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Nlomorandum to the veader

I began to know her slowly, steadily and in the course of sitting with her, deciding which
piece to chose for translation. This intimate experience took us into the orbit of a nomad
star. It was a pleasant journey, full of fun, laughter, worries and explorations. I began to
know her in the splendid bewilderment of poetry and I saw her world through her eyes
and did all my best to portray it into English, which after all is not my mother tongue, nor
hers.

It is as though she has never left Esfahan and lived close to the River Zendeh Rood. It is
as though she is visiting the rose gardens of Shiraz, hikes over the slopes of the Alborz
mountains, walks on the shores of the roaming river, just to rest for the night in her bed
somewhere in Azarbaijan, Russia or London. And the Rood lives in her, roaming and
roaring:

Living freely among the human family,
though never forgetting Zendeh Rood
and hidden at night

wept its loss.

Though she had left home many decades ago but had returned night after night to walk
across the Thirty Three Column Bridge that leads to Jolfa, the Armenian township on the
other side, where she had her first dance lessons as a teenager. To her, Esfahan, the city
which was once called half of the world, is alive and immortal:

The alleyways, unchanged, the town as it were,

the mountain in place, the river, roaring,

the meadows, still green, Zendeh Rood, unchallenged
and the domes and the beauty of the minarets,
ancient epics.

Migration has brought with it that sense of not belonging, of otherness and alienation but
she has tried to assimilate in her new environment wherever she has gone and has spoken
the language of hope and unity. In her, the distance stretches far beyond migrating birds.
Migration had been the story of her life and writing in and about migration has occupied

a massive space in her work:

Oh, migrating birds

where are you flying in such haste

in this still sunset?

Your journey might last

till spring comes to the garden

and the apple blossoms bloom without you.



Displacement and migration paints a tableau that each and one of us, migrants, hangs
from the wall of our inner thoughts as we live through years away, far away from where
we once called home.

In her poetry, migration finds a deeper root:

Latitude of migration,
gradual discolouration of identity.

In the latitude of migration
Poets are birds with no nest and no heir.

Though she had not had a nest of her own choice for as long as she remembers,
nevertheless, Jaleh Esfahani’s poetry has been her strength, the point of departure and
return. In her long, fruitful life, despair had come and gone but never overcome her:

I do not lament in vain
the pen in my hand
dagger and mirror.

Jaleh’s poetry is a heritage that crosses the boundaries of time and space. It transcends the
borders of her home country, Iran, goes into the Silk Road, gains strength from the
socialist system in the then Soviet Union, where she had lived for thirty years, expands
into the wider world as she gets close to humanity and always mixes with nature and
natural beauties. Jaleh is a philosopher, humanist, socialist, feminist and above all, an
admirer of natural beauties.

For Jaleh, life has a philosophy, a meaning and a beauty. Life should not be lived in vain,
in waste:

I adore the god of earth

the flames of the burning heart
the fire of love

which shine in your eyes.

I believe in the power of a human
who grows thousands of stars
over the wing of thought.

Jaleh is the painter of life, an artist of no boundaries and no country. She reminisces the
past, writes against tyrants and oppressors, those who have ruled her country for as long
as time remembers but for her, humanism can not be confined to a particular country.
Humanism as a universal concept has a strong presence in her work but above all, it is the
belief in self and the power of humans that distinguishes Jaleh’s poetry:

I swear by the red rose at dawn
the tree that broke by thunder



has run roots into soil
and will soon blossom.

Unaware we are of our power
in us, thousands of designs
to beautify the world.

In search of beauty, Jaleh goes to the farthest corners, a wild mountain plant/ silver moon
riding high on emerald tree/ the dead winter tree covered in blossoms/ the bird asleep,
the stars awake/ the parks green, wrapped in tulip/ and water, water, the sea not the
river, ships moving, boats crossing, people sailing, reaching the shores that await them
with a green smile.

Movement, the presence of turmoil, the drive to sail and distance from the turmoil, to
succeed and conquer. Hope in abundance, love everywhere, the joy of life, the centre
stage:

To be joyous is an art,

should other hearts beat with

the drum of happiness

inspired by us

life would be a unique scene of art.

Jaleh Esfahani is an establishment of many faculties. While she has written about
migration, nature, humans, dictators, oppressors and oppression, which portrays her
political world views, she has also dedicated a massive part of her work on liberty and
free thinking. Veils and walls, females wrapped and shrouded, shadows and walls, voices
not heard, faces covered from the moon, the sun and the male fish in the pond.

Some sixty years ago, Jaleh called on the Iranian women to wake up and free themselves
from slavery, to become equal partners in the humans society:

Time to fly out of the cage sisters
spread your wings and fly away.

Woman in Iran does not live

does not live.

This is not life but slavery.

How can slavery be called living?

I conclude my notes and let the reader decide,
who is Jaleh Esfahani?

A captive,
chained to the earth?

A razing thunderous river



Flowing forever across time?

A woman perched on the ocean rock,
half human,

half bird

with fluttering wings

foot holding on the rock

head to the stars.

Who is Jaleh Esfahani, I would like to ask?
River,

Forest?

Forest and river?

River and forest?

The sea, the sea, not the river?

Rouhi Shafii, London
2005
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“Things have to get worse before they
get better”

Time to fly out of the cage, sisters.
Spread your wings and fly away.
Search for knowledge and culture.
Step on the road to hope and victory.
Endure danger and hardships.

If we all tend to gold and jewellery,

insensible to others’ pains and suffering,

if we do not keep up with the caravan of progress,
how can we gain our place in the society,

and be useful to our country?

Our ignorance, shameful,

our hesitance, regretful.

Woman in Iran does not live,
does not live!

This is not life, but slavery.

How can slavery be called living?

Oh, what if the pain is not cured.

Women do not get their human rights!

But don’t whine about the state of affairs Jaleh,
unless you say as the last word, that,

things have to get worse before they get better.”

“1945”
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Migrating Birds

Oh, migrating birds,

where are you travelling

in such haste,

in this still sunset,

as the dark clouds

spread over the mountain peak?
Flying to the horizon,

one by one and in groups,
leaving familiar meadows

for distant lands.

What pain and affliction

did you endure, deserting home
for safer lands?

On your hazardous journey,
as hope saw you off,

had any of you separated from the caravan

and was martyrs?

Was it for the short-lived
pleasure of warmth,

that you left in the cold of winter,
or were you burning with

an inner flame,

thirsty for sunshine?



Oh, migrating birds,

I am in agony

your journey might last

till spring comes to the garden and
the apple blossoms bloom without you.
A continued,

feverish attempt

will make it possible

for you to plant merry kisses

on your nests once again,

and among the swallows’
thunderous singing

cry out with joy.

*

Hard would it be to imagine

no way out of a dead-end,

though for those who seek,
thousands of gates

shine at the end.

“1960”



o.:_ﬁaegc.a&c

W o)l (g ¢ ad gy sl adia ()
S o233 | ) 02 oK e L
u\.au‘uijabjeﬁdum.éjd
$2 0 S G 5 IS pu b 50

Dsd s o w5 Ll
§ li gl o jhua So pu polyaaily
S8 ) 5 yo a5 4S lia 28 Cua by
§sS Gho g5 e s DL

B i A a5y S Gy
L a0 s 4gli 2 g0 0208
eﬁ‘d‘\s‘e.lsyu.. Gy ) pddaa bya
il i (K cea e 5L

ejij%dﬁdﬂﬁewéjg

T 28 5 Rgud o 0

S 5 G55 050 EES

Obanl ld B3 R4 le aid

3l 52 e 500 5 i s A
A S A S e db s ol b
L ol (6] ¢l iy ) s adia (6
S o233 | ) 02 oK e L



The missing eagle

Have you not seen my missing eagle,

in the silent, green meadows of the sky?

I ask the bright eyes of the night, the stars.

Where did he fly on those giant, rebellious wings?
Did he fly away to distant stars,

or landed on a rock, half way,

or got intoxicated and fell down the valley,

or, broke his wings by the force of the thunder?

The day the shadow of the green trees
fell over that roaming river,

I fell for him amid the heap of flowers,
carrying all the fire in me.

It was as if my body was nothing but a heart,
nested in the magic of his eyes.

It was as if inside the golden boat of sun,
we journeyed across the sky.

There, those two wings

became my aim, my desire.

Two rebellious wings with which,

he flew away into the abyss.

Did you not see my missing eagle?

I ask the bright eyes of the sky, the stars.
“1960”
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If I were a painter

If I were a painter,

I would paint your face

on this prairie of flowers,
and this wild river,

and this emerald mountain.

I would borrow colours from

the golden belt of Mars,

and the shinning arrow of the moon,
and the stars,

and the halo of the rainbow.

I would draw colours

to brighten the world of youthfulness.
in your eyes,

If T were a painter, [ would
paint the light of kindness
in your eyes.

“1960”
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Waiting

The long awaited spring is over.
Every petal has turned into a bird and
flown away.

Once again the pansies I planted

in your memory

have turned into purple tears

of the green over soil.

So long has lasted this painful separation
that you might see but

not recognise me.

No wonder if I drift into the wilderness
agonised at the distance between you
and me.

“1961~
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Where are you from?

Where are you from?

You ask,

I 'am a gypsy, a wanderer,
born of pain and affliction.

Look at the map of the world,

voyage across in a glance.

Doubtless you will not find a land,
where my fellow countryman

has not drifted.

k

I am the mystified soul

of a sleep-walker who at the full moon,
strolls across the cliffs

of endless desires.

By asking where

I am from,

you wake me up

from my golden dream.

I fall from the height of desires
at the foot of reality.



%

Where are you from?

You ask.

I am from the land of

wealth and poverty,

the green skirts of

the Alborz mountains*,

the majestic shores of

Zendeh Rood*,

and

the ancient citadel of Persepolis.
*

Where are you from?

You ask.

I am from the land of love, poetry, sun.
Home of battles, sufferings, hopes
and trenches of Revolution.

k

My eyes are burning

with a thirsty hope.

Now, do you know

where I am from?

* Alborz mountains are a range of mountains, separating the green north of Iran from

the dry central parts.
* Zendeh Rood (originally Zayandeh Rood) is a river that passes through the city of Esfahan in central Iran.

“19627’
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I adore

I adore the god of earth,

the flames of the burning heart,
the fire of love

which shines in your eyes.

I believe in the power of a human,
who grows thousands of stars,
over the wing of his thoughts.
He, who rises up to the universe,
with inner thunder and pain,

like a stormy ocean,

so to reach to the heights.

I adore the god of earth,

the flames of passion,

that warm, love-creating torch
which shines in your eye’s heart.

“1963”
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I have forgotten

I took out my scented
purple dress to wear,

once again

on a spring night.

I saw the stars of your gaze
sparkling on its azure sky.
It reminded me that

in the flood of life,

I have forgotten you,

just as my laughter,

and extinguished had been
those blazing flames of love
that once rose

in my burnt heart.

“1964”
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Wild Mountain Plant

I 'am a wild mountain plant,

not a tulip in a vase.

Do not take me to senseless festivities.
I am used to the coldness

of the rough rocks.

Do not take me home.

My birthplace is the mountain.

Once I grew under a rock.

Once I will be buried under a rock.
My rough nature

is the nest of grief.

I am separated from compatriots and home.
My heart does not shed happiness.
There is no jubilation in me.

Do not expect me to be fresh, scented
and colourful.

I am but the fury of heartache.

I am a wild mountain plant

waiting for spring.

Stroking me with affection

makes me weep.

Do not make me weep.

“1964”
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Humans and Stone

A stone’s destiny, endless loneliness
blind and mute.

never does it cry or laugh

no pain, no hope or expectation.

Sometimes in the shape of a rock of
the distant seas,

bearing blows day and night,

cool and calm.

Sometimes laid on a grave,
wondering,

what is the name of the one,

who never comes back to life.

But if the stone turns into

the statue of a hero,

people decorate it with flowers.
If a stone gets a human shape
it would be fortunate.

Imagine a doomed human
turning into stone!

“1965”
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You Went Away

Like a wandering star

you shone and

went away.

Winked at me, smiled and

went away.

I blushed and burnt

in the blaze of your gleam.

You saw the flame of

my heart and

went away.

You bloomed swiftly

like a fresh spring flower,

gave me life-long memories and
went away.

If you had no feeling for this lover
why did you ask

of my agonising state of mind
and went away?

You went away, | remained
with the turmoil of love.

You saw my agonies, shone and
went away.

“1967
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The letter that never arrived

It didn’t give news of a visit,

the letter that never arrived,

and I am on the look out

for that messenger pigeon,

whose white wings resembled clouds
over the desert.

The warm and kind words of

the letter that never arrived,

became my light in the cold winter nights,
I heard many songs from

the letter that never arrived,

like the chirping of spring birds

over tall branches.

Heroes have written epics of centuries,
on the golden rims of

the letter that never arrived.

From the city of the glittering dawn,
comes the news of victory,

written in the letter that never arrived,
and I am still on the look out

for that messenger pigeon

to return from its long journey,

in haste and out of breath.

“1970”
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To be happy is an art

Once again the tulip of desire flowers.

The crimson of the heart blossoms.

I am not saying the past spring will resume.
There will be other days and other springs.

To be joyous is an art.

To make others happy is

a higher art,

Though we do not value
being carefree and smiling,
overlooking others’ pains.
Insensibility is a blemish
afar from us.

I wish we had a mirror in us,

to see what hides from the mirrors,
and were aware of that

power within that teaches us

to live and become immortal,

and the messenger of

success and hope.



To be joyous is an art,

should other hearts beat

with the drum of happiness
inspired by us,

life would be the unique

scene of art.

You sing your song and depart,
the scene is eternal.

Greet the song that stays

in the people’s memory to infinity.

“19717’



A e

Sna 815 (e ) ai K

s aal A
OGS saiun Aduer
LS 500D e e

polia el Jidn « S0y g Sl (e
ol adoni) 31 sl 4

Aol el

P a8 ) Gle)

P (o0 Gamsn ) ()

Blidie a sl (o0 g ) i A O ) Ol
¢ Ol Gl 0 555 cls) (AR S

C Sl 3 Al

¢ al alding

el J3 a5 u a0

Sl 5a e (Siales S el 5 0l e



Rigudl (gl 52 0l

pil OB (2 sl U e s

ald oK eah

o3 gl IS8 )08 e aly

23520 )5 sk il 5l

il 5 Dbl a8 e pld

23 ol 5 ol 2w Kan 50 8 L I 8
sl 5l 5 5 S S5 1 4

pdl A (e Jb slad
2L o) S (o Gleul () saar 4S
¢ ol las Al
o 5 0 a1



A better world

If you ask me what life is,
seek ceaselessly,

wish for a better world,

I would say.

Today more than ever,

I am conscious,

awoke, full of thought,
asleep, but wide awake.

I treasure time,

I love the earth.

I get such a delight

at the brightness of the day,

as if this is my first day

and also the last.

My delight greets me

and mingles with the pain of
farewell.

Between the two,

there is a mysterious harmony.



In this alluring commotion,

I am restless

like spring birds.

My heart aches when at home.

My heart aches from useless thoughts,
and parroted words,

and daily news,

when they talk of hot deals and

cold wars,

and not the secret of the blossoming of
people’s powers.

I seek an expanse,
wide as the universe,
and a world which,
does not require
killing and sacrificing.

“1974”
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On the Train

The sky runs.

The clouds run.

The valley, the mountain runs.

The thick, emerald forest runs.

The brook runs.

The river runs.

The village runs.

The town runs.

The plain and the desert run and run.
The restless waves run.

The crimson blood runs.

The road runs.

Thought runs.

Life runs.

The waves, the stars and the moon run.
Life runs, whether we want it or not.
Why should I sit in a corner?

“1974”
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Blasphemy

When I leave this damn world,
burn me and scatter my ashes

on the water.

Scatter over the sea,

not the river,

so that I shall sing a song

with the spirit of the sea,

a song that aims for a storm,

and lights the waves

with its magnitude.

A song from the sea of happiness
and light

a song filled with glory and exhilaration.



%

When I leave this damn world,

oh, God, don’t torture me further.

I have suffered enough.

I was never free from you and affliction.

I am writing these rhyming couplets on a train,
a train which is restless as my mind.

Though the couplets and I are both ancient,
not suitable for today and tomorrow.

%

When I leave this damn world,
I will tell the gate-keeper of hell
burn me, burn me.

I am an unbeliever, rebellious.
I'am a poet, a poet.

I did not wish the world ruined.
I adorned the world with

the beauty of life.

ES

I wrote these rhyming couplets on a train,
hoping they never survive.

“1974”
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A writer does not have two histories

Time travels but the sun remains.
An artificer it is said

does not have two histories.
When was he born?

When did he die?

A gifted artificer

18 born once and lives forever.

“1974”
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Illuminated blue ship

In the far distance and

on the midnight sea,

where are you heading,

you, illuminated, blue ship?

For thousands of years

on this roaring, rocky shores,

I had been standing and waiting.

I will be waiting another thousand years
for you to return,

illuminated, blue ship.

Do you come from the land of spring,
illuminated, blue ship?

Are you a messenger

heavy with my comrades’ songs,

or, a shooting star over water,

or, that lost paradise in a dream?

Do you carry a secret message for me?
Come close, tell me,

I am in agony.



Oh, illuminated, blue ship,
waiting for the moment of arrival,
you want me to cry,

I will.

You want me to laugh,

I will.

A fire is burning inside me.

Oh, illuminated, blue ship,

do not leave me.

Without you,

I will be the loneliest on earth.

With you and this burning, thunderous heart,
I will be the happiest,

illuminated, blue ship,

illuminated, blue ship.

“1975”
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Return

The alleyway, unchanged, the town, as it was,

the mountain in place, the river, roaring,

the meadows, still green, Zendeh Rood* unchallenged,
the domes and the beauty of the minarets,

ancient epics.

On the walls and the gates, thousands of slogans,
the town, hot with the revolution, busy at work.

the town of artists, industry and battles,

a town caught between poverty and extreme wealth.
The smile of turquoises and the jingle of the gold,
decorating the shops in the bustle of the bazaar.
fresher than the orchards in early spring,

Persian rugs and hand-made embroidery.

fruits in abundance on the square and the road,
scent of freshly baked bread,

hungry children wondering around.

Young people gathering on the shore of Zendeh Rood.
News arriving from the fronts,

the war, whose name and soul,

I wish to obliterate.

Damn, so much blood, so much destruction.

Once in a while decorated with the names of the martyrs
windows, streets and the stalls.

On the one side, war refugees, the other,

men of war, taking arms,

silent, angry, rebellious on the road.



The alluring town in the moonlight,

the Rood* unchanged but not the water.
Where is that young, seductive girl?

Did she burn and her smoke rise to the sky?
or, did she fly away like a bird,

never saw the nest, ever,

or, has she returned to the nest,

once again, after long departure?

Walking from street to street, house to house,
looking for the one I lost,

they say, she was the warmth of our hearts,
the shadow of that young girl spreads across.
Once atop the hill, or the shores of the Rood,
running in haste, here and there,

running, searching for tomorrow.

Where are you?

Come to me, we long know each other,

the redness of your cheeks, wrinkles on my face,
you and I were sacrificed for our beloved land
and how delighted am I for all that.

The demonic dictator wanted me to return
at the time of robbery and destruction,

so to become his slave and be ashamed.
Though I did not go his way

and saved my soul,

longing for my country remained

and a clear conscience,

though I lived my life in pain, in exile,
never, ever said life was a waste.



Well, my young girl, go away,
may God protect you.

What am I saying?

you are long gone,

gone and never returned.

Now, youthfulness blooms,

in my sons who are the fruit of my life.
You departed and I too,

no place for regret,

so many young souls, my soul.

t was as it is, right from the beginning,
fruits will be born from bloom:s.

Once again, the clear sky of Esfahan
and I.

So many bright eyes in wait.

Though late, I stayed alive to visit
friends and this land as was my wish.
Thankful I am.

Time to start my life and my poetry
and grow plants of hope.

e Zendeh Rood (originally Zayandeh Rood) is a river that passes through the city of
Esfahan.
® Rood: river
“1980”
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My poetry, my destiny

I had never been a poet of feasts,
to sing a song,

or play with the words,

or dance the girl of my thoughts

with music,

lifting spirits in a poetic manner.

As far as it goes,

my poetry had been my life story,
my destiny.

Once, here and there,

I had written sorrows and joys

in the loneliness of my notebook,
with no expectations.

I had never been the rainfall,

to quench the thirst of the deserts,
to offer water to the thirsty caravan,
to water the fading flowers,

to let the cloud loose in the brook.



I had never been a sea torch,

to lead the wandering ship to the shore.
Never had I written poetry,

without the desire in my heart.

At night when millions of stars,
twinkle above,
poetry is my wings to fly me out.

In the turbulent days,

amid wars, dictators and executioners,
poetry, my rifle,

poetry, my destiny.

With this, I open and close my file,
I have written for the nameless,

all my life.

‘61981’?
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Limner

I swear by the red rose at dawn,
the tree that broke by storm

has roots run deep in the soil,
and will soon blossom again.

That little egg inside the nest,

will shortly break with a chick.

That little chick will grow into

a colourful bird and

fills the orchard with

love songs.

And the universe swells with the enchanting
songs,

best of which, ours.

Unaware we are of our power.
We are master thousands of arts,
to beautify the world.

Whoever lived in this world
has left a mark, a line,
constructive, or destructive.

Alive we all are in each other,
voluminous we are,

together,

less we are,

torn apart!

Oh, God,
when will the bird of love
nest in our unsatisfied hearts,

instead of these separations?
“1984”
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Let’s imagine

Let’s imagine

that there was no parting in between,
that our lives didn’t waste in waiting,
and that tree we watered

with our blood,

burnt and broke by

the flames of the lightening.

Defeat!

The most painful, intolerable concept!

There is still fire in our hearts,

and power in our arms.

Let’s plant trees once again,

without questioning when it will bloom,
and who will harvest the fruits.

Fresh spring is enchanting,
let’s imagine

that our birth is at dawn,
today.

“1988”
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Dream of Sea

Tell me of the splendour of longing.
Have fear of no one

and say no to that against your heart.
Should the way to freedom

pass through rocks,

tear all the mountains apart.

If the goblet of your longings breaks,
drink of the turbulent sea.

Never stay stagnant,

search the endless world.

*

A flower has bloomed

from the dream of sea.

Pick that flower up

and enjoy its scent.

The world, your soul,
you, the soul of the world.
Desire the best in life,

for every victory

was a wish at birth.

(61990’7
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Crossing the river

Think of someone,

with no bridge left behind,

no choice but to cross the thunderous river
at night.

That agonizing moment of decision,
saved,
or drowned.

Wailing of the thunderous river,
no choice but

to cross,

to cross.

There, the white flower of dawn,
on those green shores,

by those blue waters.

Who will pick it up?
Who will pick it up?

“1990”
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There was hope

The ocean in turbulence,
the ship caught in the storm.
The howling of thunder and
tears of black clouds,

the shore far away,

and the horizon hidden.

There was a moment between life and
death.

Where was that certainty

that the distance was more than moments?

In that night,

that horrid night,

from the depth of the mad sea
we were rescued

by the eternal power of hope.

“1990”



a5, 5 Ja

Ohdis A 25 4 Kan @l
s SO SA

Lalad o ¢ e )3l 5 )
Le S dig (A

S gy i

¢ SN G2

AU s e Ol

Al yalde g 8 s
ESAT ENTSIEN

fal 4a (e

OB O el S
) DS yd
R pss o0

(2 JinS\A Cudia a3 e
EPBREISTS

ESECS-ETS

ol ol sa Jaa

Pt 5 sla A (e ¢ (SIS
ey dY ) )il Sa
¢ Qlige sla @l el e o
O e Dl 4l a3

Ok Al o) b 4l



A g Al A ¢ o8 il 6y
O 255 ) ¢ (e B
O 9 a2l dagasl ya
Ox s
OXed

¢l 5 S A ()
aolddx (e

IRTEIS PEITPPC IS SEE
‘Aju\:\.\e.lhwt_i_\wdxswj

e )OS
a5 fa o )
PRIP QU
J&JUYAS
PRPTRER G Y

céj@M#Q@bjédo‘
Qe Al 253 )
ol 4S (e

fa5)

¢ Kaa

$aaly 50 2

HEFBITYS-SEN

250 s B



“For my dear friend, Mr Mahmood Kianush”

Forest and River

I long to be you,

said the forest to the river,
‘journeying endlessly, sightseeing,
running towards the pure

expanse of the ocean,

the bedrock of clear water,
feverish soul of life,

turquoise of light,

flowing forever.

What am I?

A captive,

chained to the earth,
sooner or later,
getting old,

turning yellow,
drying into

a handful of cold ash,
in the eternal silence.

‘Hey, half asleep, half awake forest’,
called the river.

I wish I were you,

having the seclusion of pure emerald
in the illumination of

the moonlit nights,

the looking glass of spring

a shaded rendezvous for lovers.



Your destiny,

renewed life every spring.
My destiny,

running from myself,
running in bewilderment,
running,

running.

What do I gain from this
meaningless, restless journeys?
O, never do I rest for

one moment in life.

No one knows what goes on

in other people’s minds.

Who is to ask,

who is that passer-by?

Who is he?

%

Walking slowly in the shadow,
a passer-by whispers to himself,
Who am 1?

River?

Forest?

Both?

Forest and river?

River and forest?

“19917’
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Lighthouse

There was a rendezvous

and a divine light.

Restless, excited, aflame and joyous
body and soul in turmoil.

Now, it is the shores of loneliness
and L.

In your memory,

I throw the light in the water
like a half-burnt candle,

so it floats aflame

on the river,

further and farther from me.

So the flame which was

the warmth of my soul

turns into a sea torch,

and two lovers in a boat

under the candle light and a kiss
remind each other

of a rendezvous and

the excitement of love.

n 1993 n
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Kindness of a smile

The dead winter tree

is covered in blossoms.

No wonder if I bloom afresh,
and turn into a thousand and
one night untold story.

How wonderful is

the splendour of a red rose
in a cold desert,

and the kindness of a smile
in the intensity of pain.

“1994”
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I will go

Waters are running,

clouds are moving,

birds are flying,

moments,

days,

and years

are passing.

I, too will pass through.

I wish the shadow of my passage
leaves unclouded

your sunny garden.

I hope you will not be sorry.

(61995’7
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Wave in wave

This is not the beginning
nor the end of the world.
The end of tonight,

the dawn of tomorrow.
There is a tomorrow

and other tomorrows.

Darkness is the

essence of night,

an autocrat’s task is oppression.
Coward, is the one, who

lives with that.

Our waiting ship on the bay
looks for a high mast,
longs for the expanse of the sea.

Fighting against storms and hurricanes,
furthering wave over wave,

alive and lively,

watching the one who reached the shores
is our ship.

(61995’7
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My eighth home

Hello, my eighth home!

Frequently, I made you a green house,

and adorned you with my desires,

hoping you would be my kind and warm nest.

For God’s sake, my eighth home!
do not remind me

the tale of my losses.

The wind took away my homes,
And I laughed at the clown of fate
with my burning soul.

What didn’t I see!

Only my poetry and I

know what took away

the scent of flowers

from the nightingale’s memory.

Hello, my eighth home.
I come to you

full of life.

Oh, hello the future,
the future,

the future.

“1996”
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Splendid Bewilderment

I smiled all the heaps of the spring tulips.
I wept all the impregnated clouds.

I saw the whole world

in its bright and dark colours.

Now I am walking on a bridge

that my predecessors had crossed,

and the future generation will.

In the splendid bewilderment of poetry,

in the uproarious universe of music,

and the turbulent sea of doubts and desires,
I see that

I have tenderly chosen life,

with all its pains.

“1996”
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Asleep and awake

The night, the stars and

the light.

The birds asleep, the stars awake,
and in my cage I sway between
sleep and consciousness.

From this close moment
to the farther times,
I have pictures deep set
in my inner mirror.

In the ups and downs of
day and night,

to climb higher ambitions
requires higher ladder,
else, tease fate.

And the sky,

the sea at night
stars,

and a crystal wave.

13 1 997”
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Latitude of migration

Latitude of migration,

gradual discoloration of identity.
Feverish memories and desires.
Stick walking,

“The world is my home”

as Nima* said,

against the wish of the lords of lands.
*

In the latitude of migration,

we are submerged in our shells,
tending own desires.

In the latitude of migration,
poets are birds with no nest
and no heir,

though their treasures

heavier than gold mines.

Yet light as dandelions

wander in the air.

*

Poets of no nest,

in their hands,

thousands of white sheets

like snowy plains,

dot, dot as a black bird’s claws,
whose beak carries

poetry, blossom, sadness

and hope.

k

Oh,
latitude of migration,
wish you never were.
® Quote from Nima Yushij, the main founder of contemporary poetry in the Persian
language.
“1997”
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My comrades®

My comrades,

friends of sleepless nights,
medicinal herbs of

my frustration and loneliness,
birds of the universe,

hymns of secrets,

crystal dreams of present events
and past histories.

Fountains of light,
precious gifts with signet
and seal.

Oh, my precious books,
how can I part from you!

* While living in Moscow, Jaleh had collected hundreds of valuable books from writers
all over the world. When she decided to leave Moscow, she gave them to the Russian
State University. This piece was written on the point of departure.

“1998”
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Soul of Woman

Will be 1 be free of my evil fate?
Shadows and walls,

shadows and walls

forever?

And I, the soul of freedom.

And I, the essence of womanhood.
My body and soul,

of light, song,

poetry and blossoms.

*

I did not want to

surrender.

I did not.

I did not want to fall.

I did not.

Though in ruins

eternally,

though endured

tortures,

barbaric, harrowing.
Stoning!

ES

Time to greet freedom in triumph.
No fear of blockades

and barricades.

A razing thunderous river,
flowing forever across time.
For I am a mother.

For I am a woman.

(3 1 999”
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“For my GP, Dr David Wingfield, who is a painter and wanted to portray my inner world”

To the Painter®

How would you portray,
I wonder,

the labyrinthine caves of
my inner world?

White, blue, green?

What colour do

restlessness, sleeplessness have
when night after night,

the butterflies of my eyelids
flutter vainly to settle in calm?

Truly, you might be able

to exhibit grief with a charcoal,

or joy in a smile,

or a blooming poppy.

But tell me, how would you

portray a frozen desire,

or a blossomed hope?

And how can a poem,

or a piece of music

portray the soul of illuminating colours?



Look!

The silver moon riding high

on emerald trees.

So astounding, so dreamy.

And me, yearning to float in colours.
Imagine a world of no light

and no merry songs and

how disheartened we would have been!

Look at the distance,
the ocean,

golden, blue waves
heaving, wailing
reaching up
pouring down
scattering, rising
again and again.
Swinging ocean,
sparkling moon,
glamour of eternity.

Come now and

with the magic of colours,
set a figure instead of me,
perched on the ocean rock,
half human, half bird

with fluttering wings,

feet holding to the rock
head to the stars.

“2000”
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Bewildered Silence

Bewildered silence

the anthem of a nomad star

in the universe.

A poem was born,

the beginning of which

hymn of gods

and you

the beginning of all my songs.

(62001 2
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Human Court

Why do humans,

who cannot make a drop of blood,
constantly spill a sea of it?

Stop!

Obliterate from the World Court
killing of humans

and the death sentence.

‘6200 1 2
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My pen weeps

The tale of the veil,
your tale

oh, woman,

so drowns me

in Sorrow,

that my pen weeps
as it relates

your tale

oh, woman.

6‘200 1”
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Reconciliation

I am to reconcile with my blues.
I want to breathe the stars,

so that my moments

decorate their fingers

with golden chimes,

and in the middle of darkness,
perform the dance of light.
Darkness and oppressive tyrants
nurture each other.

I regret the days

that passed through both.

%

With their flying wings

the birds leave darkness.

How can humans endure it?

%

Is less knowledge

an impetus for a happier life?

Never did I wish that,

nor was contented with personal satisfaction.
Yet I have thought a lot

and I am to reconcile with my blues.

662002”
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Autumnal Garden

The garden in autumn,

a palace of light and gold.

Oh!

how beautiful is the autumn,

red and yellow flames over crystal.
Look over there!

Is that a leaf in the wind,

or a yellow canary,

dancing on the green,

at a distance?

*k

Such pleasant weather,

not cold, nor warm,

the scent of autumn leaves,

and the chirping of birds,

a reminder of the long gone springs.
Wondering in confusion,

I ask myself,

what are my feelings

towards this autumn?

“2003”
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To the Doctors of the world

Oh, Doctor

My eyes are magnetised
to the road.

Come to me, come to me
oh, doctor.

My heart and soul,

every strand of my hair,
a waiting stare

for you to come

through the door,

oh, doctor

Majestic as a rock,

and the breeze of a smile,

the promise of a new discovery,
peace, hope, recovery,

oh, doctor

Ailing and fragile
I call on God,

on you

on you.

I won’t embrace

the end of the road,

nor believe in finality,

this sour concept,

the fact of human annihilation.



I am to embrace the earth
in my warm bosom

to the end.

I want to stay,

to sing, to know

why is the Black Hole
black?

What would be more divine
than creating hope,

and loving life

while we are alive

oh, doctor.

“2003”
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Dagger and Mirror

‘How does life keep on?’

You ask.

On the inside, not much difference
from my youth,

those bright days of madness

and euphoria,

days of rebellion as a volcano,

a sea of fire,

restless and full of turbulence.

‘Who are you in this treacherous world’,
You ask.

A poet caught between

two migrations for life.

In essence, Iranian,

though internationalist at times.

Living freely amongst the human family,
though never forgetting Zendeh Rood,*
and hidden at nights,

wept its loss.



I do not lament in vain though,

the pen in my hand,

dagger and mirror.

Whoever violates humanity,

my poetry fights with poetic rhymes.

A garden blooms from

a simple smile.

The messenger of happiness,

I am a wave in the sea of the earth’s beauty.
I am a universe, when engulfed

by poetry.

Zendeh Rood, or Zayandeh Rood is a river that passes through Esfahan.

“2004”
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New Year Breeze

Take, to that one and the only one,
you the breeze of New Year,

my kisses,

for a New Year card,

and tell him that

I have planted a narcissus

in the garden in his place,

and ask him

to kindly decorate my place

with greenery.

“2004”
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Seventy seven skies

The day that today,

would be yesterday in tomorrow,

I will not exist,

but you will.

We will not,

but the earth with its seventy seven skies,
each with countless stars, will.
Should there be a human being

in those stars,

it must be made of light,

and far, far away from

our joys and pains.

But how odd!

can we still call him a human being?

“2004”
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“I think, so I am”

I am,

therefore, I think.

My thoughts are sometimes simple,
sometimes deep.

I am the commander of my own will.
I strive,

I write and read

the inscriptions of empowerment
letter by letter, line by line.

I am,

therefore, I drink the wine of dews
from the goblet of tulips

and a sip from a wineglass

only for you, who drinks life

so lovingly and smiles

at the long-gone happiness

and does not mourn the loss.

How happy, how complete are
those, who suffer from a hidden

or exposed pain

and able still

to stand up and cry out:

I am,

I am,

intoxicated by the beauty of
colours and the songs of the world.

“2004”
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This is London

The breeze whispers secretly

the coming of spring.

The tree dances flirtatiously,

head to toe in blossom.

The bird sings

to the tune of an instrument.

Is it tar*, guitar, or sitar?

The parks are green and wrapped

in tulips.

This is London and the waterfall of rain.

e Tar is an Iranian musical instrument.

‘62005”
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A message to a star that exited its
orbit*

A star ran away from its orbit,

it was reported.*

Was it a stubborn girl who left her clan,
or, was it a bluebird with a golden beak,
who flew away from the nest?

Hey, star!

Where did you go, where?

Did you go beyond the galaxy,

or, did you go out of your mind and

in search of God?

Hey, star!

Whatever you want to say,

say it to the waves of light.

Say it from a distance.

Do not come near the earth, do not.

Here we are busy killing each other.

Here we are caught in the suicide bombings
and the occupying forces.

Hey, star!

[lluminate in your journey through the universe.
Be my guiding light on the dark nights.

Come to the jubilation of human equality,
come,

though in fifty thousand years time.

e [t was in the news that a star separated from its orbit.
° 6‘2005”
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Moment by moment

Moment by moment,
time and existence transform.

In the blink of an eye,
neither this, nor that
will remain as ever.

So distant I am from the past,
as though I was born,
a thousand years earlier.

“2005”



Jaleh Esfahani
A biography

Jaleh Esfahani was born in Esfahan. Her father was a landowner and her mother, a
housewife. Jaleh finished Behesht Aieen high school in Esfahan. In 1945, she moved to
Tehran, where she was accepted at the Faculty of Literature, Tehran University. Shortly
afterwards she married Shams Badi, a young army officer.

Jaleh was born a poet. Her first piece about her doll was written at the age of seven. At
thirteen, she wrote a full piece. Her first collection of poetry was published in1944. In
1946 she attended the first Iranian Congress of Poets and writers in Tehran. She was the
only female poet to recite a piece in front of 2000 audience.

Consequently, Jaleh,s husband went under persecution for his political views and was
forced to leave Iran in 1947, taking his young wife with him. Jaleh never had the
opportunity to decide whether she was willing to migrate. Thereon, the couple settled in
Baku in Azarbaijan, where Jaleh learnt Russian and Azari languages and graduated from
the Azarbaijan State University with a BA degree. Jaleh’s husband, Shams Badi also got
his PhD and became a well-known academic and historian in the then Soviet Union.
Eventually, Jaleh and his family (two sons, Bijan and Mehrdad) moved to Moscow,
where she got her PhD in Persian Literature from Lamanosov University. She worked at
the Maxim Gorky International Academy of Literature until she left Russia for Iran in
1980, after the revolution in that country.

Jaleh has been the most active poet in the history of Persian literature. She has published
more than 20 volumes of poetry, most of which had been translated into Russian, Azari
and other Middle Asian languages. Some of her work has been translated into Chzeck by
Professor Irjy Betchka and some into Kurdish and Arabic.

Apart from writing poetry, Jaleh had translated the works of Azari poets into Persian. In
the former Soviet Union, as the only female Iranian poet, Jaleh had represented Iran by
attending literary congresses and conferences and presented many papers on Persian
literature. She had been known as the face of the Iranian woman in literature throughout
the Soviet Bloc, especially Afghanistan and Tajikistan.

When Jaleh returned to Iran, she had hoped to settle there but in the turmoil of the

revolution, she left for London, where she had been living to the present time. Jaleh is
still actively writing and assisting young poets to promote their work.

Publications:

Research work and translations:

1- Nima Yushidge, the father of Modern Persian poetry (in Russian).
2- What is modern poetry? A comparative study of Iranian, Afgha and Tajik poets.



3- A study of the works of Aref Ghazvini, the avanguard Iranian poet of early twentieth
century.
4- Translation of some Azari plays into Persian.

5- Translation of a selection of Persian poetry into Russian.

6- The shadow of years; an autobiography
Poetry

1- Zendeh Rood

2- Portrait of the world

3- If I had a thousand pens

4- The unbeatable Alborz

5- Oh, Shorteh breeze

6- The cry of silence

7- Songs of the forest

8- Whisper of the flight

9- Wave in wave

10- Splendour of silence

11- Every flower has a scent; a translation of Russian and other Soviet bloc poets into
Persian.

12- Wild flowers

13- Purple ship

Unpublished work:

1- Translation of three thousand lines of contemporary and classic Azari poetry into
Persian.

2- The life and works of Iranian poet laureate, Malek O’Shoarai Bahar, a PhD thesis.

3- Shirin’s character in the Khosrow and Shirin epic love story, written by the great
classic Iranian poet, Nezami Ganjavi.

4- Nima Yushidj, the father of contemporary Persian poetry.

5- Translation of some Azari plays into Persian.

6- Comparative study of contemporary poetry in Iran, Afghanistan and Tajikistan.



Rouhi Shafii is a social scientist, specialised in women'’s issues. She is also a published
author and translator. She has translated many books and articles from English into

Persian.

She has published Scent of Saffron (three generations of an Iranian Family) and
Pomegranate Hearts (a tale of love, loss and history) in English.

Migrating Birds (a selection of poems), is her first work of translating Persian poetry into
English.



Acknowlegment

I would like to thank my dear friend Rouhi Shafii, who translated my poems into English.

My special thanks and appreciation goes to Mr Glyn Purseglove and Ms Parvin Loloi for
editing the translations.

I also thank Ms Roya Tavazoi for typing the original Persian versions.

Jaleh Esfahani



