(51>)S59,900 Js €y (sdles a0 5l sb w3l 1 S39585 U puas 1l (o 5L SsS 5
From the street of the friend, came the fragrant breeze of the Nau-ruz

From this breeze, if thou desire aid, the lamp of the heart, thou mayest kindle.
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We should fold our umbrellas,
and walk out into the rain.
We should take with us

all our ideas and memories into the rain.
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All that grace and beauty that autumn displayed,

At last, at the foot of the spring —breeze, is ended.
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| walked at dawn in the glade
And gathered roses there,
But seeing the gardener

| was sore afraid.



The gardener spake to me,
sweet words | heard him say:
‘Roses, what matter they?

| have given the glade to thee.’
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From December, what tyrannies (they were) that the nightingales endured:

In the hope that, again, the fresh spring may come back.
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There’s in my heart, something like a grove of light,
like early morning slumber,
and I am so restless I want to run
to the end of the plain, to the top of the mountain

A voice calls me from afar.
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Musk- diffusing , the breath of the morning breeze shall be:

Again the world old (by autumn and winter) young shall be:
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The springtide of lovers has come, that this dust bowl may become a garden; the
proclamation of heaven has come, that the bird of the soul may rise in flight.
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If on the sward'’s throne, again be the spring of life,
O bird, night-singing! Over thy head, thou mayst draw the canopy of the rose:

suffer not grief.
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Call me, oh call me
Your voice is so good
Your voice is like the green essence of that wondrous plant

that grows at the far end of sorrow’s intimacy.

Wsl>) ool JS 53 95 9 5L 2oy JS saww aS [ il s Giugs aS GiugS Ol 5> el lpugs
‘Tis the fresh spring. In this strive that joyous of heart thou mayst be:

For, again, blossometh many a rose when in the clay (of the grave) thou shalt be.
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Come out into the glade;
See all in green arrayed;
In every nook the rose
Her venal beauty shows.
Now on the nightingale
The smiling rose doth rail:
‘Be silent, thout, and see

All these that silent be!’
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Life is not empty.
There's kindness, there are apple, there’s faith.

Yes,

One must live, as long as the poppies bloom.



