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 ها موج
 ترجمه مهدی غبرایی

خذا را ضىز اس تاب تٟٙا٣٤! حالا تٟٙا ٞستٓ. آٖ آدْ تمز٤ثاً ٘اضٙاس رفتٝ تا تٝ لطار تزسذ، »
وٙذ رفتٝ.  ٣ٔ ضٙاسٓ. صٛرت٣ وٝ ٍ٘اٞٓ تاوس٣ ت٥ٍزد ٚ تٝ جا٣٤ ٤ا پ٥ص وس٣ تزٚد وٝ ٔٗ ٣ٕ٘

ٞا٢ ٚارٚ٘ٝ وٝ وس٣ ر٤ٚطاٖ  ٞا٢ خا٣ِ لٟٜٛ. ا٤ٗ ٞٓ صٙذ٣ِ فطار اس ت٥ٗ رفتٝ. ا٤ٗ ٞٓ فٙجاٖ
 آ٤ذ تا پطتطاٖ تٙط٥ٙذ ٚ غذا تخٛرد. ٘ط٥ٙذ. ا٤ٗ ٞٓ ٥ٔشٞا٢ خا٣ِ وٝ أطة وس٣ ٣ٕ٘ ٣ٕ٘

تٍذار حالا تٍذارد سزٚد ستا٤ص را تخٛا٘ٓ. خذا را ضىز اس تاب تٟٙا٣٤. تٍذار تٟٙا تاضٓ. »
وٙذ، ضة ٚ  ا٤ٗ حجاب ٞست٣ را فزٚت٥فىٙٓ ٚ دٚر ت٥ٙذاسْ، ا٤ٗ اتز را وٝ تا وٕتز٤ٗ دَْ تغ٥٥ز ٣ٔ

اْ.  اْ. تغ٥٥ز ضىُ آسٕاٖ را د٤ذٜ رٚس ٚ ١ٕٞ ضثاٖ ٚ ١ٕٞ رٚساٖ. ا٤ٙجا وٝ ٘طستٓ تغ٥٥ز وزدٜ
ٞا را  تؼذ تاس ستارٜا٘ذ،  ٞا را رٞا وزدٜ ا٘ذ، تؼذ ستارٜ ٞا را پٛضا٘ذٜ اْ وٝ ستارٜ اتزٞا را د٤ذٜ

ت٥ٙذ ٚ ٔٗ ٞٓ د٤ٍز تغ٥٥ز  وٙٓ. حالا وس٣ ٔزا ٣ٕ٘ ا٘ذ. حالا د٤ٍز تٝ تغ٥٥زضاٖ ٍ٘اٜ ٣ٕ٘ پٛضا٘ذٜ
وٙٓ. خذا را ضىز اس تاب تٟٙا٣٤ وٝ فطار چطٓ ٚ تٕٙا٢ تٗ ٚ ٞز٥٘اس٢ تٝ درٚؽ ٚ  ٣ٕ٘

 پزداس٢ را اس ت٥ٗ تزدٜ است. جّٕٝ
س٥ٔٗ. س٤ز ٥ٔش است تا سٖ ٘ظافتچ٣ وٝ خستٝ ٚ  پزداس٢، افتادٜ ر٢ٚ وتاتٓ، پز اس جّٕٝ»

ٞا٢ و١ٟٙ تزأٛا ٚ ا٤ٙجا ٚ آ٘جا ٤ادداضت٣ وٝ ٌزد ٚ  وٛفتٝ و١ّ سحز د٘ثاَ واغذپارٜ، ت٥ّت
ٌِّٛٝ ٔچاِٝ ٚ لاط٣ ستاِٝ ضذٜ ت٥ا٤ذ ٚ جارٚضاٖ وٙذ ٚ تثزد. ج١ّٕ ٘أٙاسة ٔاٜ چ٥ست؟ ج١ّٕ 

ٞا  دا٘ٓ. ستاٖ ٔٛجز٢ ٔثُ ستاٖ دِذادٜ ٔٙاسة ػطك چ٣؟ ٔزي را تٝ چٝ ٘ا٣ٔ تخٛا٥٘ٓ؟ ٣ٕ٘
آ٤ٙذ ٚ ٔادرضاٖ را ٌزْ  ٞا ٚلت٣ تٝ اتاق ٣ٔ سدٖ تچٝ س٥لات٣ ٔثُ حزف خٛاٞٓ، وّٕات ته ٣ٔ

ا٢  دار٘ذ. سٚسٜ ا٢ چ٥ت را تز٣ٔ ا٢ اس پطٓ رٚضٗ، ٤ه پز، ٤ا تىٝ ت٥ٙٙذ ٚ تز٤طٝ دٚخت ٚ دٚس ٣ٔ
اْ تزسذ،  حفاظ وٝ در آٖ افتادٜ ٌٛدا٣ِ ت٣ خٛاٞٓ؛ فز٤اد٢. ٚلت٣ تٛفاٖ اس ٔزداب تٍذرد ٚ تٝ ٣ٔ

خٛاٞٓ وٝ چٟار دست ٚ پا تٝ  خٛاٞٓ. چ٥ش٢ ٣ٕ٘ چ٥ش ت٥ٕش ٣ٕ٘ د٤ٍز تٝ وّٕات ٥٘اس٢ ٘ذارْ. ٥ٞچ
خٛاٞٓ وٝ سٍ٘ذار ٚ  ط٥ٙٗ ٚ ٌٛضٙٛاس را ٣ٕ٘ ٤ه اس آٖ وّٕات خٛش آ٤ذ. ٥ٞچ س٥ٔٗ فزٚد ٣ٔ

ٞا٢ للات٣. د٤ٍز  ٣ ٚحط٣ تساسد؛ جّٕٝٞا٢ ٔا تزسذ ٚ آٍٞٙ ضىستٝ اس ػصث٣ تٝ ػصث٣ در س٥ٙٝ
 ٞا تٕاْ ضذٜ. وارْ تا جّٕٝ

خٛضا سىٛت؛ فٙجاٖ لٟٜٛ، ٥ٔش. خٛضا تٟٙا ٘طستٗ چٖٛ ٔزؽ در٤ا٣٤ ٤ىٝ وٝ تز چٛتى٣ تاَ »
ٌطا٤ذ. تٍذار تا اتذ ا٤ٙجا تا اض٥ا٢ سادٜ تٙط٥ٙٓ؛ ا٤ٗ فٙجاٖ لٟٜٛ، ا٤ٗ وارد، ا٤ٗ چٍٙاَ، اض٥ا  ٣ٔ

ٞا٤ت وٝ ٚلتص است ٔغاسٜ را تثٙذ٢ ٚ  تٝ طزفٓ ٥٘ا ٚ تا اضارٜساس٘ذ.  در خٛدضاٖ، ِٔٗ ٔزا ٣ٔ
طٛر،  دٞٓ وٝ ٔشاحٕٓ ٘ط٢ٛ ٚ تٍذار٢ ٥ٕٞٗ تز٢ٚ ٍ٘زا٘ٓ ٘ىٗ. تا وٕاَ ٥ُٔ ٞزچٝ دارْ ٣ٔ

 خأٛش ٚ تٟٙا، تٙط٥ٙٓ.
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The Waves, By Virginia Woolf 

'Heaven be praised for solitude! I am alone now. That almost unknown person 

has gone, to catch some train, to take some cab, to go to some place or person 

whom I do not know. The face looking at me has gone. The pressure is 

removed. Here are empty coffee-cups. Here are chairs turned but nobody sits on 

them. Here are empty tables and nobody any more coming to dine at them to-

night. 

'Let me now raise my song of glory. Heaven be praised for solitude. Let me 

be alone. Let me cast and throw away this veil of being, this cloud that changes 

with the least breath, night and day, and all night and all day. While I sat here I 

have been changing. I have watched the sky change. I have seen clouds cover 

the stars, then free the stars, then cover the stars again. Now I look at their 

changing no more. Now no one sees me and I change no more. Heaven be 

praised for solitude that has removed the pressure of the eye, the solicitation of 

the body, and all need of lies and phrases. 

'My book, stuffed with phrases, has dropped to the floor. It lies under the 

table, to be swept up by the charwoman when she comes wearily at dawn 

looking for scraps of paper, old tram tickets, and here and there a note screwed 

into a ball and left with the litter to be swept up. What is the phrase for the 

moon? And the phrase for love? By what name are we to call death? I do not 

know. I need a little language such as lovers use, words of one syllable such as 

children speak when they come into the room and find their mother sewing and 

pick up some scrap of bright wool, a feather, or a shred of chintz. I need a howl; 

a cry. When the storm crosses the marsh and sweeps over me where I lie in the 

ditch unregarded I need no words. Nothing neat. Nothing that comes down with 

all its feet on the floor. None of those resonances and lovely echoes that break 

and chime from nerve to nerve in our breasts, making wild music, false phrases. 

I have done with phrases. 

'How much better is silence; the coffee-cup, the table. How much better to 

sit by myself like the solitary sea-bird that opens its wings on the stake. Let me 

sit here for ever with bare things, this coffee-cup, this knife, this fork, things in 

themselves, myself being myself. Do not come and worry me with your hints 

that it is time to shut the shop and be gone. I would willingly give all my money 

that you should not disturb me but will let me sit on and on, silent, alone. 
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وٙذ؛ دستٕاَ ٌزد٘ص  ضٛد ٚ اخٓ ٣ٔ أا حالا سزپ٥طخذٔت وٝ ضأص را خٛردٜ پ٥ذا٤ص ٣ٔ»
ٞا را تثٙذ٘ذ، تا٤ذ  ضٛد. تا٤ذ تزٚ٘ذ؛ تا٤ذ وزوزٜ آٚرد ٚ خٛدٕ٘ا٤ا٘ٝ آٔاد٠ رفتٗ ٣ٔ را اس ج٥ة در٣ٔ

 ٤ز ٥ٔشٞا را ت٣ تىطٙذ.ٞا را تا وٙٙذ ٚ س ر٥ٔٚش٢
٘فز٤ٗ تٝ ضٕا. ٞزلذر خستٝ ٚ ٚأا٘ذٜ وٝ تاضٓ، تا٤ذ تٝ سحٕت اس جا تّٙذ ضْٛ ٚ آٖ وت »

ٞا٤ص فزٚوٙٓ؛ تا٤ذ خٛد را  ٞا را ت٢ٛ آست٥ٗ ؛ تا٤ذ دستٔخصٛظ را وٝ ٔاَ ٔٗ است پ٥ذا وٙٓ
اْ، ٚ اس ا٤ٗ ٕٞٝ  ادٜاْ، تسىٝ اس پا افت در ٞٛا٢ ضة تپ٥چا٘ٓ ٚ دٚر ضْٛ. ٔٗ، ٔٗ، ٔٗ، تسىٝ خستٝ

اْ، حت٣ ٔٗ، ٔزد٢ ساِخٛردٜ وٝ ٚس٘ص س٤اد  ت٣ٙ٥ سا٥٤ذٖ تٝ سطح اض٥ا وٓ ٚت٥ص فزسٛدٜ
 ضٛد ٚ اس تملا ت٥شار است، تا٤ذ جا٘ٓ را تزدارْ ٚ تزْٚ ٚ سٛار آخز٤ٗ لطار تطْٛ. ٣ٔ

ٛاٖ ت٥ٙٓ. سا٤ثاٖ تٕذٖ سٛختٝ است. آسٕاٖ ٔثُ استخ تاس خ٥اتاٖ ٥ٕٞط٣ٍ را در تزاتزْ ٣ٔ»
فا٣ٔ در آسٕاٖ است.  دْ پزتٛ سزخ خٛرد٠ ًٟ٘ٙ تار٤ه است. أا اس چزاؽ، ٤ا اس سپ٥ذٜ ٚاوس

ٞا٢ چٙار ج٥زٚ ٤ٚز  جا٣٤ ر٢ٚ درخت ٞا ٤ه ٌٙجطه -جٛر جٙة ٚ جٛش ٔحسٛس است ٤ه
دْ. تزا٢ ٔزد  ضٛد تٝ آٖ ٌفت سپ٥ذٜ ضٛد. ٣ٕ٘ وٙذ رٚس دارد ضزٚع ٣ٔ وٙٙذ. آدْ احساس ٣ٔ ٣ٔ

دْ ضٟز چٝ  وٙذ، سپ٥ذٜ وٝ در خ٥اتاٖ ا٤ستادٜ ٚ ٔات ٚ ٔثٟٛت تٝ آسٕاٖ ٍ٘اٜ ٣ٔا٢  ساِخٛردٜ
جٛر اس سز٥ٌز٢. رٚس د٤ٍز؛ جٕؼ١  جٛر سف٥ذضذٖ آسٕاٖ است؛ ٤ه دْ ٤ه ٔؼٙا٣٤ دارد؟ سپ٥ذٜ

وطٙذ ٚ  ٞا پس ٣ٔ د٤ٍز؛ ت٥ستٓ ٔارس، صا٤ٛ٘ٝ ٤ا سپتأثز د٤ٍز. ٤ه ت٥ذار٢ ػ٣ٕٔٛ د٤ٍز، ستارٜ
ضخ٥ٓ ضٛ٘ذ. لا١٤ ٘اسن ٔٝ در وطتشارٞا  تز ٣ٔ ٞا صرف ٥ٔاٖ ٔٛج ٞا ٙذابتضٛ٘ذ.  خأٛش ٣ٔ

ضٛد، حت٣ رسُ وٕزً٘ وٝ وٙار پٙجز٠ اتاق خٛاب آ٤ٚختٝ.  ٞا٢ رسُ ت٥طتز ٣ٔ ضٛد. لزٔش٢ ٌُ ٣ٔ
وٙٙذ. تّٝ، ا٤ٗ اس  ٞا٢ سٚدٍٞٙاْ را رٚضٗ ٣ٔ ٞا ضٕغ ٘ط٥ٗ وٙذ. وّثٝ ا٢ ج٥ز ٚ ٤ٚز ٣ٔ پز٘ذٜ

 ت ٚ خ٥ش ٤ىز٤ش ٚ تاس افت ٚ خ٥ش.سز٥ٌز٢ اتذ٢ است، اف
وٙذ. تار د٤ٍز اس ٞٛس  ضٛد؛ پطت خٓ ٣ٔ وطذ. ا٘ثاضٝ ٣ٔ در درٖٚ ٔٗ ٞٓ ٔٛج سزتز٣ٔ»
اش  س٘ذ ٚ تؼذ دٞٙٝ ضْٛ، ٔثُ اسة ٌزد٘فزاس٢ وٝ سٛار آٖ اَٚ ٥ٕٟٔشش ٣ٔ ا٢ خثزدار ٣ٔ تاسٜ

ٕٞچٙاٖ ا٤ستادٜ تز ا٤ٗ پ١ٟٙ دارد. حالا وٝ سٛار تٛاْ ٚ  وطذ، در س٤زْ چ٥ش٢ خ٥ش تز٣ٔ را ٣ٔ
تاسد؟ ٔزي است. دضٕٗ  ف٥ٕٟٓ وذاْ دضٕٗ است وٝ تٝ س٢ٛ ٔا ٣ٔ وٛت٥ٓ، آ٤ا ٣ٔ رٚ پا ٣ٔ پ٥ادٜ

ٔزي است. تا ٥٘ش٠ آٔاد٠ پزتاب ٚ ٔٛٞا٢ افطاٖ در تاد ٔثُ ٔزد٢ جٛاٖ، ٔثُ پزس٥ٛاَ، ٚلت٣ 
خٛاٞٓ خٛد  س٘ٓ. ٣ٔ ٥ٕٟٔش ٣ٔا٤ستٓ. تٝ اسثٓ  تاخت، سٛارٜ در تزاتز ٔزي ٣ٔ چٟار٘ؼُ در ٞٙذ ٣ٔ

 «٘اپذ٤ز ٚ اس پا٥٘فتادٜ تٝ س٤ٛت پزتاب وٙٓ، ا٢ ٔزي! را ضىست
 
 

 ضىٙٙذ. ٞا تز وزا٘ٝ ٣ٔ ٔٛج
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'But now the head waiter, who has finished his own meal, appears and 

frowns; he takes his muffler from his pocket and ostentatiously makes ready to 

go. They must go; must put up the shutters, most fold the table-cloths, and give 

one brush with a wet mop under the tables. 

'Curse you then. However beat and done with it all I am, I must haul myself 

up, and find the particular coat that belongs to me; must push my arms into the 

sleeves; must muffle myself up against the night air and be off. I, I, I, tired as I 

am, spent as I am, and almost worn out with all this rubbing of my nose along 

the surfaces of things, even I, an elderly man who is getting rather heavy and 

dislikes exertion, must take myself off and catch some last train. 

'Again I see before me the usual street. The canopy of civilization is burnt 

out. The sky is dark as polished whalebone. But there is a kindling in the sky 

whether of lamplight or of dawn. There is a stir of some sort—sparrows on 

plane trees somewhere chirping. There is a sense of the break of day. I will not 

call it dawn. What is dawn in the city to an elderly man standing in the street 

looking up rather dizzily at the sky? Dawn is some sort of whitening of the sky; 

some sort of renewal. Another day; another Friday; another twentieth of March, 

January, or September. Another general awakening. The stars draw back and are 

extinguished. The bars deepen themselves between the waves. The film of mist 

thickens on the fields. A redness gathers on the roses, even on the pale rose that 

hangs by the bedroom window. A bird chirps. Cottagers light their early 

candles. Yes, this is the eternal renewal, the incessant rise and fall and fall and 

rise again. 

'And in me too the wave rises. It swells; it arches its back. I am aware once 

more of a new desire, something rising beneath me like the proud horse whose 

rider first spurs and then pulls him back. What enemy do we now perceive 

advancing against us, you whom I ride now, as we stand pawing this stretch of 

pavement? It is death. Death is the enemy. It is death against whom I ride with 

my spear couched and my hair flying back like a young man's, like Percival's, 

when he galloped in India. I strike spurs into my horse. Against you I will fling 

myself, unvanquished and unyielding, O Death!' 

 

The waves broke on the shore. 

***** 


