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The Inscription
Translated by Ahad Ghorbani, 2001

The stone lay there like a mountain
and we sat here a weary bunch,
women, men, young, old
all linked together
at the ankles, by a chain.
You could crawl to whoever your heart desired
as far as you could drag your chain.
We did not know, nor did we ask.
It was a voice in our nightmare of dread and weariness
or else a herald form an unknown corner.
It spoke: "The stone lying there holds a secret
inscribed on it by wise men of old."
Thus spoke the voice over and again
and, as a wave recoiling on itself,
it retreated in the dark
and we said nothing,
and for some time we said nothing



