ِ
«ﺣﻀﺮﺕ »ﺁﺩﻡ
ﻫﻢﭼﻨﺎﻥ ﻛﻪ
ِ
«ﺣﻀﺮﺕ »ﺁﺩﻡ
ﻫﻢﭼﻨﺎﻥ ﻛﻪ
ﻗﺪﻡ ﻣﻰﺯﻧﺪ ﺩﻡِ ﺻﺒﺤﻰ
َﻭ ﺩﻭﺭ ﻣﻰﺷﻮﺩ ﺍﺯ ﺳﺎﻳﺒﺎ ِﻥ ﺧﻮﺩ
ِ
ﺧﻮﺍﺏ ﺷﺒﺎﻧﻪ
ﻛﻪ ﺭﻫﺎ ﺷﻮﺩ ﺍﺯ
ِ
ﻣﺮﺍ ﺑﺒﻴﻦ ﺑﻪ ﻭﻗﺖ ﺭﻓﺘﻦ
ﻧﺰﺩﻳﻚﺗﺮ ﺑﻴﺎ
ﺑﺸﻨﻮ ﺻﺪﺍﻯ ﻣﺮﺍ
ﺩﺳﺖ ﺑﺰﻥ ﺑﻪ ﻣﻦ
ﺑﺎ ﻛﻒ ﺩﺳﺘﺖ ﺩﺳﺖ ﺑﺰﻥ ﺑﻪ ﺗﻨﻢ
!ﻧﺘﺮﺱ ﺍﺯ ﺍﻳﻦ ﺗﻦِ ﺩﺭ ﺣﺎ ِﻝ ﺭﻓﺘﻨﻢ

As Adam, Early in the Morning
AS Adam, early in the morning,
Walking forth from the bower, refresh’d with sleep;
Behold me where I pass—hear my voice—approach,
Touch me—touch the palm of your hand to my Body as I pass;
Be not afraid of my Body.
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lately risen,
And the school-mistress that pass’d on her way to the school,
And the friendly boys that pass’d—and the quarrelsome boys,
And the tidy and fresh-cheek’d girls—and the barefoot negro boy and girl,
And all the changes of city and country, wherever he went.
His own parents,
He that had father’d him, and she that had conceiv’d him in her womb, and birth’d
him,
They gave this child more of themselves than that;
They gave him afterward every day—they became part of him.
The mother at home, quietly placing the dishes on the supper-table;
The mother with mild words—clean her cap and gown, a wholesome odor falling
off her person and clothes as she walks by;
The father, strong, self-sufficient, manly, mean, anger’d, unjust;
The blow, the quick loud word, the tight bargain, the crafty lure,
The family usages, the language, the company, the furniture—the yearning and
swelling heart,
Affection that will not be gainsay’d—the sense of what is real—the thought if, after
all, it should prove unreal,
The doubts of day-time and the doubts of night-time—the curious whether and
how,
Whether that which appears so is so, or is it all flashes and specks?
Men and women crowding fast in the streets—if they are not flashes and specks,
what are they?
The streets themselves, and the façades of houses, and goods in the windows,
Vehicles, teams, the heavy-plank’d wharves—the huge crossing at the ferries,
The village on the highland, seen from afar at sunset—the river between,
Shadows, aureola and mist, the light falling on roofs and gables of white or brown,
three miles off,
The schooner near by, sleepily dropping down the tide—the little boat slack-tow’d
astern,
The hurrying tumbling waves, quick-broken crests, slapping,
The strata of color’d clouds, the long bar of maroon-tint, away solitary by itself—
the spread of purity it lies motionless in,
The horizon’s edge, the flying sea-crow, the fragrance of salt marsh and shore
mud;
These became part of that child who went forth every day, and who now goes, and
will always go forth every day
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 ﻫﺎﻟﻪﻫﺎ ُﻭ ﺍﻧﺒﻮﻩ ﻣِﻪ/ ﺳﺎﻳﻪﻫﺎ
ِ ﺷﺎﺧﻪﻯ ﻧﻮﺭﻯ ﻛﻪ ﻣﻰﺗﺎﺑﺪ ﺑﺮ ﺑﺎﻡﻫﺎ ُﻭ ﺷﻴﺮﻭﺍﻧﻰﻫﺎﻯ ﺳﻔﻴﺪ ُﻭ ﻗﻬﻮﻩﺍﻯ
ﺭﻧﮓ ﻛﻴﻠﻮﻣﺘﺮﻫﺎ ﺩﻭﺭﺗﺮ
ِ
ﻛﺸﺘﻰِ ﺑﺎﺩﺑﺎﻧﻰِ ﻧﺰﺩﻳﻜﻰ ﻛﻪ ﺧﻮﺍﺏﺁﻟﻮﺩﻩ ﺑﺎ
ﻓﺮﻭﻛﺶ ﺁﺏ ﻓﺮﻭ ﻣﻰﻟﻐﺰﺩ
ِ
ﺯﻭﺭﻕ ﺧﺮﺩﻯ ﻛﻪ ﻛﺸﻴﺪﻩ ﻣﻰﺷﻮﺩ ﺑﻪ ﺩﻧﺒﺎﻟﺶ
 ﻛﻮﺑﻨﺪﻩ/  ﺯﻭﺩﺷﻜﻦ/  ﻛﻒ ﺑﻪ ﺩﻫﺎﻥ/ ﻣﻮﺝﻫﺎﻯ ﺷﺘﺎﺑﻨﺪﻩﻯ ﭘﻴﭽﻨﺪﻩ
ِ
 ﺩﺭﺧﻮﺩ ُﻭ ﺩﻭﺭ ﺍﺯ ﺩﺳﺖ/ ﺭﻧﮕﺎﺭﻧﮓ ﺍﺑﺮ؛ ﻣﻴﻠﻪﺍﻯ ﺩﺭﺍﺯ ُﻭ ﺣﻨﺎﻳﻰ ﺭﻧﮓ
ﺭﺷﺘﻪﻯ
َﻭ ﮔﺴﺘﺮﻩﺍﻯ ﺳﺮﺷﺘﻪ ﺍﺯ ﺻﻔﺎ ﻛﻪ ﺩﺭ ﺑﺮﺵ ﮔﺮﻓﺘﻪ
ِ
ﺧﻮﺵ ﺷﻮﺭﺍﺏ ُﻭ ﮔﻞ ُﻭ ﻻﻯ
 ﺑﻮﻯ/  ﺑﺎﻝﮔﺸﺎﻳﻰِ ﭘﺮﻧﺪﻩﻯ ﺩﺭﻳﺎ/ ﻛﺮﺍﻧﻪﻫﺎﻯ ﺍﻓﻖ
ﺍﻳﻦﻫﺎ ﻫﻤﻪ ﭘﺎﺭﻩﺍﻯ ﺍﺯ ﻭﺟﻮﺩ ﻛﻮﺩﻛﻰ ﺷﺪﻧﺪ
ﻛﻪ ﭘﻴﺶ ﻣﻰﺭﻓﺖ ُﻭ
ﭘﻴﺶ ﻣﻰﺭﻭﺩ ﻫﻨﻮﺯ ُﻭ
ﻫﻤﺎﺭﻩ ﺧﻮﺍﻫﺪ ﺭﻓﺖ

There was a Child went Forth
THERE was a child went forth every day;
And the first object he look’d upon, that object he became;
And that object became part of him for the day, or a certain part of the day, or for many
years, or stretching cycles of years.
The early lilacs became part of this child,
And grass, and white and red morning-glories, and white and red clover, and the song of
the phoebe-bird,
And the Third-month lambs, and the sow’s pink-faint litter, and the mare’s foal, and the
cow’s calf,
And the noisy brood of the barn-yard, or by the mire of the pond-side,
And the fish suspending themselves so curiously below there—and the beautiful curious
liquid,
And the water-plants with their graceful flat heads—all became part of him.
The field-sprouts of Fourth-month and Fifth-month became part of him;
Winter-grain sprouts, and those of the light-yellow corn, and the esculent roots of the
garden,
And the apple-trees cover’d with blossoms, and the fruit afterward, and wood-berries,
and the commonest weeds by the road;
And the old drunkard staggering home from the out-house of the tavern, whence he had
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ِ
ﺩﺧﺘﺮﻙ ﺳﻴﺎﻩ ِ ﺑﺮﻫﻨﻪﭘﺎ
َﻭ ﭘﺴﺮ-
ِ
ﺭﻭﺳﺘﺎﻯ ﻫﺮﻛﺠﺎ ﻛﻪ ﻣﻰﺭﻓﺖ ﺁﻥﺟﺎ
َﻭ ﺗﻤﺎﻡِ ﺩﮔﺮﮔﻮﻧﮕﻰﻫﺎﻯ ﺷﻬﺮ ُﻭ

ﭘﺪﺭ ﻣﺎﺩﺭِ ﺧﻮﺩﺵ
ﭼﻪ ﺍﻭ ﻛﻪ ﺗﺨﻤﺶ ﺭﺍ ﻛﺎﺷﺖ
ﭼﻪ ﺍﻭ ﻛﻪ ﭘﺮﻭﺭﻳﺪﺵ ﺩﺭ ﺯﻫﺪﺍ ِﻥ ﺧﻮﺩ ُﻭ ﺯﺍﻳﻴﺪﺵ
ﺍﻟﺒﺘﻪ ﻛﻪ ﺑﻴﺶ ﺍﺯ ﺍﻳﻦ ﻫﻢ ﺍﺯ ﻫﺴﺘﻰ ﺧﻮﺩ ﺧﻮﺍﻫﻨﺪﺵ ﺩﺍﺩ
ﭼﺸﻢ ﻛﻪ ﺭﻭﻯ ﺩﻧﻴﺎ ﮔﺸﻮﺩ
ﺭﻭﺯﻯ ﻧﺒﻮﺩ ﻛﻪ ﺗﻜﻪﺍﻯ ﻧﻜﻨﺪﻩ ﺍﺯ ﺧﻮﺩﺷﺎﻥ ُﻭ ﻧﺪﺍﺩﻩ ﺑﺎﺷﻨﺪ ﺑﻪ ﻛﻮﺩﻙﺷﺎﻥ
َﻭ ﺍﻳﻦﻫﺎ ﻫﻤﻪ ﺟﺰﻳﻰ ﺍﺯ ﺍﻭ ﺷﺪﻧﺪ
ﻣﺎﺩﺭ ﻛﻪ ﺑﺸﻘﺎﺏﻫﺎ ﺭﺍ ﻧﺮﻡ ﻣﻰﮔﺬﺍﺷﺖ ﺭﻭﻯ ﻣﻴ ِﺰ ﺷﺎﻡ
ﻣﺎﺩﺭﻯ ﻛﻪ ﻛﻼﻣﺶ ﻧﺮﻡ ﺑﻮﺩ ُﻭ ﺩﻟﭙﺬﻳﺮ
َﻭ ﺭﻭﭘﻮﺵ ُﻭ ﺳﺮﺑﻨﺪﺵ ﭘﺎﻙ ُﻭ ﻧﻈﻴﻒ
َﻭ ﻫﻢﭼﻨﺎﻥ ﻛﻪ ﺍﺯ ﻛﻨﺎﺭ ﺍﻭ ﻣﻰﮔﺬﺷﺖ ﺑﻮﻯ ﺧﻮﺷﻰ ﺍﺯ ﺗﻦ ُﻭ ﺗﻦﭘﻮﺷﺶ ﺑﺮﻣﻰﺧﺎﺳﺖ
ﭘﺪﺭﻯ ﻛﻪ ﭘﺮﺗﻮﺍﻥ  /ﻣﺘﻜﻰ ﺑﻪ ﺧﻮﺩ  /ﻣﺮﺩﻭﺍﺭ  /ﺗﻨﮓﭼﺸﻢ ُﻭ ﺗﻨﺪﺧﻮ ُﻭ ﺑﻰﺍﻧﺼﺎﻑ ﺑﻮﺩ
ﺿﺮﺑﻪﻫﺎ  /ﻭﺍژﻩﻫﺎﻯ ﺗﻨﺪ ُﻭ ﺑﺮﺍ  /ﭼﻚ ُﻭ ﭼﺎﻧﻪﺯﻧﻰﻫﺎﻯ ﻟﺠﻮﺟﺎﻧﻪ ُﻭ ﺩﻭﺯ ُﻭ ﻛﻠﻚﻫﺎﻯ ﻣﺎﻫﺮﺍﻧﻪ
ﮔﭗ ُﻭ ﮔﻔﺖﻫﺎﻯ ﺧﺎﻧﮕﻰ  /ﺯﺑﺎﻥ ُﻭ ﻫﻤﺰﺑﺎﻧﻰ  /ﺍﺛﺎﺙ ﻣﻨﺰﻝ  /ﺩ ِﻝ ﺑﻰﻗﺮﺍﺭ ُﻭ ﺩﺭﺩﻣﻨﺪ
ﻣﻬﺮ ُﻭ ﻣﺤﺒﺘﻰ ﻛﻪ ﺍﻧﻜﺎﺭ ﻧﻤﻰﺗﻮﺍﻧﺪ ﺷﺪ
ِ
ﺍﺣﺴﺎﺱ ﺁﻥﭼﻪ ﻭﺍﻗﻌﻰﺳﺖ
َﻭ ﻓﻜ ِﺮ ﺍﻳﻦﻛﻪ ﻣﺒﺎﺩﺍ ﻏﻴﺮﻭﺍﻗﻌﻰ ﺍﺯ ﺁﺏ ﺩﺭﺁﻳﺪ
ﺷﻚﻫﺎ ُﻭ ﺗﺮﺩﻳﺪﻫﺎﻯ ﺭﻭﺯﺍﻧﻪ  /ﺗﺮﺩﻳﺪﻫﺎ ُﻭ ﺷﻚﻫﺎﻯ ﺷﺒﺎﻧﻪ
»ﺍﮔﺮ«ﻫﺎ ُﻭ »ﭼﻪﻃﻮﺭ«ﻫﺎﻯ ﺷﮕﻔﺖﺁﻭﺭ
ﺍﻳﻦﻛﻪ ﻫﺮﭼﻴﺰﻯ ﺁﻳﺎ ﻫﻤﺎﻥ ﺍﺳﺖ ﻛﻪ ﻣﻰﻧﻤﺎﻳﺪ
ﻳﺎ ﻛﻪ ﭼﻴﺰﻯ ﻧﻴﺴﺖ ﺟﺰ ﻏﺒﺎﺭ ُﻭ ﺟﺮﻗﻪﺍﻯ ﺗﻨﺪﮔﺬﺭ؟
ﺍﻧﺒﻮﻫﻰﻯ ﻣﺮﺩﺍﻥ ُﻭ ﺯﻧﺎﻧﻰ ﻛﻪ ﺷﺘﺎﺑﺎ ِﻥ ﻛﻮﭼﻪ ُﻭ ﺧﻴﺎﺑﺎﻧﻨﺪ
ﺍﮔﺮ ﻛﻪ ﺟﺮﻗﻪﻯ ﺗﻨﺪﮔﺬﺭ ُﻭ ﻏﺒﺎﺭِ ﻧﺎﭼﻴﺰ ﻧﻴﺴﺘﻨﺪ ﭼﻴﺴﺘﻨﺪ ﭘﺲ؟
ِ
ﭘﺸﺖ ﺷﻴﺸﻪﻯ ﻣﻐﺎﺯﻩﻫﺎ
ﺧﻮﺩِ ﺧﻴﺎﺑﺎﻥﻫﺎ ُﻭ ﻧﻤﺎﻯ ﻋﻤﺎﺭﺕﻫﺎ ُﻭ ﭼﻴﺰﻫﺎﻯ
ﻭﺳﺎﻳﻞ ﻧﻘﻠﻴﻪ  /ﺍﺳﺐﻫﺎﻯ ﺍﺭﺍﺑﻪ  /ﺑﺎﺭﺍﻧﺪﺍﺯِ ﭘٌ ِﺮ ﻛﺎﻻ
ﺁﺩﻡﻫﺎﻳﻰ ﻛﻪ ﺩﺳﺘﻪﺩﺳﺘﻪ ﺍﺯ ﺭﻭﺩ ﺑﺎ ﻛﺸﺘﻰﻫﺎ ﻣﻰﮔﺬﺭﻧﺪ
ﺩﻫﻜﺪﻩﺍﻯ ﻛﻪ ﺑﺮ ﺑﻠﻨﺪﻯﻫﺎ ﺩﻳﺪﻩ ﻣﻰﺷﻮﺩ ﺍﺯ ﺩﻭﺭ ﻫﻨﮕﺎﻡ ﻏﺮﻭﺏ
َﻭ ﺭﻭﺩﺧﺎﻧﻪﻯ ﺩﺭ ﻣﻴﺎﻥ
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ﻛﻮﺩﻛﻰ ﺑﻮﺩ ﻛﻪ ﭘﻴﺶ ﻣﻰﺭﻓﺖ
ﻛﻮﺩﻛﻰ ﺑﻮﺩ ﻛﻪ ﭘﻴﺶ ﻣﻰ ﺭﻓﺖ ُﻭ ﻣﻰﭘﻮﻳﻴﺪ
َﻭ ﺑﻪ ﺷﻜﻞ ﻫﻤﺎﻥ ﭼﻴﺰﻯ ﺩﺭ ﻣﻰﺁﻣﺪ ﻛﻪ ﻧﺨﺴﺘﻴﻦ ﺑﺎﺭ ﻣﻰﺩﻳﺪﺵ
َﻭ ﺁﻥ ﭼﻴﺰ ﺩﺭ ﻃﻮﻝ ﻫﻤﺎﻥ ﺭﻭﺯ
ﻳﺎ ﻛﻪ ﺑﻪ ﭘﺎﺳﻰ ﺍﺯ ﺁﻥ ﺭﻭﺯ
ِ
ﮔﺮﺩﺵ ﻣﺪﺍﻡِ ﺳﺎﻝﻫﺎ
ﻳﺎ ﻛﻪ ﺑﻪ ﺳﺎﻝﻫﺎ ُﻭ ﺩﺭ
ﭘﺎﺭﻩﺍﻯ ﺍﺯ ﻭﺟﻮﺩ ﻛﻮﺩﻙ ﻣﻰﺷﺪ

ﻳﺎﺱﻫﺎﻯ ﻧﻮﺩﻣﻴﺪﻩ ﭘﺎﺭﻩﺍﻯ ﺍﺯ ﻭﺟﻮﺩ ﺍﻳﻦ ﻛﻮﺩﻙ ﺷﺪ
َﻭ ﻋﻠﻒﻫﺎ ُﻭ ﮔﻞﻫﺎﻯ ﺳﺮﺥﻭﺳﻔﻴﺪ  /ﺷﺒﺪﺭﻫﺎ  /ﺁﻭﺍﻯ ﺷﺎﻧﻪﺑﻪﺳﺮ
َﻭ ّﺑﺮﻩﻫﺎﻯ ﺳﻪ ﻣﺎﻫﻪ ُﻭ ﺟﻮﺟﻪﻫﺎﻯ ﭘﺸﺖ ُﮔﻠﻰ ِ
ﺭﻧﮓ ﻣﺎﺩﻩ ﻗﻮ
َﻭ ﻛﺮﻩﻯ ﻣﺎﺩﻳﺎﻥ ُﻭ ﮔﻮﺳﺎﻟﻪﻯ ﻣﺎﺩﻩ ﮔﺎﻭ
َﻭ ﺟﻮﺟﻪﻫﺎﻯ ﺟﻴﻚﺟﻴﻜﻮﻯ ﺩﺭﻭﻥ ﻣﺮﻏﺪﺍﻧﻰ ﻳﺎ ﻛﻪ ﻛﻨﺎﺭ ﺁﺑﮕﻴﺮ
َﻭ ﻣﺎﻫﻰﻫﺎﻳﻰ ﻛﻪ ﺁﻥﭼﻨﺎﻥ ﺷﮕﻔﺖ ﻣﻌﻠﻖ ُﻭ ﺑﻰﺗﻜﺎﻥ ﻣﻰﻣﺎﻧﺪﻧﺪ ﺗﻮﻯ ﺁﺏ
ِ
ﺷﮕﻔﺖ ﺯﻳﺒﺎ
َﻭ ﺁﺏ ﺁﻥ ﻣﺎﻳﻪﻯ
َﻭ ﮔﻴﺎﻫﺎﻥ ﺁﺑﺰﻯ ﺑﺎ ﻛﻠﻪﻫﺎﻯ ﭘﻬﻦِ ﻟﻄﻴﻒ
ﻫﻤﻪ ﺟﺰﻳﻰ ﺍﺯ ﺍﻭ ﺷﺪﻧﺪ
ﺟﺰﻳﻰ ﺍﺯ ﺍﻭ ﺷﺪﻧﺪ ﭼﻬﺎﺭﻣﺎﻫﻪ – ﭘﻨﺞﻣﺎﻫﻪ ﻗﺪ ﻛﺸﻴﺪﻩﻫﺎﻯ ﺗﻮﻯ ﻣﺰﺭﻋﻪ
ﺟﻮ ﺩﺍﻧﻪﻫﺎﻯ ﺧﺰﺍﻧﻰ /ﺯﺭﺩِ ﺭﻭﺷﻦِ ﺟﻮﺍﻧﻪﻯ ﺫﺭﺕ
َﻭ ﺭﻳﺸﻪﻫﺎﻯ ﺧﻮﺭﺩﻧﻰ ﺑﺎﻍ
ِ
ﺳﻴﺐ ﺣﺎﻻ ﺷﻜﻮﻓﻪﭘﻮﺵ ﺑﻌﺪ ﺍﺯ ﺍﻳﻦ ﭘُ ِﺮ ﻣﻴﻮﻩ
َﻭ ﺩﺭﺧﺖﻫﺎﻯ
َﻭ ﺗﻮﺕﻫﺎﻯ ﺟﻨﮕﻠﻰِ ﻭﺣﺸﻰ
ِ
ﻋﻠﻒ ﻫﺮﺯِ ﻛﻨﺎﺭ ﺟﺎﺩﻩ
ﭘﻴﺶ ﭘﺎ ﺍﻓﺘﺎﺩﻩﺗﺮﻳﻦ
ِ
ﺧﻠﻮﺕ ﻣﻴﻜﺪﻩ ﺑﺮﻣﻰﺧﺎﺳﺖ ُﻭ ﺗﻠﻮﺗﻠﻮﺧﻮﺭﺍﻥ ﺑﻪ ﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﻣﻰﺭﻓﺖ
َﻭ ﭘﻴﺮ ﻣﻴﺨﻮﺍﺭﻩ ﻣﺮﺩﻯ ﻛﻪ ﺩﻳﺮ ﺍﺯ
َﻭ ﻣﻌﻠﻤﻪﺍﻯ ﻛﻪ ﺑﻪ ﺭﺍﻩ ِ ﻣﺪﺭﺳﻪ ﺍﺯ ﻛﻨﺎﺭ ﺍﻭ ﻣﻰﮔﺬﺷﺖ
َﻭ ﭘﺴﺮﺑﭽﻪﻫﺎﻯ ﺁﺭﺍﻡ ُﻭ ﺳﺮ ﺑﻪ ﺯﻳﺮ ُﻭ ﭘﺴﺮﺑﭽﻪﻫﺎﻯ ﺷﺮﻭﺭ ُﻭ ﺳﺮ ﺑﻪ ﻫﻮﺍﻳﻰ ﻛﻪ ﺍﺯ ﻛﻨﺎﺭ ﺍﻭ ﺭﺩ ﻣﻰﺷﺪﻧﺪ
ِ
ﺭﻭﻯ ﺗﺮ ُﻭ ﺗﻤﻴﺰ
َﻭ ﺩﺧﺘﺮﻛﺎ ِﻥ ﺗﺎﺯﻩ
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Unfolded Out of the Folds
UNFOLDED out of the folds of the woman, man comes unfolded,
and is always to come unfolded;
Unfolded only out of the superbest woman of the earth, is to come the
superbest man of the earth;
Unfolded out of the friendliest woman, is to come the friendliest
man;
Unfolded only out of the perfect body of a woman, can a man be
form’d of perfect body;
Unfolded only out of the inimitable poem of the woman, can come the
poems of man—(only thence have my poems come;)
Unfolded out of the strong and arrogant woman I love, only thence
can appear the strong and arrogant man I love;
Unfolded by brawny embraces from the well-muscled woman I love,
only thence come the brawny embraces of the man;
Unfolded out of the folds of the woman’s brain, come all the folds of
the man’s brain, duly obedient;
Unfolded out of the justice of the woman, all justice is unfolded;
Unfolded out of the sympathy of the woman is all sympathy:
A man is a great thing upon the earth, and through eternity—but every
jot of the greatness of man is unfolded out of woman,
First the man is shaped in the woman, he can then be shaped in himself
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ﻣﻬﺮﺩﺍﺩ ﻓﻼﺡ
ﺳﻪ ﺷﻌﺮ ﺍﺯ ﻭﺍﻟﺖ ﻭﻳﺘﻤﻦ ﺷﺎﻋﺮ

ﺷﻜﻔﺘﻪ ﺍﺯ ﺩﺭ ﺁﻏﻮﺵ ﻛﺸﻴﺪﻥﻫﺎﻯ ﺯﻥ
ﺷﻜﻔﺘﻪ ﺍﺯ ﺩﺭ ﺁﻏﻮﺵ ﻛﺸﻴﺪﻥﻫﺎﻯ ﺯﻥ
ﻣﺮﺩ ﺍﺯ ﺭﺍﻩ ﻣﻰﺭﺳﺪ ﺷﻜﻔﺘﻪ
ﻭ ﻫﻤﻴﺸﻪ ﻫﻤﻴﻦ ﻛﻪ ﻣﻰﺭﺳﺪ ﺍﺯ ﺭﺍﻩ ﺷﻜﻔﺘﻪ ﺍﺳﺖ
ﺷﻜﻔﺘﻪ ﺍﺯ ﺯﻧﺎﻧﻪﺗﺮﻳﻦ ﺯﻥ ﺯﻣﻴﻦ
ﻫﻤﻴﻦ ﻛﻪ ﻣﻰﺭﺳﺪ ﺍﺯ ﺭﺍﻩ ﻣﺮﺩﺍﻧﻪﺗﺮﻳﻦ ﻣﺮﺩ ﺯﻣﻴﻦ ﺍﺳﺖ
ﺷﻜﻔﺘﻪ ﺍﺯ ﮔﺮﻣﺎﻯ ﺭﻓﻴﻘﺎﻧﻪﺗﺮﻳﻦ ﺯﻥ
ﻫﻤﻴﻦﻛﻪ ﻣﻰﺭﺳﺪ ﺍﺯ ﺭﺍﻩ ﺭﻓﻴﻘﺎﻧﻪﺗﺮﻳﻦ ﻣﺮﺩ ﺍﺳﺖ
ﺷﻜﻔﺘﻪ ﺍﺯ ﺗﻦِ ﺑﻰﻫﻤﺘﺎﻯ ﺯﻥ ﺍﺳﺖ ﻓﻘﻂ
ﻛﻪ ﻣﺮﺩ ﻣﻰﺗﻮﺍﻧﺪ ﺗﻦِ ﺑﻰﻫﻤﺘﺎﻳﻰ ﺑﻪ ﺧﻮﺩ ﺑﮕﻴﺮﺩ
ﺷﻜﻔﺘﻪ ﺍﺯ ﺷﻌﺮ ﻣﺤﺸﺮ ﺯﻥ ﺍﺳﺖ ﻓﻘﻂ
ﻛﻪ ﺍﺯ ﺭﺍﻩ ﻣﻰﺭﺳﻨﺪ ﺷﻌﺮﻫﺎﻯ ﻣﺮﺩ
)ﺍﻳﻦ ﭼﻨﻴﻦ ﺍﺳﺖ ﻓﻘﻂ ﻛﻪ ﺷﻌﺮﻫﺎﻯ ﻣﻦ ﺍﺯ ﺭﺍﻩ ﻣﻰﺭﺳﻨﺪ(
ﺷﻜﻔﺘﻪ ﺍﺯ ﺯ ِﻥ ﻣﻐﺮﻭﺭ ﻭ ﻣﺼﻤﻢ ﺭﺍ ﺩﻭﺳﺖ ﻣﻰﺩﺍﺭﻡ
ﻓﻘﻂ ﺩﺭ ﺁﻥ ﺩﻡ ﺍﺳﺖ ﻛﻪ ﻓﺎﺵ ﻣﻰﺷﻮﺩ ﻣﻦ ﻣﺮﺩِ ﻣﺼﻤﻢ ُﻭ ﻣﻐﺮﻭﺭ ﺭﺍ ﺩﻭﺳﺖ ﻣﻰﺩﺍﺭﻡ
ﺷﻜﻔﺘﻪ ﺍﺯ ﺩﺭ ﺁﻏﻮﺵ ﻓﺸﺮﺩﻥﻫﺎﻯ ﭘﺮﺗﻮﺍ ِﻥ ﺯ ِﻥ ﺧﻮﺵﺑﺮ ﻭ ﺑﺎﺯﻭ ﺭﺍ ﺩﻭﺳﺖ ﻣﻰﺩﺍﺭﻡ
ﺍﻳﻦﭼﻨﻴﻦ ﺍﺳﺖ ﻓﻘﻂ ﻛﻪ ﺩﺭ ﺁﻏﻮﺵ ﻓﺸﺮﺩﻥﻫﺎﻯ ﭘﺮﺗﻮﺍ ِﻥ ﻣﺮﺩ ﺍﺯ ﺭﺍﻩ ﻣﻰﺭﺳﻨﺪ
ﺷﻜﻔﺘﻪ ﺍﺯ ﺩﺭ ﺁﻏﻮﺵ ﻛﺸﻴﺪﻥﻫﺎﻯ ﺫﻫﻦِ ﺯﻥ
ﻫﻤﻪﻯ ﺩﺭ ﺁﻏﻮﺵ ﻛﺸﻴﺪﻥﻫﺎﻯ ﺫﻫﻦِ ﻣﺮﺩ ﺍﺯ ﺭﺍﻩ ﻣﻰﺭﺳﻨﺪ ﺳﺮ ﺑﻪ ﺭﺍﻩ
ِ
ﻛﺮﺩﺍﺭﻯ ﺯﻥ ﺍﺳﺖ ﻛﻪ ﺗﻤﺎﻡ ﺭﺍﺳﺖ ﻛﺮﺩﺍﺭﻯﻫﺎ ﻣﻰﺷﻜﻔﻨﺪ
ﺷﻜﻔﺘﻪ ﺍﺯ ﺭﺍﺳﺖ
ِ
ﺷﻔﻘﺖ ﺯﻥ ﺍﺳﺖ ﺗﻤﺎﻡ ﺷﻔﻘﺖﻫﺎ
ﺷﻜﻔﺘﻪ ﺍﺯ
ِ
ﺗﻤﺎﻣﺖ ﺍﺑﺪﻳﺖ
ﻋﻈﻴﻢﺗﺮﻳﻦ ﭼﻴﺰ ﺭﻭﻯ ﺯﻣﻴﻦ ﻣﺮﺩ ﺍﺳﺖ /
ﺫﺭﻩﺫﺭﻩ ﺍﺯ ﺍﻳﻦ ﻋﻈﻤﺖ ﺍﻣﺎ ﺷﻜﻔﺘﻪ ﺍﺯ ﺯﻥ ﺍﺳﺖ
ﺩﺭ ﺯﻥ ﺍﺳﺖ ﻛﻪ ﻣﺮﺩ ﻫﺴﺖ ﻣﻰﺷﻮﺩ ﻧﺨﺴﺖ
ﻭ ﻣﺮﺩ ﻣﻰﺷﻮﺩ ﺳﭙﺲ
NEVESHTA 122
3

English
Mehrdad Fallah
Walt Whitman

123

