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Tragedy Interpreted

What could the stage say

Devoid of cast and play?

Here, Beauty absolute is not desiderated
for even the wall-paper need be beautiful
In the absence of man
There is no identity to the world.
In the absence of history
Art

is coquetry indolent and carefree.
Tight lips

are the delusive terror of being betrayed.

Fettered hands

hindering man in his miraculous deeds.
Spilt blood

is honor thrown in trash

the expense of full-bellied. voracity.

Art is a faithful Witnessing
A light interpreting the tragedy

so man would retrieve his profaned dignity

light
bat...
light
bat...
light
bat...
light
bat...

Translated™ by: Reza Parhizgar
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ain on the seashore is the bittern Sl g g b s LSO
On the seashore .»qu,. L s LLSTOLL
The rain weeps $59SST =)
Lest this huge spring of tears Might some day dry S g Kt sgd Jfr_h; i ol
5 S 5 Kis
And gang dry the huge passion for weeping in the bittern. Moy e f r..h; I
Rain on the seashore Ls LSOLL
Is the uncanny architecture of the heron Cod ol g s 8 (g sl
When it diagonally descends the rocks 39,5 e oo T ool 85—
And keeps sticking its inelegant beak into soaked sands R TR Y ¥ P NS g1
His long shadow disturbed by unruly waves 3 98 o slaile s
And the winds continually upsetting his equilibrium. o wle g
A o 4 plka ) Jals Lol 5 ay sl s ‘_;._(J,.L;LAC)‘J_\
Rain on the seashore Ls LSOy
Is the architecture of the poet’s disconcerted thought. Sl s 0Ly s Il 6l
Man on the seashore Sl sl JSE L s ,LSTOL
Is like a goddess =SB g s 9O e -
Naked, drenched and dark i gily 93 alw Kow s $9s48
Kneeling on a black slab of rock Ll ol Ol s slacT
Watching the far waters of the world oSoea DT st ST,
His glistening soaked hair fluttering in the wind b feled g e ,....f
Awaiting no one’s return. 3T s el g
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