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Call of the Start
S s Pl
S Sl e dodwo o> 5
Where are my shoes? «sS f-:'-“uﬁf
Who was it who called :"Sohrab!"? Sl g 13 1o 3 99 S 42

The voice was familiar as the air is with the leaf. o€, U1, Jolaw sy LaT
My mother is asleep,

So are Manuchehr and Parvaneh
And, maybe, the whole town.

el Ol g5 0 p;b

et 03 en LS g iy 5 g g9 s
The June night, as gently as an 208 g sl g 53, 5148 20 T 2 - 2
elegy, passes over the seconds, L3 |4 P 5 g 4l ) K e
And a cool breeze sweeps my sleep away. T S e

There is a smell of migration: ln dlnd )")T); o oAb
My pillow is filled with the flutterings of swallows.

The morning will dawn, "f Wl o
And the sky wil migrate to this pot of water. Shalples
I must go tonight. 35l g O ot lan
I who spoke through the openest window to the P el Ll

people of this country. p25 S 4l 03 o b0 iy o SOL NS
Heard no words of time’s nature; et
. . c-\:....: Qlﬁ) g )' s
No eye, I found, gazing lovingly at the earth;

.;fo;&-quﬁli.:lﬁcguf."-@b

el g bl O Gy I S

W3 G 4 o O el Sl S

My heart becomes gloomy as a cloud R ;d‘ oI S 011 4 e
When from the window I see Huri,

No one taking a raven on a farm seriously;

. . " wa
The neighbour’s full-grown daughter, SOF st 0 s

Reading Jurisprudence - abeas AL 5o
Under the rarest elm tree in the world. ) S, 0900 ‘;.;_jg.)l:afd'.:
g add

There are things, of course:
Soaring moments. g3 2 o) (e or ola

I saw a poctess, for example, ps ) slo el War)
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Who was so absorbed in watching the space i i ;5 455y Lad GLiS s obawsT
That the sky laid eggs in her eyes. el Kr"" T
And one night L

A man asked me, Yot S et 5
"How far is it to the day-break of grapes?”"

I must go tonight.

e gt o N 83 0
(?w‘obul—-.\.’:‘);'tﬂt

I must pack my trunk tonight, 32 il L
Which holds as much as my shirt of solitude, 1) ez ol b
And take the direction et 6003 b o g ol 051 4y
Where epic trees show from afar,
. s 35 g b
The direction of that indefinable vastness £ H2
iy guitas 53 45

Which always beckons to me.
There comes another call: "Sohrab!® 45 L o)lses Sojly g s nl 4y,

Where are my shoes? Tl g 13 1o b L OS5
$ 4 el as”
3 i
Dialogue
SIG Ofes! (sage
Saaxo pob 4oy

vl i i
Yes! it is a wonder. . u—'i&"‘d)‘e y

I have even heard

That a shower has fallen and become a flood,

Washing out all the lines and borders,

fh-\._-‘uft -
Jow 03l ol p o Camadal Wt

Destroying all the preserves. ) s S s g0 g ) 0 ST p
I have also heard ROW PR IV TP NP
A shower of feathers and wings over there T plodid rimed 3
Rains from the sky.
‘doe i »adbobt
No bridge is founded on fancy anymorc.
d9p Sl

The distance between the hand and
the desire being cut short. e S ok r sl S
35T 3 S ol Canods & 45
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fh-\._-‘uft -
Jow 03l ol p o Camadal Wt
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It is not even impossible to be and remain noble. Lald Ol g oud oy Sl
The one taken to sleep by dreams g gn 6L e tf
Has really woke up;

) Aokl ol yohT 5y 0 buT
The phoenix that used to fly in legends "
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Has descended there on the roofs of the houses. o i g
There is a call in every corner: o 1S S
Come, whoever you might be, g1 Tl s AR i
Fill your basket with whatever you desire. el T plodsd iomen
I have also heard over there...
o
What? )
| .- ;
Sneering? T
I am village-bred, sincere and truthful, oy 3 ST i oty e
I don’t believe that you don’t believe." S by V'<“’ b
—"It is a wonder indeed; e 25Ty

The city you described must be a S E ) .
mira}:::,lous sign of God. A ST i s
But 1 have dreamt, W]
You have dreamt,
He has dreamt,
We have dr..."

—"That is enough."

plos Dl e
Sledis Ol ¢
! oy Ol g
w2 Ole b
A )
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IR
The call
oot o o il
Pl ol Sga30 o 5
il g St
When your eyes operr, oz
Sleep no more, e
For sleep takes you again g bl 5 DlS S
Back to the dark road of sleep. Sl oo 0
The ceiling of your room is the nest of doubt. ol 5 5 54V Glbl i
When your eyes open, A5l g S
Take.eyes off the ceiling, Moy gt s 3
Rise, =2
And come out. b os e
wbm g
Outside the room St o st 4 e
A season is lingering in wait, S g pll P25 A >£ 3
Whese turn depends on the turn of your steps. 033 DS B
It may snow outside abl wls
Or rain, Lo Lol
But the cold ehosh, e
Fears the cloak of freedom, o oo
And your prevailing breath. 5 i sl

The Prophet’s warm cloak
tﬁf 3)‘) U"‘J‘“

Oy YUY
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Is not a mere anecdote; S e JE s S
It gives but the farer. 3 A0l 4 i U
Shelter from the cold, b 1 o3 ga 0Ly
From the season of grief. £ Jad e g ol
From the season of grief, (£ Jrad
Season of sitting and grieving, Ol g s i
el Sl & e b >
We have come in the red season of spring, Ollyt 0tes Juad
When fellow companions blossom from blood, o)
When blood brothers tumble in dust. Ol et ol Joad
And the rushing torrent of veins S
Has wiped out the border between the East and the West, quJ ol o s
The border between the town and the city. e 33 pie olo
And the country ) Ot g 39 IS4 Olon S o
Sings the hymn of freedom. 0y 5K
You are a nation of freedom; .
BB
The earth turns SR
And turns the season. e
g ) ) §
3 F st ome
Wls By Jod
Rise; =
Rise; 72
Rise; ey

When your eyes open,
Sleep no more, Ol K
For sleep takes you again

Back to the dark road of sleep.

Spe bl ol
Sl oly0 05 5o
‘ T’OY é'é)o
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