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BL Between Two Worlds Translations

All poems are written in Persian by Ali Abdolrezaei and translated into English by Abol Froushan
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Miss Ziari
My eyes didn’t wander
I just wandered in her eyes
those burning embers
I was fuel to
The deft sculptor
to chisel such delicate nose
was me
the butchering of her lips
between the teeth
What a tongue!
Hands of a masseuse hid in her eyes
O my God
someone come light up
this black pair of cigarillos
squirming like seductive serpents
in such grace
this woman
was born
prettier than any bunch of flowers
I ever put to water
I ever lost my marbles
under the skin of those cheeks
She is still playing marbles
with the little eyes
my childhood possessed
My eyes do not wander
even if under the desk
I’m still climbing up your legs
in the short skirts you wore
to the prep class at Yari Primary
Miss Ziari*
* I was six when I started school. I had long straight hair, a navy blue jacket,
wearing a tie of a colour I cannot remember. We had eleven silly girls in the class
who kept coming on to me and I didn’t care. There were eight other boys in the
class too, but I had become a man, because I was in love with Miss Ziari. I kept
coming onto her but she didn’t care. So I kept getting top marks so she would come
caress my hair and tell me with her budding lips, Excellent Ali! There was still one
year left to the Revolution which put my love in a frame. Tonight when another love
was torn away from me, I remembered my classmates and my teacher, Miss Ziari
who, I still do not know why, when the schools shut for holidays, they put her
against the wall in the middle of summer and shot a bullet in her chest. No, I still
can’t believe it. It is impossible to kill a beautiful woman by a bullet.

Circle
You are reading a poem called circle
Hold it there
Hands off the library
Arm around the windows and the doors
Bedding into the sofa
Now you may read a poem by Ali Abdolrezaie
Please open the book
You see? You are reading a poem called Circle
So hold it there
Take your hands off the library
Kick the door you already opened
Out of the house
Tumble down the stairs
In the new park or the old one behind the Town Hall
On the same bench that sent my father door to door and
stopped my mother
Sit down
Tell them off those children playing ball
Now you may read a poem by Ali Abdolrezaei
Please turn the page of this gate whichever way you like
It’s a shame

You are standing at the end of a poem Called Circle

ﺳﺎﻧﺴﻮر
در ﻗﺘﻞ ﻋﺎم ِ ﮐﻠﻤﺎﺗﻢ
ﺳ ِﺮ ﺳﻄ ِﺮ ﺁﺧﺮ را زدﻧﺪ
ﺑﻪ ﺟﺎن ِ ﮐﺎﻏﺬ اﻓﺘﺎدﻩ ﺳﺖ
و ﺧﻮن ﻣﺜﻞ ِﻣﺮﮐﺐ
ﻣﺮگ اﺳﺖ ﮐﻪ روﯼ ﺻﻔﺤﻪ دارد دراز ﻣﯽ ﮐﺸﺪ
ﮐﻪ ﺳﻨﮓ او را ﮐﺸﺖ
و زﻧﺪﮔﯽ ﭘﻨﺠﺮﻩﯼ واﻣﺎﻧﺪﻩ اﯼ
ﺗﻔﻨﮕﯽ ﺗﺎزﻩ دﻧﻴﺎ را هﻼﮎ ﮐﺮدﻩ ﺳﺖ
ﮐﻪ ﻣﺜﻞ ِﮐﺎﻻ ﺑﻪ درهﺎﯼ اﻳﻦ ﮐﻮﭼﻪ واردم
و ﻣﻦ
هﻨﻮز هﻤﺎن اﺗﺎق ِ ﮐﻮﭼﮑﻢ ﮐﻪ از ﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﮐﻮچ ﮐﺮد
در زﻧﺪﮔﯽ ِﻣﻦ ﮐﻪ ﻣﺜﻞ ﺧﻮدﮐﺎرم
دﺳﺘﻬﺎﯼ ﮔﺮﺑﻪ رﻗﺎﺻﯽ ﻣﯽ ﮐﻨﺪ هﻨﻮز
ﺗﺎ ﻣﻮش ﺑﺪواﻧﺪ
ﭘﯽ ِﺳﻮراﺧﯽ ﮐﻪ ﭘُﺮ ﮐﺮدﻧﺪ

ﺑﺎ ﺳﻄﺮهﺎﯼ اﻳﻦ ﺻﻔﺤﻪ ﻣﺎدرم

دﻧﺒﺎل ِدرﺳﯽ ﮐﻪ در ﻣﺪرﺳﻪ ﮐﺮدم
دﻳﮕﺮ ﺑﺮاﯼ ﺳﺎراﯼ ﻋﺎﺷﻘﺎﻧﻪ ام دارا ﻧﻴﺴﺘﻢ
ﻒ ﺗﺎزﻩ ام را اﻧﺠﺎم ﻣﯽ دهﻢ
ﺗﮑﻠﻴ ِ
دارم
ﺷﻤﺎ ﺧﻂ ﺑﺰﻧﻴﺪ
و در دﺧﺘﺮﯼ ﮐﻪ ﺁﺧ ِﺮ اﻳﻦ ﺷﻌﺮ زﻣﻴﻦ ﻣﯽ ﺧﻮرد
ﺧﺎﻧﻪ اﯼ درﺳﺖ ﮐﻨﻴﺪ
ﭘُﺮ از درﯼ ﮐﻪ زﺧﻤﺶ ﺑﺎز ﺷﺪﻩ ﺑﺎﺷﺪ
و از ﻻﯼ اﺿﻼع ِ ﻣﺮگ
ﻣﺜﻞ اﺗﺎﻗﯽ از اﻳﻦ ﺧﺎﻧﻪ رﻓﺘﻪ ﺑﺎﺷﺪ ﮐﻪ ﺧﻮﺷﺒﺨﺖ ﺷﺪ
ﮐﻪ ﺧﻮاﺳﺘﻪ ﺑﺎﺷﺪ ﺧﻮﻳﺸﻢ ﮐﻨﺪ
دﺧﺘﺮﯼ
ﭘﻴﺸﻢ ﮐﻨﺪ
داﻧﻪ ﺑﭙﺎﺷﺪ درﺻﺪاش
و در ﺧﺎﻧﻘﺎ ِﻩ اﻧﺪاﻣﺶ
ﭼﺮخ ﺑﺰﻧﺪ هﯽ ﭼﺮخ ﺑﺰﻧﺪ ﭼﺸﻤﻬﺎم دوﺑﺎرﻩ دروﻳﺸﻢ ﮐﻨﺪ
ﭼﻘﺪر ﭼﺸﻤﻬﺎ
اﻳﻦ ﺣﻔﺮﻩ هﺎﯼ ﺗﻮ ﺧﺎﻟﯽ
در ﺑﺎزﯼ ِ ﺑﻴﻦ دو ﺁدم هﺰار دﺳﺘﺎﻧﻨﺪ
ﺖ هﺴﺘﯽ ﮐﻪ هﺴﺘﻢ ﺁن ﺳﻤﺘﯽ ﺗﺮم هﻤﻪ اﻳﺮاﻧﻨﺪ
ﭼﻘﺪر اﻳﻦ ﺳﻤ ِ
ﺑﺮادردم !
ﻣﺎدرد!
ﭘﺪرد!
ﺣﺎل ﻣﻦ از درد وﺧﻴﻢ ﺗﺮ اﺳﺖ
ﻧﻮﺷﺘﻦ از ﻣﻦ ﻋﻘﻴﻢ ﺗﺮ اﺳﺖ
و ﻟﻨﺪن ﮐﻪ ﺁب و هﻮاﯼ ﻣﺶ ﮐﺮدﻩ اﯼ دارد هﻨﻮز
ﺧﻮاهﺮاﻧﻪ ﻣﻨﺘﻈﺮ اﺳﺖ

روﯼ ﺑﺪﻧﻢ دراز ﺑﮑﺸﺪ
ﮐﻪ زﻧﺪﮔﯽ ﺑﺎز ﻣﺮا ﺑﮑﺸﺪ

ﻣﺮگ

ﻒ ﮐﻠﻤﺎﺗﺶ ﻃﻮﻳﻞ ﺷﺪﻩ دﻟﻢ ﻣﯽ ﺳﻮزد
ِ ﺑﺮاﯼ ﺷﺎﻋﺮﯼ ﮐﻪ ﺻ
ﮏ ﺑﯽ ﺷﺎﺧﻪ اﯼ ﮐﻪ ﺟﻴﮏ ﺟﻴﮏ هﺎﻳﺶ ﺑﺎد ﮐﺮدﻩ ﺳﺖ در ﮔﻠﻮ
ِ ﺑﺮاﯼ ﮔﻨﺠﺸ
ﺖ ﮐﻼﻏﯽ ﮐﻪ ﺳﻴﻢ ﺑﺮق ﻧﺪارد
ِ ﺑﺮاﯼ اﺳﺘﺮاﺣ
ﺑﺮاﯼ ﺧﻮدم
ﮐﻪ ﻣﺜﻞ ِ ﺑﺮق رﻓﺘﻪ ام از ﺧﺎﻧﻪ
ﺁدﻣﯽ ﺑﻮدم
ﺣﻤﺎﻗﺖ ﮐﺮدم و ﺷﺎﻋﺮ ﺷﺪم

Censorship
In the massacre of my words
they've beheaded my last line
and blood

ink like

is hitting on paper

there's death stretched over the page
and life

like a window ajar

is shattered by a rock

a new gun has finished off the world
and I imported goods like through this alley's doors
am still the very meagre room that emigrated
I in my life who am pen like to the lines of this meagre page
am mother
The cat's paws are still prancing
to scare the mouse
running for the hole they filled in
In pursuit of the lesson I did at school
I'm no longer Jack the lover to my Jill
I'm doing my new homework
You cross it out
And in the girl who will tumble at this poem's end

build a house
filled with a door open like a wound
and from in-between the edges of death
like a room gone from this house
a girl

lived happily

who wanting to make me her own

would throw morsels in her voice

to tease me over

to the temple of her body
for my eyes to keep whirling and whirling
to make a Dervish of me again
How the eyes
these empty sockets
in between the love making of two are thousand handed
How this side of being where I am is all the more other-sided in Iran
Fathurt

mothurt

my brothurt!

My condition is more critical than hurt
writing's more emasculated than me
and London with its hair highlights of a weather is still
sisterly awaiting
Death to stretch over my body
for life to kill me again
My heart is bleeding
for the poet whose queue of words is getting longer
for the branch less sparrow who's swallowed its twitter
for the restitution of a crow with no overhead wire
for myself
gone from the house like electricity
I was somebody
Did the foolish thing became a poet!

Madhouse
I am writing this letter for the girl who lived lonelier than the moon
the girl who one day alighted in the mirror
and with a little smile

pulled a stone slab off my chest

Have you walked in the shoes at the foot of the stairs?
Why don’t you saddle the horses’ neighing?
It must be your eyes
that sometimes sound a few galloping neighs

have horses

Our last happiness was the wind that’s gone with the wind
Even cows don’t lick at the river photo in these newspapers nowadays
God’s legs have stuck out of the clouds’ skirts
These beds have come through women of old
Attack! Row your oars!
The sea always has so much more swimming than boat rides

We are human again
I have heard, from this very line you are hearing, at the end of the poem I am writing, at first dusk descends
a little, then it rains and in the end the sound of the unsaddled neighing of a herd of horses, is running in my
shoes.
The clatter of my feet in the stretch of my shoes by your side
dies today
I don’t know what wool to pull

over I don’t know
I don't know?

Like a woman who lived two years in my eyes
isn’t it a sin to drag me so from bed to bed?
How can I command these trembling soldiers facing you, O life
to fire?
From the shoes at the foot of the stairs
comes the sound of galloping horses
don’t you believe me?
You! Standing there beyond the end of this letter
just send me two eyes
so I can cry

Three O’clock
Two in the afternoon.
It was bang on two
I dusted and tidied the house.
2:00pm I showered and shaved.
It was exactly half past
two wine glasses ready placed
I switched off Lorca’s voice.
Now thirty minutes left to three
Maria’s coming first time over
I should have a pick-me-up to take a sip to get me going.
Now the clock hands aren’t inclined to three
I should water the flowers
before Maria arrives.
Twenty five minutes are left
I should call my friend Michael
tell him my loneliness I’m now done with.
I’m exactly twenty minutes away from Maria
she must have come out of the station up the road and flirting
with the florist near my house to wrap a more scarlet bouquet.
In fifteen minutes my world will change
with glee. I should wear some aftershave
to entice her.
Ten minutes to three. Hey
like a red bull on the beach inside my chest
my heart’s beating such Bandari beat.
She has only five minutes left to show
up
I should get moving
What if she has
matched her bra with her white slip?
I should go get into my black boxers now.
Only three short minutes left to her knock on my door
I know she will.

Maria’s brought up at her father’s table
she’s always on time
she should be anytime
now that only two ticks
left to appointed time
this phone keeps ringing.
Bugger.
I’m sure it’s the girl I left like a skunk.
I should pull the plug
but why the buzzer won’t let me go
she’s chasing my mobile now.
Ma mamia! It’s Maria’s number
she must be at the door.
Hello.
Bang on three and I’m rolling the floor.
Why what savage time was three
o’clock third class to all o’clocks
three o’clock in a dark guardian age
No savior at work
I lose my faith in second coming
Sushiant, Jesus Mary and Mahdi.
I was the fool of the fields otherwise
Maria wouldn’t have rung bang at three
to say she’s not coming.

اﻧﺎر
ﺖ ﺧﺸﮏ
اﻳﻦ درﺧ ِ
ﭼﮕﻮﻧﻪ ﺧﻮد را ﺑﺮﮔﺰار ﮐﺮدﻩ ﮐﻪ اﻳﻦ ﻗﺪر
ﺑﺮﻗﺮار ﻣﺎﻧﺪﻩ؟
اﻳﻦ ﻗﺪر زﻳ ِﺮ ﺑﺎران
اﻧﺎرﯼ را ﮐﻪ ﺑﺮ دار ﻣﺎﻧﺪﻩ
ﮐﻪ ﻧﻤﯽ داﻧﺪ؟
ﭼﺮا ﻳﮑﯽ ﺑﭽﻼﻧﺪ
دﻳﮕﺮ ﻧﻤﯽ ﺁﻳﺪ
ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ﺑﻴﺎﻳﺪ
ﺑﺎراﻧﯽ ﮐﻪ در اﻳﻦ ﺷﻌﺮ
ﺑﺎﻻﺧﺮﻩ ﺧﻮاﺑﻢ ﻣﯽ ﮐﻨﺪ
ﯽ ﮐﻮﺗﺎﻩ
و زﻧﺪﮔﯽ اﻳﻦ ﻻﻻﺋ ِ
ﺑﺮ ﺻﻔﺤﻪ اﯼ ﮐﻪ ﻋﻤﺮﯼ در ﻧﻤﯽ داﻧﻢ ﮔﺸﺖ
ﭼﻘﺪر ﺑﻨﻮﻳﺴﻢ
ﮐﻪ هﺮﮔﺰ ﻧﺨﻮاهﻢ ﻧﻮﺷﺖ؟
ﺷﻌﺮﯼ را
ﮔﺮو ِﻩ ﺧﻮﻧﯽ ِﻟﻨﺪن
ﻗﻄﻌﻦ
ﮐﻪ ﺣﺘﻤﻦ ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ُا ﺑﺎﺷﺪ ﻳﺎ
ﺑﻪ ﻣﻦ ﻧﻤﯽ ﺧﻮرد
ﮐﻪ هﯽ ﻣﯽ روم زﻳﺮ ِﺑﺎران و ﺁب ﻣﯽ ﺧﻮرم
ﻋﺠﺐ ﺳﻤﺎﻋﯽ دارد اﻳﻦ ﻓﮑﺮ ﮐﻪ در ﺳﺮ دارم
ﻳﮑﯽ ﺑﻴﺎﻳﺪ
ﺑﺎز دارد اﻳﻦ ﺻﻮﻓﯽ را ﮐﻪ هﯽ ﭼﺮخ ﻣﯽ ﺧﻮرد در ﺳﺮم
ﺑﺎراﻧﯽ ﮐﻪ دارد ﻣﯽ ﺁﻳﺪ
دﻳﮕﺮ ﺑﻪ ﺷﻌﺮم ﻧﻤﯽ ﺁﻳﺪ
اﻳﻦ ﻣﻠﻌﻮن
ﮏ هﻤﻪ را درﺁوردﻩ ﺳﺖ
اﺷ ِ
اﻳﻦ ﺑﺎز ﭘﺮس
اﻳﻨﮑﻪ از اﺑﺮهﺎﯼ ﺑﺎﻻﯼ ﺳﺮ ِﻟﻨﺪن
اﻳﻨﻬﻤﻪ ﺣﺮف ﻣﯽ ﮐﺸﺪ ﺑﻴﺮون
ﺁﻳﺎ ﮐﺴﯽ ﺁن ﺑﺎﻻ ﺑﻴﮑﺎر اﺳﺖ
ﻳﺎ ﺣﻘﻴﻘﺖ دارد
ﮐﻪ ﺑﺎران دارد هﻨﻮز ﻣﯽ ﺑﺎرد؟

!اﻓﺴﻮس

ﻣﺎ هﻤﻪ ﻣﯽ ﻣﻴﺮﻳﻢ
ﭘﺲ ﭼﻴﺰﯼ ﺗﻤﺎم ﻧﻤﯽ ﺷﻮد

Pomegranate
This dry tree
how has it arranged itself so well
so well ... under the rain.... to stand up?
The pomegranate that’s hanging
why should someone squeeze .... who knows nothing?
Why the rain that should rain down in this poem doesn’t rain?
And life.... this short lullaby.... finally puts me to sleep
on a page that spent a life in ‘I don’t know’
How many times should I write
the poem ... that I’ll never write?
I’m sure....London’s blood group
which most likely is O or
doesn’t match mine
because I keep hitting the rain...keep getting wet
What ecstasy revolves round this
thought that’s in my mind
I wish someone came
to stop this Dervish that keeps twirling in my head
the rain that keeps raining no longer comes to my poem
This cursed beast
has brought tears to all eyes
This Grand Inquisitor
who drags so much out of the clouds over London
Is someone idling up there
or is it true
that it’s still raining?
We all die
so nothing ends
what a shame

Tehran
This café is fine

Right!

Has great coffee

Agree

Blue sky above

fine

Not blind darling
I can see beautiful chairs round such a table
I don't deny the seaside music
and after this coffee these fulsome lips delectably waiting
and I know well how to swim in the air of this unknowing
I know how to see through this I know not what
I know!
Sitting so comfortably in your eyes
whichever side I reach
I can take a bit of you even more delectable
I'm not stupid
I understand
you're right
OK!
But if all this
and everything
was under the blackened sky of Tehran
we'd have been so much more in place

Album
This is my Mum

Isn’t she beautiful?

This is my brother

and this, my father

If only he knew how door to door I am now
Poor innocent thing
This one is Sara the youngest
this smiley face also…can’t remember the
name!
Exile, exile what havoc it wreaks on the memory
She’s my eldest sister
She used to pass out laughing
when shooting pictures
I’m at a loss how these pictures of lips that have smiled
are movies of eyes that have cried
Leave it!
But how mixed up I am
Poor dear

my peasant Mum

If freedom ever pays Iran a visit
You’ll become my father’s new bride
and after breakfast my sister
will burn frankincense
to smudge around my head and dispel the Devil's eye
on my having a Leila in the night most
and my Mum while boasting
will be throwing confetti and ululating in the paddy at
the bottom of the garden
so her son
may eye up the lap of this lass
turned on - I’m turned on

and be

Now that we’re enthralled shoulder to shoulder in the
hall of this house
why not make believe we’re wrapped in the bliss of rice
paddies? Let go

ﺗﺒﻌﻴﺪ

ﭘﺴﺮﯼ هﻢ اﮔﺮ داﺷﺘﻪ ﺑﺎﺷﯽ
ف دﻧﻴﺎ
اﻳﻦ ﻃﺮ ِ
ف دﻧﻴﺎﺳﺖ
ﭘﺴﺮﯼ دراﻳﻦ ﻃﺮ ِ
ﺖ ﺳﺮ ِاﺷﮏ رﻳﺨﺘﯽ رﻓﺖ ﺑﯽ ﺧﻴﺎل!
ﺑﻪ ﺳﻤﺖ هﺎﯼ ﺁﺑﯽ ﮐﻪ ﭘﺸ ِ
ل ﻣﻦ ﻣﯽﮔﺬرﯼ
ﺑﻴﻬﻮدﻩ از ﺧﻴﺎ ِ
اﮔﺮ اﻳﻦ ﺟﺎ ﺑﺎﺷﯽ
دﻳﮕﺮ ﺁن ﻧﻴﺴﺘﯽ ﮐﻪ ﺁن ﺟﺎ هﺴﺘﯽ
ﻞ ﻣﻨﯽ ﻣﯽﺷﻮﯼ ﮐﻪ اﻳﻨﺠﺎﻳﻢ
ﻣﺜ ِ
ﻣﻦ اﮔﺮ ﺑﺮﮔﺮدم
دﻳﮕﺮ ﺁن ﻧﻴﺴﺘﻢ ﮐﻪ اﻳﻦ ﺟﺎ هﺴﺘﻢ
ﻞ ﺗﻮﻳﯽ ﻣﯽﺷﻮم ﮐﻪ ﺁﻧﺠﺎﻳﯽ
ﻣﺜ ِ
دﻳﮕﺮ ﻧﻤﯽﺧﻨﺪم
ﺣﺘﯽ ﻧﻤﯽﮔﻨﺪم
ﯽ ﺧﻮدم را اﻧﺠﺎم ﻣﯽدهﻢ
ﺗﻨﻬﺎﻳ ِ
ﺗﻨﻬﺎ
ﮐﻪ ﺣﺎﻟﻢ ﺧﻮب اﺳﺖ
ﻣﺜﻞ هﻤﻴﻦ ﺣﺎﻻ
ل راﺣﺖ ﺗﻨﻬﺎم
ﺑﺎ ﺧﻴﺎ ِ
و ﺧﻴﺎل ﻣﯽﮐﻨﻢ
ﺑﯽ ﺧﻴﺎل!
ﻣﺎدرﯼ هﻢ اﮔﺮ داﺷﺘﻪ ﺑﺎﺷﻢ
ف دﻧﻴﺎ
ﺁن ﻃﺮ ِ
ف دﻧﻴﺎﺳﺖ
درﺁن ﻃﺮ ِ
ﻣﺎدرﯼ

Banished

even if you had a living son

On this side of the world

on this side of the world

it would be a son

who went in the direction of the water that you spilt1
behind the tears
A ritual in Iran where relatives, usually females such as mother or sister, see off the travelling family member by
spilling water behind them.

1

Never mind!
Pointlessly, you walk across my mind
If you were here
you would no longer be the one over there
you would be like me

over here

If I returned
I would no longer be the one over here
I would be like you

over there

I no longer laugh
nor even go off
I only exercise my own loneliness
like now

that I feel fine

and I imagine I am imaginatively alone
Never mind!
On that side of the world

even if I had a living mother

it would be a mother

on that side of the world

ﺧﺎﻧﻪ
ﻣﻦ دارم ﻣﺜ ِﻞ ﺷﻤﻊ ﺁب ﻣﯽﺷﻮم
ل ﺁﺗﺸﻢ ﻣﯽﭘﺎﺷﻢ
ِ ﺐ درﺣﺎ
ِ و ﺑﺮ ﻗﻠ
ﺗﻮ هﻢ ﺑﺎ ﺗﻴ ِﺮ ﺗﺎزﻩاﯼ ﮐﻪ ﭘﺮﺗﺎب ﻣﯽﮐﻨﯽ
ﺁﺗﺶ ﺑﻴﺎ ِر ﻣﻌﺮﮐﻪاﯼ
ﻧﮕﻮ ﺟﺎﻳﯽ ﻧﺪارﻳﻢ
راهﯽ ﻧﺪارﻳﻢ
ﻣﺎ ﺷﺎﻋﺮﻳﻢ
ﺑﻪ ﺻﻔﺤﻪ ﮐﻪ ﻣﯽﺷﻮد راﻩ ﭘﻴﺪا ﮐﺮد
در اﻧﺘﻬﺎﯼ ﺳﻄ ِﺮ ﻳﮑﯽ از ﺷﻌﺮهﺎﯼ ﺧﻮش ﺳﺎﺧﺘﻢ
ﮐﻮﭼﻪاﯼ ﺑﺮاﻳﺖ ﮐﻨﺎر ﻣﯽﮔﺬارم
ﮐﺴﯽ ﭼﻪ ﻣﯽداﻧﺪ
ﺷﺎﻳﺪ هﻢ ﺗ ِﻪ اﻳﻦ ﮐﻮﭼﻪ ﺧﺎﻧﻪاﯼ ﺳﺎﺧﺘﻴﻢ

House
I am melting like a candle
sputtering on my flaming heart
You too darting fresh arrows about
an incendiary of this drama
don’t say we have nowhere, we have no way
we are poets
can find our way through the page
at the end of a line of one well built poem
I’ll put aside an alley for you
And who knows
May be at the end of this alley, we’ll build a house one day

Bridge
I'm in love with a bridge
that’s in love with the sea
and each night a few times
I recline on its old cobblestones
to read poetry

It is as if the river

under its feet has a mirror

and doesn’t show any favours to the many languages I cry

The little boy wrote good poems
He thought that I have fallen in love with the sea
Me!… even-though the mad boy went by mistake?
Me!… I only wanted
even to the extent of a few odd claps for no one to hear
who took a stone slab off my chest
Me!… I had fallen in love with the one
who from some place of these nights
so threw himself over me
that from any place down these days
they recovered his swollen corpse
like the river under my feet
and they all said
Mad boy!
How much in love was he with the sea
Me! I had fallen in love with him

زﻟﺰﻟﻪ
!اﺟﺎزﻩ ﺁﻗﺎ
ﮔﺎو اﮔﺮ ﺳُﺮ ﻣﯽ ﺧﻮرد
ﺷﻴﺮواﻧﯽ اﮔﺮ ﻣﯽ اﻓﺘﺎد
زﻳﺮ ِﺁن هﻤﻪ ﺗﻴﺮ ﺁهﻦ هﻤﻴﺸﻪ ﺁﻳﺎ ﻣﯽ ﻣُﺮدﻳﻢ؟

ﺗﮑﺎﻧﯽ ﺑﺮ ﭼﻬﺮﻩ اش رﻳﺨﺖ

ﺁﻣﻮزﮔﺎر

دﺳﺖ هﺎﻳﺶ را از ﺗ ِﻪ ﺟﻴﺒﺶ ﮐَﻨﺪ
ﻒ ﮐﻼس ﭼﻨﺪم ﻧﺸﺴﺖ
ِ روﯼ ﺳﻘ
و ﺁﺳﻤﺎن
!ﻧﻴﻤﮑﺖ هﺎﯼ ﻟﻪ ﺷﺪﻩ
ﺖ ﺑﭽﻪ هﺎ اﻓﺘﺎد
ِ درس هﺎﻳﯽ ﮐﻪ از دﺳ
و دﻳﻮارهﺎ ﭼﻪ ﺧﻮاب هﺎﻳﯽ ﺑﺮاﯼ ﻣﺮدم ﮐﻪ ﻧﻤﯽ دﻳﺪﻧﺪ
روﯼ دﺳﺘﯽ ﮐﻪ از زﻳﺮ ِ ﺁوار ﺑﻴﺮون ﺁﻣﺪ
ﺗﻨﻬﺎ
!ﺻﺪاﯼ اﻧﮕﺸﺘﯽ ﺑﺮﺧﺎﺳﺖ

ﺑﺮﺧﻴﺰم!؟

!اﺟﺎزﻩ ﺁﻗﺎ
ﻣﯽ ﺗﻮاﻧﻢ

Earthquake
She raises a finger
Excuse me teacher!
If the holy cow2 slips
tin roofs falling over
under lots of iron beams would we always die?
the teacher

a tremour slipping down his face

pulled the pocket bottoms off his hands
and heavens

fell down on the Nth class

crushed benches
lessons fallen from children’s hands

2
According to an ancient Persian Myth of Creation, the earth rotates on the horn of a bull.
Legend had it that if the bull coughed, the earth would slip off its horn, causing an earthquake.

and the walls what dreams they harboured for the inhabitants
except for

a hand that appeared out of the rubble

rose the sound of a finger!

Excuse me Sir!
May I rise up!?

Last Line
A forehead is popping up and down behind the window
and doesn't take eyes off the girl returning home
The wind blows off a corner of her scarf
and wraps it round her shoulders.

look!

The bunch of flowers sticking out of her hand is pretty can you see?
Mind she doesn't see you from this angle
She's spiralling up the staircase, can you hear it?
On the stairs
one two three and ringingnggg
Damn this stairway
if only it were longer
it wouldn't spoil the last line of this poem

عشق
ﻋﻴﻦ ِﺷﻤﺎ ﮐﻪ ﺷﻌﺮ ﻣﺮا ﻣﯽ ﺧﻮاﻧﻴﺪ
ﺷﻴﻦ دﺷﻤﻦ ِﻣﻦ اﺳﺖ
ﻗﺎف ﺷﮑﻢ دارد
اُرﻳﺐ ﻣﯽ رود ﻋﺎﺷﻖ ﻧﻴﺴﺖ
ﻣﻦ ﻋﺎﺷﻖ ِﺗﻮ اَم
ﺖ ﺧﻮدم ﺑﺎ ﻳﺴﺘﻢ و در ﺑﺰﻧﻢ
ﻧﻪ دﻳﻮارﯼ ﮐﻪ ﭘﺸ ِ
از ﻃﺮﻳﻖ ِﺗﻮ ﻣﻦ ﺷﮑﺮ ﻣﯽ ﮐﻨﻢ
ﭘﺎ از ﮔﻠﻴﻢ ﺧﻮدت ﮐﻮﺗﺎهﺘﺮ ﻧﮑﻦ!
ﺳﺮﻃﺎن ِﻣﻦ دارد
ﻓﺮدا
زﻳﺮ ِاﻳﻦ ﭼﺘﺮ ﺗﻮ ﻣﯽ ﺗﻮاﻧﯽ ﺁﻧﻘﺪر ﺑﻤﺎﻧﯽ
ﺖ ﺧﻮدم
ﺟﻔ ِ
ﮐﻪ ﺟﺎﻳﯽ ﺑﺮاﯼ ﻣﺮدن ﺑﺨﻮاهﯽ
از ﻃﺮﻳﻖ ِ ﺗﻮ او ذﮐﺮ ﻣﯽ ﮐﻨﺪ
اﮔﺮ ﻣﻦ ﺑﻤﻴﺮم
ﭼﻪ ﮐﺴﯽ ﺑﻪ ﺗﻮ ﻓﮑﺮ ﻣﯽ ﮐﻨﺪ
ﺖ ﻋﺰﻳﺰ
دوﺳ ِ

ﺁﻗﺎﯼ ﻋﺒﺪاﻟﺮﺿﺎﻳﯽ!

L. O. V. E.
Like you who read my poem
O has a big belly
V opening sideways is not in love
E is your enemy.
I am in love with you
Not the wall to stand behind me and to knock
I am grateful through you
don't shrink from overstepping your mat
tomorrow has my cancer
My mate under this umbrella you may linger
until you demand a place for dying
through you he is imploring
if I die
who will think of you Mr Abdolrezaei?

Rain
In the sky of a town that turned so decrepit
When I put up my umbrella
I arrive at those village days
To a girl

bending under the rain

Planting rice
Who abruptly became a woman
A woman in the rain still standing tall
Who said time and again

to a man

Whose name she did not know
‘Why run away?
Why the umbrella?
Only iron men rust in the rain.’

Sausage
Her hands that were in the photograph
I held with both hands
When she got up she didn’t say thank you
May I walk with you?

Didn’t say no
I held her hands
we walked a picture
The one they hid in your eyes
the more I look
the less I find
by the way aren’t you married?

She didn’t say
won’t you?

Didn’t say no!
We did!
Days were passing as the wind
and nights were no longer than seconds
we

were two lonely photos

that the world wanted to expel from the album
Expelled!

Don’t believe it?

Tonight when we’re sleeping obverse in another photo
pay that album a visit
open the fridge door in that shot
to whatever
Sorry! we only have sausages!

and help yourself

اﻣﻼء

ﺑﺮادر ﺗﻤﺎم دﻳﻮارهﺎﯼ ﺟﻬﺎن ﺑﻮدم
و هﻤﺴﺮم ﭘﻨﺠﺮﻩ اﯼ ﮐﻪ درهﺎﻳﺶ ﻏﺮوب داﺷﺖ
داﺷﺖ ﭘﻴﺎز ﭘﺎرﻩ ﻣﯽ ﮐﺮد
و روﯼ ﮔﺮﻳﻪ ﻣﯽ ﮔﺮﻳﺴﺖ
اﻳﺴﺖ!
ﺑﭽﻪ هﺎ ﺑﻴﺴﺖ را ﺑﻪ اﻣﻼﯼ ﮐﺴﯽ ﻣﯽ دهﻢ ﮐﻪ زﻧﺪﮔﯽ را درﺳﺖ و دروغ ﺑﻨﻮﻳﺴﺪ

در ﭼﺎرراهﯽ ﮐﻪ روﯼ ﺳﺒﺰ ﻋﺎﺑﺮ ﻧﻤﯽ ﺷﻮد
ﻧﻪ ﭘﺎﺳﺒﺎن را ﺑﻪ راﻧﻨﺪﮔﺎن ﻋﺰﻳﺰ اﻟﺘﻔﺎﺗﯽ ﺳﺖ
ﻧﻪ ﺁن ﭼﺮاغ ﺟﺎدو را ﮐﻪ روﯼ ﺳﺒﺰ و زرد...
ﺑﻪ ﺁن زﻧﯽ ﮐﻪ ﺗﻨﻬﺎ ﺷﻨﺎﺳﻨﺎﻣﻪ ام را ﮐﺜﻴﻒ ﮐﺮد
اﺻﻼ ﭼﻪ ﻣﺮﺑﻮط
ﮐﻪ هﻤﺴﺮم از ﺧﺎﻧﻪ درﺧﻴﺎﺑﺎن رﻳﺨﺖ؟
اﻳﺴﺖ!
ﭘﺴﺮم ﺗﻮ ﺳﻌﯽ ﮐﻦ ﺑﯽ دروغ ﺑﻨﻮﻳﺴﯽ! ﻓﻘﻂ ﺑﭙﺎ ﺳﻔﻴﺪ را ﺧﻂ ﺧﻄﯽ ﻧﮑﻨﯽ ،هﻤﻴﺸﻪ در هﻤﻪ ﺟﺎﻳﯽ ﮐﻪ
ﺑﺨﻮاهﯽ ﭘﺎﮎ ﮐﻦ ﭘﺎرﮎ ﻧﻤﯽ ﺷﻮد

هﻤﻴﺸﻪ ﺁﻧﮑﻪ ﺷﻌﺮﯼ ﻣﯽ ﻧﻮﻳﺴﺪ
ﺷﻌﺮهﺎﯼ دﻳﮕﺮﯼ را ﭘﺎﮎ ﻣﯽ ﮐﻨﺪ
هﻴﭻ ﭼﻴﺰ ﻧﻨﻮﻳﺴﻴﺪ
ﺷﺎﻋﺮان

دﺳﺖ هﺎ ﺑﺎﻻ!

Dictation
I was brother to all walls in the world
and my wife a window with dusk in its panes
was tearing onions
with tears upon tears
Full stop.
Children! One gets full marks for writing life in truth and lies...
At a juncture where neither the face of green becomes
pedestrian
nor the traffic warden has any act of kindness for
resident drivers
nor that magic lantern at the face of green and
amber…
to the woman who alone spoiled my married identity
Nevertheless what relevance
to the one indoors who went loose on the streets?
Stop!
Try to write without lies my son! Except, be careful no strikethroughs, the rubber won’t
always stop anywhere you want.
The one who writes a poem
always rubs out other poems
Poets!

Stop writing

hands up

Picture Frame
I walk out of an old picture frame
step onto the paving
return to the other side of mud walls
to rid myself of the lethargy of a man standing in the shade

He walks out of an old picture frame
and runs away in himself
so the photo in the fold of my book
can return to the frame on the wall across

Painter
With the same fingers I made slender
take a sheet from your pile of paper
that might as well be A3
not to forget the same brush I gave you
and that box of paint I nicked for you
pin the sheet to your canvas
now take a seat on the chair from Poland
and I in the expanse of this park am sat
waiting on this half empty bench
Hurry up
Put a few somewhat yellow tips of branches by the grey sky you paint at the top of the sheet
a background of few naked trees with few leaves in the air
now install a bench at the bottom of the sheet
and paint a man sat waiting love stricken
his lover has not come - so put more lines on his face
she’s not coming - some more face lines

please

won’t come - so please some more still
just come inside the frame yourself and put my mind at ease

will be excellent

ﺳﻴﺎهﺮگ
ﺗﻮ ﺁﻧﺠﺎ ﺗﻴﺮ ﻣﯽ ﺧﻮرﯼ
ﺗﺎ ﮔﻞ ﺑﺪهﺪ
ﮔﻠﺒﻮﻟﻬﺎﯼ ﻗﺮﻣﺰ در ﺧﻴﺎﺑﺎن ﺁزادﯼ
ﻣﯽ ﻣﻴﺮﯼ
ﮐﻪ ﺑﺮف ﺑﻴﺎﻳﺪ
ﺑﺎ ﮔﻠﺒﻮﻟﻬﺎﯼ ﺳﻔﻴﺪش
ﻧﺮم ﻧﺮﻣﮏ
ﺗﻮ را ﮐﻔﻦ ﮐﻨﺪ
ﻣﺨﻔﯽ ت ﻣﯽ ﮐﻨﺪ
ﺗﺎ ﺑﺎ ِد ﺷﻮﻣﯽ ﻧﻴﺎﻳﺪ
ﺗﻮ را ﮐﻪ از ﺁﻧﻬﺎ ﻧﺒﻮدﯼ ﺑﺪزدد
ﺗﻮ از ﺁﻧﻬﺎ ﻧﻴﺴﺘﯽ
ﺷﺮﻳﺎن ِ ﻳﮏ ﺷﻬﺮ اﺳﺖ ﺳُﺮﺧﺮﮔﻬﺎت
و اﻳﻨﮑﻪ ﻣﯽ ﺗﭙﺪ در ﻣﻴﺪان اﻧﻘﻼب
هﻨﻮز ﻗﻠﺐ ﺗﻮﺳﺖ
ﮐﻪ ﻣﯽ ﮐﻨﺪ راهﯽ
ﻳﮑﯽ
ﻳﮑﯽ
ﺗﺎﮐﺴﯽ هﺎ را
ﺑﻪ هﺮ ﺧﻴﺎﺑﺎﻧﯽ ﮐﻪ ﻣﻨﺘﻬﯽ ﺷﻮد
ﭼﻮن ﺳﻴﺎهﺮگ
ﺑﻪ ﻗﻠﺐ ﻣﻦ
ﮐﻪ ﻣﻴﺪان ﺁزادﯼ ﺳﺖ
ﻣﺎ هﺮ دو در ﻳﮏ ﺧﻴﺎﺑﺎن ﻣﯽ ﺟﻨﮕﻴﻢ
ﺗﻮ ﺁﻧﺠﺎ ﺗﻴﺮ ﻣﯽ ﺧﻮرﯼ
ﻣﻦ اﻳﻨﺠﺎ ﻣﯽ ﻣﻴﺮم

Dark Veins
You are shot there
so your red cells flower ... in Freedom Avenue
you die
so snow

with its white cells
soft and softly
shroud you
hide you
so an ill wind won’t blow
to steel you who were not one of them
You are not one of them
your arteries are arteries of a city
that which beats in Revolution Square
is still your heart
which sends off
one by one
all taxis down any street that leads
like a dark vein
toward my heart
that is in Freedom Square
We both fight in the same street
you are shot there
I die here

Always Afterwards
You no longer wish to look
like the one I liked
you’ve changed your shadows
shaved your hair
and sitting knees apart before me
thorns of the hidden rose sticking out
You come to my dreams always afterwards
after I wake
I think of you still
Like a rose that buds
under its thorns in late summer
no matter if I water it or not
my hair all fallen at my feet pre-autumn
the children have already denuded
the almond tree

Cumulus
Doubly naked
two white clouds
and a smoke passed from hand to hand
up to the roach
between hefty fingers and then
a deep puff
a mouthful
lips feeling the labia
puffing the smoke and
then penetrating
two cumulus clouds
A shrill thunder
through pursed lips
eyes struck by lightning - ouch!
and under the dear earlobe
sparrow kisses
lace the neck
sloping up
pause at the nipple
and then a downslope
lips slip down
to the navel
a kiss is closing in now
on the cumulus
to become nimbus
under tummy
between her lips
Phew... a seizure of sex
Hah
warm hail!

Sparrows
After a Thousand and One Nights
reading
sleeping
a couple leave the house
Sparrows
swarm the alley
with their twitter
up to the bus stop
by the tree - swarmed
by tweet in tweet
On the cheek
spot on a beauty spot
the man
lands a kiss
To hide a show of tears
the woman
suddenly turns her head
blots out the blackening tears
off her cheeks
and turns back
to find no more sparrows
on the branches

Publisher
However much he reads this open book
its wings don’t close
I am still speed reading in the street
like the wind
However much I cry
I don’t feel any lighter
Since I arrived
I am in chagrin to this Earth
which I made heavier
My house
is besieged by women
for me though these books are not enough
I am missing you
who the more I read the less I forget
with the new clothes I bought you
like a lovely book I put a cover on
to open your closed lips and your bed
to leave that forsaken book such that
in the library of my memories to archive you
a to-do I could not
When father died
I was a child
and mother who was the Epic of Kings
obliged to raise me
until I could pull out of the wardrobe
those father’s trousers which fitted me by then
I have pulled them out
this is the same miniature
that completed the pain of Behzad the painter

The beautiful woman
whose pages were never turned
by an idiotic publisher
who archived it
and me not being a publisher
however much I looked for a page I never found in you to read
You were a book
whose covers
had given its thickness

هﻨﺪﺳﻪ
از اﺑﺮهﺎﯼ ﭘﺎرﻳﺲ ﮐﻪ رﻳﺨﺘﻢ ﺑﻴﺮون
رﻓﺘﻢ ﺑﻪ ﮐﺎﻓﻪ اﯼ
درﻓﺮودﮔﺎهﯽ
ﮐﻪ ﺑﺎ دو ﻣﻌﻨﺎﯼ ﺳﻴﺎﻩ
زﻳ ِﺮ دو اﺑﺮو
ﻧﺸﺴﺖ
درﺳﺖ هﻤﻴﻦ روﺑﺮو
ﻓﻘﻂ دوﺳﻄ ِﺮ ﭘﻴﺸﺎﻧﯽ ش را ﺧﻮاﻧﺪﻩ ﺑﻮدم
ﮐﻪ رﺳﻴﺪم
ﺑﻪ ﺳﻮﺗﻴﺘﺮﯼ ﺳﻴﺎﻩ
ﯽ ﺳﺮﮐﻮﭼﻪ ﺳﺎﻧﺴﻮرش ﮐﺮدﻩ ﺑﻮد
ﮐﻪ ﺳﻠﻤﺎﻧ ِ
دو ﭘﺎرﻩ ﺧﻂ ِﮐﻮﺗﺎﻩ
ﺑﺎ ﻓﻮﻧﺘﯽ ﻧﺎزﮎ
ﺑﺎﻻﯼ دو ﻣﻌﻨﺎﻳﯽ ﮐﻪ ﭼﻴﻨﯽ
زﻳﺮش ﻋﻤﻮد
ﻧﻮﺷﺘﻪ اﯼ ﺑﻴﻨﯽ
دو ﺗﺎ ﻟﺐ دارﯼ ﺧﻴﻠﯽ
ﮐﻪ ﻣﯽ ﺧﻮاهﺪ ﻗﻮرﺗﻢ ﺑﺪهﺪ
از ﻟﻨﮕﺮود
از ﺗﻬﺮان
از ﻓﺮاﻧﺴﻪ ﮐﻪ دﻳﮕﺮ ﺧﻮﺷﮕﻞ ﺗﺮ ﻧﻴﺴﺘﯽ
ﻣﺜﻞ زن هﺎﻳﯽ ﮐﻪ ﻣﻦ ﻃﻼﻗﺸﺎن دادم
ﻟﻨﺪن!
از ﺗﻮ هﻢ ﺟﺪا ﻣﯽ ﺷﻮم

Geometry
As I poured out of Paris clouds
and flew to an airport cafe
that sat face to face
with two black symbols
under two eyebrows
I had only read two lines on the forehead
when I arrived at a black subtitle
which the hair dresser up the road had censored
in two short line segments
in a fine font
above two symbols set in Chinese
vertical writing as one nose
you have two very lips
that want to swallow me
you’re no prettier than
Lang-rude, Tehran or Paris
like other women I divorced
I’ll separate from you too:
London

ﭼﻨﺎر

ﺑﺮاﯼ ﻣﺮگ ﺗﻮ ﮔﺮﻳﻪ ﮐﻮﭼﮏ اﺳﺖ ﻋﺰﻳﺰم
ﺑﻪ ﻣﻦ ﻗﻮل دادﻩ اﻧﺪ
ﻗﻮل دادﻩ اﻧﺪ ﭼﻨﺎرت ﮐﻨﻨﺪ
ﭼﻨﺎرﯼ
ﮐﻨﺎ ِر ﺟﻮﺑﺎرﻳﮑﻪ اﯼ ﮐﻪ رﻓﺘﻪ رﻓﺘﻪ ﺧﻮدش را ﮔﻮد ﻣﯽ ﮐﻨﺪ
ﻋﺮض ﻣﯽ ﮔﻴﺮد
ﻧﻬﺮ ﻣﯽ ﺷﻮد
ﻧﻬﺮﯼ ﮐﻪ ﺁب ﻣﯽ دهﺪ
ﺑﻪ ﺁهﻮان ِﺟﻮاﻧﯽ ﮐﻪ درﺳﺎﻳﻪ ات ﻟﻢ ﻣﯽ دهﻨﺪ
اﮔﺮ ﺣﺴﻮدﯼ ﻧﮑﻨﯽ

دﻳﺮ ﻳﺎ زود
رودﯼ ﮐﻨﺎ ِر ﺗﻮ ﺧﻮاهﻢ ﺑﻮد

An Oak
To your death darling tears are too little
They promised me
Promised me you'll rise as an oak
An oak
by a little brook
that gets deeper as it goes
as it widens to a stream
a stream that renders its rivery water
to the young deer resting in your shade
Promise me you won't be jealous
'cause sooner or later
I'll be a river right by your side.

Moonface
She so surrounded me and I so rounded her up in me
that she's no longer around.
Don't know where her bosoms gone
Tonight is flat chested
and in order to die I
need her eminance grace Miss Sentiment
I'm shaven
to have an eye with you

why aren't you there!

Taxis no longer take my solitude
I stay behind
till some come to make me a quiet place
like a camel in the desert
an old tortoise on the plain
or like the plane in a London sky
in which I can fly

but where?

Like yesterday's rain urged me to buy this umbrella
or this snow that came down after the rain
and sent me out of the house
Give me a ring

do something

You're not snow so I can melt you
you're not rain so you can wet me
you're a brush fire
that turns to cinder and moves on

White Reading
Read this line white
A bit black this one

I’m reading white

I am all dressed in black
Please return to the first line
Confess

you heard something from Nothing

When you return to the next line

Write!

cross it out

In the notebook that ended last night
The rubber is on the last line
of the poem that composed the old readers

pick it up

Rub out this whole page white
And the next few pages also oh I don’t know!
If you could dress me in white
Rub out all my lines
Then you could white-read me
Alone, when you reach the dead end
of this notebook
Again write

Nothing!

I’m all in black
Just rub out all the rubber
Only on my last remaining line please write me
No! cross me out

No! I cross out

ﺳﻘﻒ

ﺣﺘﯽ اﮔﺮ ﺳﻘﻒ ﺑﺎﺷﺪ ﻳﺎ ﮐﻮﺗﺎﻩ
ﺳﮓ ﺑﺎﺷﺪ وﻟﯽ ﭘﺎﮐﻮﺗﺎﻩ
اﺗﺎﻗﯽ ﮐﻪ دﺳﺖ و ﭘﺎ ﺷﺪﻩ ﻳﮏ ﺗﺨﺖ دارد
ﮐﻪ ﮔﺎهﯽ ﭼﻬﺎرﻧﻔﺮ
و ﻳﺎ ﺣﺘﯽ ﭼﻬﺎر ﻧﻔﺮ
ﻂ اﺳﺘﺨﺮش ﺷﻨﺎ ﮐﻨﻨﺪ
ﻣﯽ ﺗﻮاﻧﻨﺪ وﺳ ِ
ﻣﻦ ﻳﮏ ﻧﻔﺮم
و ﺣﺎﺿﺮم ﺟﺎﯼ ﺁن ﺳﻪ ﻧﻔﺮ را ﺑﻪ دﺧﺘﺮﯼ ﺑﺪهﻢ
ﮐﻪ ﺣﺎﺿﺮ اﺳﺖ
ﻣﺮا ﺑﻪ ﺧﻮاﺑﯽ ﮐﻪ او را ﻣﯽ ﺧﻮاﺑﺪ ﺑﺒﺮد
ﮐﻪ دﺧﺘﺮش ﺣﺎﺿﺮ ﺑﺎﺷﺪ
ﺧﻮاﺑﯽ
در ﺧﺎﻧﻪ اﯼ ﮐﻪ ﻧﺪارد
ﺑﻪ دﺧﺘﺮﯼ ﮐﻪ ﻣﯽ ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺖ داﺷﺘﻪ ﺑﺎﺷﺪ
در ﺧﺎﻧﻪ اﯼ ﮐﻪ دارد ﻓﮑﺮ ﮐﻨﺪ
ﻣﻦ ﺁن ﺧﺎﻧﻪ ام
و از درﯼ ﮔﺬﺷﺘﻪ ام
ﮐﻪ در ﭼﺸﻢ ِ ﺗﻮ ﺑﺎز ﻣﯽ ﺷﻮد
ﺑﺨﻮاب ﭼﺸﻢ ِﻣﺮا
ب ﻣﺮا
ﺑﺒﻴﻦ ﺧﻮا ِ
ﺑﻌﺪ از ﺗﻮ ﺗﺼﻤﻴﻢ ﮔﺮﻓﺘﻪ ام
ﻋﺎﺷﻘﯽ ﮐﻨﻢ ﺑﺎ ﺗﻮ !

Ceiling
Even if it were a ceiling or low
be it a dog or short legged
the room that's been arranged has one bed
where at times four people
or even four people could

swim in the middle of its pool
I am single
and I'm prepared to give three people for a girl
who would be prepared
to take me to the dream that sleeps her
a dream

whose girl is prepared

in a house he hasn't got
to the girl he could have had
in the house he has, to think
I am that house
and I've passed through a door
that opens in your eyes
put to sleep my eyes
see my dream
after you I have decided
to be your lover!

ﺷﻌﺮ
ﺷﻌﺮ ﻣﯽ ﮔﻔﺘﻢ ﮐﻪ ﻧﺎﮔﻬﺎن در زد
از روﯼ ﮐﺎﻧﺎﭘﻪ و ﮔﻠﺪان ﭘﺮﻳﺪم
و در ﺳﮑﻮﺗﯽ ﮐﻪ روﯼ ﺁب رﻳﺨﺖ
ﺻﺪاﻳﯽ در ﻗﻔﻞ ﭼﺮﺧﻴﺪ و در ﭘﺎ ﭘﺲ ﮐﺸﻴﺪ
ﻣﺮا ﻣﺜﻞ ِ روزﯼ ﮐﻪ در ﺁﻳﻨﻪ ﺑﻮدم ﭘﺸﺖ ِدر ﻣﯽ دﻳﺪم
هﻨﻮز زﻧﮓ ﻣﯽ زد
ﺑﯽ ﺁﻧﮑﻪ ﭼﻴﺰﯼ ﮔﻔﺘﻪ ﺑﺎﺷﻢ
ﻣﺜﻞ روزﯼ ﮐﻪ در ﺁﻳﻨﻪ ﺑﻮدم ﺑﻪ ﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﺁﻣﺪ و ﺑﺎ ﻣﻦ دﺳﺖ داد
دﺳﺘﯽ ﮐﻪ در ﺑﺴﺖ و از ﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﺑﻴﺮوﻧﻢ ﮐﺮد
ﻣﻦ اﻳﻦ ﺷﻌﺮ ﺑﻠﻨﺪ را ﻧﻴﺎﻣﺪﻩ ام ﮐﻪ ﺑﺮﮔﺮدم
ﭘﺸﺖ ِدر اﻳﺴﺘﺎدﻩ ام
وهﯽ زﻧﮓ ﻣﯽ زﻧﻢ
ﻣﯽ داﻧﻢ! ﺑﻴﺖ ِ ﺁﺧﺮ در هﻤﻴﻦ ﮐﻮﭼﻪ ﺳﺖ

Poem
I was planting a poem when suddenly
a tapping on the door got me jumping
out of the sofa and my wife’s flowerpot
and in the silence splashed on the water
I heard the key turn in the lock the door turn on the hinge
My own face behind the door I found facing me
like in the mirror the other day
He, still ringing the bell
unwelcome like the other day…
He came in, shook my hand and
with the same hand that shut the door threw me out the house.
I’m not one for turning back on this short poem
I am stuck outside the front door
and keep ringing
knowing

the last line is waiting behind this threshold

ﻗﺼﻪ
اﻳﻦ ﻗﺼﻪ را در ﻏﺎر هﻢ ﮐﺴﯽ ﻧﺸﻨﻴﺪ
هﺸﺪار ﻣﯽ دهﻢ
ﻧﮑﻨﺪ! از زﻳﺮ ِﻟﺐ هﺎﯼ در ﺑﺮود
ﺣﺒﺲ دارد اﻳﻦ ﻗﺼﻪ هﻔﺖ ﻧﺴﻞ
ﻗﺼﻪ اﯼ دارم
ﮐﻪ ﻣﯽ ﮔﺬارم از ﺁﺳﺘﻴﻦ ِدﺧﺘﺮﯼ ﺗﻪ ِ دﻧﻴﺎ ﺳﺮ در ﺑﻴﺎورد
ﻓﻘﻂ ﻋﺠﻮل ﻧﺒﺎﺷﻴﺪ
ﻣﺎ ﻣﻬﻤّﺎت ﮐﻢ دارﻳﻢ
اﺳﺐ هﺎ را هﯽ ﻧﮑﻨﻴﺪ!
ﺧﻮاﻧﻨﺪﮔﺎن ِﮔﺮاﻣﯽ اﺗﺮاق ﻣﯽ ﮐﻨﻴﻢ
اﻳﻦ ﻗﺼﻪ را ﮐﺶ ﻧﺮﻓﺘﻪ ام ﺗﺎزﻩ ﺳﺮ درﺁوردﻩ ﺳﺖ
ﮐﺶ ﻧﻤﯽ دهﻢ
اﮔﺮ ﺗﻤﺎﻳﻞ دارﻳﺪ
ﻣﯽ ﺗﻮاﻧﻴﺪ ﮐﺘﺎب هﺎﯼ ﺑﻌﺪﯼ ِ ﻣﻦ را ﺑﺎز ﮐﻨﻴﺪ
و اﻳﻦ ﻗﺼﻪ را ﺑﺎز هﻢ ﺑﺨﻮاﻧﻴﺪ

Tale
No one heard this tale even in the cave
I warn you
Don't ever let it out of your lips
this tale has a jail sentence for seven generations
I have a tale to tell
that I'll let out of the lips of a girl in the after world
Except don't rush it
we don't have enough ammunition
Don't scare the horses
Dear readers we'll set up camp here!
I haven't lifted the tale
It's just lifted its head out
I won't drag it out
If you're interested
you can open my upcoming books
and reread the tale

