L gt
SIS dd SSs

Qﬁjf )K_})' QUL;;}Q} u.ul.a Q._,.\Jﬁ_.s
Lo Slsl a5 00 a8 s
/ o b
(o 3 A e
.p'ljl AL

Aools ol dmr 3 4
oS Al s 4
3 e o (Sad oy Lo il bl
el 2l bl
YO
Counter-charm

Your scythe of silence has rusted beyond repair,
In vain you reaped my song.

For my song,

Greener than ever,

Is growing ever stronger.

Apply

Whatever spell you have in your magic box,
For I know your counter-charm;

My words

Are your counter-charm.
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Those fierce lovers,
Those fierce lovers, not living with the night, departed
And the sleeping city never knew who they were.
Their shout was a wave of life’s sea;
They lived, like thunderbolt, in their words.
Storm birds in flight, on whose death
The sea and waves and cliffs wept for them.
“O Friend,” you used to say, “The land has become sterile.”
Now look at these before your eyes.
“Every morning and night, the storm plunders them,
And yet they are not the last poppies of this garden.

Tehran,
June 27,1972
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In the presence of the wind

My words

I wash in the dawn’s river;

My moments,

In the rain’s light,

So that I may write you a poem bright,
That | may say my words to you
With serenity,

With clarity,

In the presence of the wind

—This traveler of desert and plain —
Telling you openly
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That my love for you borders on frenzy.

August 1967
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Two lines

Yesterday,

We were two words

Of the same meaning,

Each overwhelming the other;
Height of unity.

Today,

We are two parallel lines,
Each running along the same road,
Toward the same city,

The same horizon,

Never converging,

Never meeting

Even in eternity.
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Bon Voyage

— “Where are you going with this haste?”’
Asked the goat’s thorn of the wind.

— “Tam weary of this place.

“Don’t you wish to travel

From the dust of this desert?”

— “T am all desires, but what can I do?
For my legs are chained.”

— “Where are you going with this haste?”’
— “Anywhere, except this place,

That could be my home.”

— “Have a safe journey, but

For friendship’s sake,

Once you safely cross this wilderness of terror,
Remember me to blossoms,

To rain.”
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