out loud and clear — this:

Wait, my darling, spring will come. ..

19



HaitnaBo3s

Poxu 6030p kyqocT?

Man 6ace MexoxaM a3 vamMe MeXpyOoHH Omxapam.
Man 6ace MexoxaMm MUPOXaHe JoIITa GoIiaz
Pyxam a3 xapupu mopil.

Togupe XacT ki a3 mIaXpu TAMaHHOXOSAM Meopaj
Panru MmyHupu mopaii

Jlex xalixoT gap uH 6030p, 6030pu XyYaHA
Yexpaxo Typuly CyXaHXO TYHAAHJ,

Kanau Tadpus gunam Mexoxan.

Poxu 6030p KydoCT.

HaiinaBo3ze xact fap oH 4o ku 6a MaH Merysj:
I'ymm HammHAAa 6a 9y3 Xapdu XaKopaT mem op
BuinHaB Hyp, 6uxoHay 6a cuéxuu Ecun

Yammu Hogupaa 6a 4y3 paHru KadboxaTt OUryIio

Bba gamonm xak OuH.

Poxu 6030p KyyocT.

HaiinaBo3e xacTt fap oH 4o Ku AMIIaMpo Oa caio MeXOoHax
ba kynoxam ku myp a3 Sk Ayppu MaxToOil HECT
T'aBxapm amk 6uMoHamMm, GrpaBaMm.

20



FLUTE PLAYER

Where is the real bazaar?

[ want to buy an eyeful of kindness.

[ want to dress my soul in hyperbole.
There’s a merchant who brings me

a whole spectrum of leaping colour
from the city of desires.

But here at the bazaar at Khojand,
faces are sour, talk is hot

and I long for the cool sweets of Tabriz.
Where is the real bazaar?

The flute-player tells me:

come with your ears used to insults,

and listen to the light recite a prayer to the dark.

Open your eyes used to pale shame

and see the beauty of Truth.

Where is the real bazaar?

The flute-player is there

calling my heart towards his hat

full of old change, but not a single pear],
and since [ am the jewel in the teardrop
I must go.

21



Bosin dhapop xapxa

Oxubat MeTapkaj Boxxkau Gapén pyn gadrapu MaH
OX a3 MH WYTUMOH HOCOJIVM,

Ku cosixo 3u Oy3yprum xem MEHO3aH[,.

Kace naOymanu xypimepo Hamedaxma.

Kace HamejoHa ] KM MH PYLITHOMNAY MacHYb
Capobu cyOxu TypyFuH acT

Kace HaOymanu MabHHpO

Jap mwaxnxou OykanaMmyH maii HameOapa.

HH mabaxxou 6exarojio

Bo nmmbocu Kamanrn yammmpado

bo mybou Gananau rapaaHOany

bo nadacxom MmybanOap 31 atpu appaHru

bo cyxaHxom MyHaKKalll 31 MaHOapH 3aMOHH PUEPO
UyH XaKuKaT Mybappudu KapiaH/.

Mamn a3 Oy3ypruu 6apxe Ky 4aBXaparl XaKkopaT acT, CaxT AWITHPaM.
Mas 31 XyA HU3 CaxT AWITHPAM.

Yapo ku xeu HamedaxMam.

A3 ¥H 3apU(UH IAKIT Ba IaXOMaTH MabHO.

Yapo paBoHaaMm a3 mymT 0eb6acupaTxo

ba mogboxnu gese ku 60 HurnHu CynmaiiMOHI acT.
Yapo 6a xeq cyxaH MEKyHaM KU XeY Hait

Yapo xaphu HaMo3epo yyH Xoums MeGaHaam

ba momanm mMakpyx

Bbosn dapop kapg

Bosig a3 uH TUIMCM CyU copari rypexr.

bosiy HUTOXY TaXTHUIIUHPO YPyd O,

bosiy Hamynau gurapu opTo0 1y,

it €p uM rysMaT K4 Ty XaM 00 HUTOXY OJIaMOWH
Jurap HaOygaHu Xypuieapo HaMeOuH.

Yu rysiMat K4 Ty XaM JIOMII HUMOUCMIIIPO

You xypuien MEry3uHi.

22



MUST ESCAPE

At last the word for scream bursts into my notebook.
Damn this sick society

where shadows boast about their own size.

No one understands the absence of the sun.

No one knows that this brightness

is just pretending to be dawn.

No one understands the absence of meaning

in the guises of the chameleon.

These hollow ghosts

with their gorgeous clothes

and dazzling pendants on long chains,

and breath perfumed with the scent of Europe —
from the pulpit of time, with fancy words

they talk deceit as if it were truth.

[ am offended by them, offended

by the pretentiousness of the very small.

[ am offended by myself, too:

[ just don’t understand enough

about the weakness of form and the courage of meaning.
Why do I always fall into step,

and say ‘Yay!’ to a demon showing off

aring as big as Solomon’s.

Why do I make conversation with nothing

and stitch my words into the hems of the mediocre
like margin prayers or footnotes.

Must escape

must run away to simplicity,

must elevate the best,

must become another example of the sun.

O darling, what can I say, for even you,

choose a dim light-bulb over daylight,

even you with your perceptive glance,

no longer see the absence of the sun.

23



dapoMyIt 3aMOH

HapyaBone Oyx. Konon Xakupu xypo

Jap ky4an MO MerycTapa

Hepyn Pyctamii a3 moHaxon coauMmu y

Happa mexanmpg,

Yexpaamr sk acapu gypia a3 FOcyd momr

Myiixosim 9y Maurbaiad 3apTyLT

®Dappy dbypyru 60CTOH MepexT.

HaBuaBoH pyn KypcHu KyxHalie HAIIAcTa OYy[

Ba p¥3xou rynooun smuHAaruanipo najgpys Merydr
Kanaxou 6exapugopalll Jap MUPOXaHU KOFA3UU Xelll apaK MeKapAaHJ
Curopxou ap3oHall MeJOHUCTaH]

Ku capaHdomMu 3WHAATWAIIOH CyXTaH acT

CobyHXo1II op3y MeKapAaHJ KA py3e

Hap pactxoun 3e60e 00 1aBaH] Ba MUPaHJ.

HapyaBoH yammu 6exuénaiipo 4oHUOU paxry3apoH Meoypn
Ba 6ap omamaHy padTaHu MOIIMHXO MeaHAEIIN
Bane 6ap omanany padTaHu 6axop HaMeaHJeInA.
ToOGucTOHN YaBOHUH §

Hap Taxu o100 MenaxmypA.

Ba 3umucToH kadaHu 6apdu YaBOHUHN Balipo Memedn[
YaBoH xymbaxT Me3ucT € 6a0axT.

3epo 3u Byuyan UK FOPUI OyA.

3epo fap XaBOLIUHU 3UHAATH 3aHT MeOacT.

3epo X0J1apo acid MOX MEMUHAOLIT

3aMoHau Oepaxm

HagvaBoHpo 6a pyn KypcuH KyxHa HHLIOHAA Oy [

Ba ¢apomymr xapaa 6yz...
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FORGOTTEN BY TIME

There was a boy. He would spread his wares
in our alley. The strength of the hero, Rostam,
roared from his shoulders,

he had the features of a Joseph,

his hair was the torch of Zoroaster,

flaming with ancient times.

The young boy sat on an old stool,

saying goodbye to his rose-scented time.

His sweets had no takers,

sweating in their paper wrappers;

his cheap cigarettes knew

that the point of their lives was to burn;

his soaps longed for the day

they would lather in beautiful hands and die.
The boy turned his eyes

towards the passers-by

and, pondering the to and fro of cars,

he didn’t think of spring coming and going.
The summer of his youth

was dissolving into sunset

and winter would wrap him in snow.
Happy? Unhappy?

For he was oblivious to love,

for the margins of his life were rusting,

for he mistook the moon’s halo for the moon.
Ruthless life had sat a young boy

on an old stool and forgotten him.
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Pyuyybpu gurapGopa

OH Kocuau HAYyoT

Hap HIMapoX MypAH.

OHe K# a3 KallaMpaBu 3e0ou UOTH0 60T MeoMa.
OHe k1 ByYyIu Kydakaml

Hexkyii Ba xy6ii Ba NIOKHpPO MabHO MEKapy.

Bo yyHOuIm#M raxpopan Hakmami

Ba surgaronnu MaH 603 caio MepexT

Panr MepexT, TAMaHHO MEIYXT.

MaH a3 3u€HH YalIMX0, a3 XaKopaTu HUTaxXo,
Ba a3 gyctuxon docu

Oxubat Iyp MemrymaM

To WH YamMan paBIIaH KA Mapo oOW TaXopaT MeIoJ
AmMMoO

OH Kocuaud HAYyoT

Hap HUMapoX MypA.

Bakre mopyn xympa6o

Hap parxon HIWIAH MaH padT, MapBO3 MEHAMYAM.
Jonoru 6yyprH KA Jap MaXOMAaTH TAaHXOW XY
Fapk ramra Oyn,

Mapo 6ap yMK MEXOH[,

Sxxou Oy3yprxaym.

UyH makixon XxaHaaca MexoOnJaHs.

SIxxom Mypza Ba COKHT.

Hap oH momoH ¢akat pyxm MaH XapakaT MeKapJ.
T'ax 6a sk 6ap Mexypn,

T'ax map ¢azon capn

Ba caiipu Gexynan xyQ uaoMa MeIox.

Cacdapu MaH 4u ramMoBap OyI.

AMMO GHKp MeKapaaM,

Ku arap

ba maxdumu rapmu ryiy ruéx Ouésam,

Hy06opa mymmManpo

Hap xabou nycT Xx0XaM BOXYpA.

Hy6opa 00 xu€nat pydapy xoxaz myt.

Hy6opa 6a MmexMoHHH MaXx0yOe
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BACK AGAIN

The messenger of hope

died halfway along the road.

he had to travel all the way

from the beauty of beginnings,

his small presence

speaking virtue, goodness and purity.
His poems were a rocking cradle:

they poured sounds into my life again,
poured sounds, poured desires.

They helped me break away from evil eyes,
damning glances and false friendships,

[ was rinsed instead by a bright spring.
But my messenger of hope

died halfway along the road.

My indigo veins were charged with cold:
I flew to the depths of a crystal corridor.
Voluminous icebergs

slept in geometries of silence,

dead blocks of ice.

Only my soul moved:

sometimes it would smash

against the walls of the corridor

and sometimes it flowed

through the big freeze.

Sad journey.

But I thought

if

[ opened like a flower in the warmth
I'd meet enemies disguised as friends,
face betrayal all over again.

And I'd carry glowing pearls

to friendly parties
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Sk nabauu Hyp Xoxam Oypa Ba aap Oo3raimit

3yamat XxoxaM oBapz.

Hy6opa map Ky4axowm Max3yHU DaiMOX

ba gycty4yn kace xoxam padr.

Hap uycTydyH Kace K1 HecT.

Hy06opa 60 mmHoce pydapy xoxam oma

Ba nmap yexpaum 6emopam

Umsn mabexy TabaccyMm X0XaM OBEXT.

HyOopa 6apxypau caMUMHSITPO 00 pUE 3XCOC XOXaM Kapa.
Bbapxypau munepo 6ap ru,

Bapxypau mexpyOonupo 60 naraii

Bapxypan xakukaTpo 00 Ku30,

Bapxypau Tozarupo 60 Faxaa Xxoxam Iuf.

Hy6opa daknpoHpo X0XxaM Auf Ku a3 6030p

bo xantaxou xoni 6apmerapaas.

Kymakepo xoxam qum ku 6apou ¢ypyin 6ap gapu Mo
CobyHH cuéx Meopas.

Xap uM MOKUCT Aap UH OJaM,

Hap AacTXOU YUpKUHU Y 60s] 4yCT.

Ox, arap 6aprapgam 003 a3 TapKUIIM I'yIyl1aBy THP
Jlap3vimm 3uHarnpo MeOMHAM.

Hadapone 60 raponsu HoOun3

Bartanpo 6apou KypOoHit XoxaH7 OypA.

Bartanpo 00 XOHM aKUKU CyOXTroXHalll.

banr, 6anr, 6aHr

A3 ¥H 0BO3 KyY0 METaBOH TI'ypexT.

Bakre k1 H OBO3 3H NEIIOHUN MO MEOSI]]

Bakre kv rynyna MeTapkajg, MaH YATyHA WIIK METysiM?
Hap on mononu OymypuHE Mapr, cadapu MaH

Yu ramoBap OyJ, aMMO JJaBOM MEAOAAM.

Arap ny cagon maddod Mapo gydopa HAMEXOH,
Arap gacTXou Ky4ak Mapo OepyH HaMeKalIuJaH/I.
Mopapam oH 4o Oya. Hap omamu xopwd,.

OH Yo SBHE Xap Y0 Xap YO 3aMUH YaH[ WHCOHH a3u3e
bo camoxaTu nosiHaa uHTU30paM Oy,

Ba 6axop 60 xaéxyu rapm xap xauupa 003 Mapo MEXOCT.
Hap nacu manyapa aHOyXy YAHOPOHU THP
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and bring back darkness.

And I'd go looking for someone

in the December streets,

someone who’s not there.

All over again I'd come face to face

with an acquaintance

and hang a smile on my face.

All over again sincerity would crash

into deceit, a heart would crash into a rose,
kindness would crash into fury, truth
would crash into lies, life into mortality.
All over again I'd see the poor

returning empty-handed from the bazaar.
I'd see a child bring grey, second-hand
soap to sell at our door. His grubby hands
open to reveal his pure palms.

O, if I should make it back from exploding
Shells and bullets I shall see life vibrating.
Small people, people whose instincts have shrunk,
will bring our home to its death

this home, which spreads across the dawn.

Bang! Bang! Bang!

You can't escape the noise

When it’s in your own head.

When the shells explode, how can I talk love?
Through the crystal corridor of death, I had
a hard journey, and I wouldn’t have made it
without two clear voices calling for me,

if little hands hadn’t pulled me out.

My mother was there, somewhere.

There, meaning everywhere, everywhere
else, where the sincere dead live.

And noisy spring wanting every cell of me

all over again.

On the other side of the window, the old plane trees,
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A3 3UMHCTOH yOyp MeKapJaHz,

Bo3 6ap Mapxanam cad3 myaaH MepadTany.

HycTt Merysa: Ty a3 gjapuday cHU€X HaOHH.

Ty 3u Tapku6bu mad, raBxapu cyoxpo MUHOC.
Hurox kyH uMma6éu capJy 3MMHCTOH KYMPHEHPO Aap
[Tanoxu 60MHU aiiBOH 41 MeXpaboH KapJ,.

Ty wapo BopyHa MeOUHM.

Yapo 6a madnapa yHBOHM KaOyTap AOAU.

Beuopa mabnapa arapun HoMu kabyTap €¢r,

Xeq qy3 madnapa HecT.

burzop madnapa

bo3 xam matmnapa 6omiaz.

Bur3op odtob 6a 3MHAATOHNN HYpOHMAII UAOMA KyHAH.
Bur3op xap anma¢ xakukaTy cab3u Xempo OUITHOCA.
AMMO Ty 6apoy UHTHUILOPH SbC XaK HAJOPH.

Ba xam Oapowu ryctapaaHu TOPUKid,

Bapou 6an nunas,

Ban rydran,

Ban xapjaH xaK HaJopHu.

Ty 6apou Ma3oxy madnapae HU3 XaK HaJOpii.
Hy6opa OapMmerapaam.

Bapou oH ku fap MH TakAapaxTH MUP

XaHy3 1y Ioxa Maiiny myky¢dTaH JOpaHL.

Hy6opa OapMmerapaam, arapui MeJJoOHaM,

Jlap OH yammMxo KM Mapo AyLI AYCT MeJOLUTaHA,
Yaporu xaBcana MypJ.

OH wamMxo 0a qycTyqyH 4almMXoH Aurap padTaHi.
Jy6opa 6ap Merapaam Ku Jap 4aliMXOH OOUH Ty
Haopu xyToxu rypyou Myxad606at GuHam.

Hagopu kyTox...

Bopu aBBan

BakTte 6a macTxosM coaT OacTaM,

XamcabakoHaM

Bo waxoppaxcomnarii Tabpuk rydTany.

OH BakT HAMEJOHHUCTaM K UH COAaTH MaH

Bo cyppaTu kaiixoHii Merapaaf.

Py3y ma6 60 mmTodu 6exyna
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across the wintery road, were about to sprout.
Friends say: stop looking through a black porthole,
think dawn, and not night.

Look how the winter cold

Makes the birds loving, in a huddle under the roof.
Why do you see everything upside down?
Why call the moth a dove?

Even if you call the moth a dove

it's nothing but a moth.

Let the moth be a moth again.

Let the sun carry on its luminous life.

Let every blade of grass see

The green truth in itself. You

Have no right to spread despair,

To disseminate darkness,

To see evil,

To speak evil,

And no right to do evil.

You don't even have the right

To laugh at a moth.

I'll be back again

Just as branches bud again

On the old tree. I'll be back

Again, even though I know,

The light of patience has died

In the eyes of last night’s love,

Moved on. I'll be back again

To the narrow band of sunset

In your blue eyes, the narrow band.

The first time [ wore a watch

My classmates complimented me

In that teenage way. [ didn’t know

Then, the galatic speed of watches.

Day and night, a pointless rush,

A gallop through emptiness. I didn’t
Know that the seasons would come
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MepnaBaj 1ap MacoxaTH XeY .

dacnxo 3y MBa3 XOXaH/ LIy

Iakmxo 3yx Oajgan XOXaH TaliT.

Yawmmu ovHa 31 Xaipat Oy3ypr xoxaj MOHJ

A3 Mmybonaran 6eXuco0u SIK TACBHUP.

Yapo caMTH XapakoTH TaMOMH arié

®daxkat 6a cyu 3aBOJI XaCT.

Bakre xu MaH 0a recyBoHaM

Myitbanau Ty Xamuaam

Xama 60 3axpxaHp ryrass;

Y 60 Bacunau sk MyiOaH[

MexoxaJ| YaBOHAPO HUTOX, AOpas.

Ha! Sk myitGanam oqmi

MypTabut 60 YaBOHI HECT.

YaBoHil uM3ecT gap AapyH.

Sk mommie acT Jap Kadacu chHa KM TO Jieprax HaMeMHpaJ.
Mansypu MaH Tyu! Oif uHTH30pU GEnoéH!

it Mmyxa60aTu 6ap Xeu Kac HUCOp HaramTa!

Oif XaKnKaTH HaIIMHOXTa!

Ot kuTOOM KaauM Jap Toku papomyrit!

Ol 6ME0OHU acpop KU TAILIHATOH a3 Ty Mery3apaHf!
BaJe kace HameioHa] KU arap >kapdTap aco OmzaHa,
Yamman Xu3p Mebaposs.

Meponnn? [lurap HamemaBag 60 IMOHU YaxopAaxcoiari
Jap uH Ky4axou neunja pax manMyzm.

HawmemaBaz 60 acn Ba apoba gap Gypyaroxu xaBomnaimo
ba nmemBo3u kace padr.

HawmermmaBag curoppo gap n1abu Ty

Hy6opa KaHIU Xypycak Kap

... Yak... vak... yak... 6ap¢ a3 HaBJJOH XacTa MeJaKaf...
SIxnopaxou Te3 31 KyHYd O0OM

Xamuy gaHoHM MycadenoH MeydTaH.

3ore 0eyCcTyXOHM YpEHE HYK Me3aHa/l.

Bemope map 6uctapm ay3

ba moagMoHMM 0BO3M Kyya Iyl MEguXan.

Kynaxe Gap apuan MacHybHaII
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Earlier and earlier, transformations
Would be so fast, the mirror’s eyes
Would open in amazement to see

So many changes in just one image.
Why does matter only move

In the direction of decay?

When I tied a band of flowers

To my hair everyone pointed,
Laughing: ‘she’s trying to stay young
With flowers.” No, it’s not a simple
Hair decoration that grants youth.
Youth is inside, a light that stays on
Until late. What I mean is you.

O love that has not given its soul yet!
O truth not yet discovered!

O old book on a forgotten shelf!

O desert of secrets crossed by thirsty souls!
They don’t know that Enoch’s spring
could gush if they dug deeper.

Do you know? It isn’t possible

To walk in these alleyways

With the belief of a fourteen-year-old.
It isn’t possible to drive a horse and cart
To meet someone off the plane.

It isn't possible to turn the cigarettes
On your lips to lollipops.

Drip, drip, drip.

Snow thaws in the gutters

Icicles on the roof corners

Fall off like old teeth.

A rook picks at a naked bone,

An invalid listens from a painful

Bed to singing in the street.
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IInnmuna MeoBesan.
JycTt merysaa: be Ty Kympuén memupang, 6aprapz!
Bapmerappam.
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A child hands paper chains on its plastic
Pine-tree. My friend says: the birds will die
Without you, come back! And I will go back,
[ will.
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