Kl’nuspau & Sl\irin—Danel |

S J Dl 4 Tlle I(inq ljecome ”19 sun—llis |19an aHaze
o A d3 i )58 020 Wl'len on I‘Iel” I)eaufq lle at fipsf c]lc] gaze

o Gk e ) ailid Fom Ionqinq eyes soft tears of rain did flow

R o oA i dlaas While in the sappllir’e s|<q the moon did qlow
slis i )l e gew This jasmine did not know he was nearby
o)y G i 359 Ay Jis 4S Locks of hqacinfl’i hid her narcissae
O:‘g“i“ BUBIIUESY 2l ol = Buf wllen I(Pom scenfecl cloucls Hle Moon l)r’ol«e I(Pee
G pdin adl jaoliialias Sweet Shirin's eyes beheld his majesty:
G Gy nan ol She saw a Huma on a pcw’[r’idqe qlide
S 4 (Sad YL 4 A cypress as an arrow laq its side
Glasia pglatinayi ) She was shy, and like water of the spring
Glige anda j3 ea 2) A aa In moonlith' s shimmer’, both were fremlylinq.
2 dada )l axie jla o) O She saw no way her modesfq to shield
S yan s sa ) w48 Her hair fell so the Moon not be revealed
Do dlcad sla yr aild8) Hue Her musk she scattered on that Moon’s fair qullf

BEBIBLE T FTPR RGPt QR Bq claq she veiled the sun, outshone the niqll’r
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Nizami Ganjavi (1141-1209)

Khusrau & Shipin—Danel 2

Tormen’[ec] Iaq Iove, he weildecl |1is axe

So that under its wound, stone turned to wax.
He sculpted the mountain with willow s grace,
And carved a channel theough its granite base.
With every blow that he struck on the stone,
He deserved twice its weight in jewels alone.
After one month of his hewing the rock,

A steeam, like the sea, he did then unlock.
From sheep meadow down to the palace gate,
All the stones were arranged in tight estate.
At the end, there was a pool to entice,

It was kissed by the pond of Paradise.

He fitted the stones so closely there,

Between the gaps one could fit not a haie.

In that pool he created from the land,

Water flowed through as if from his hand.

A difficult task may tempt men to quit,

If there are no tools to accomplish it.

But mountains of steel cannot long resist,

The quest of men with a will to persist.

W hat else but their works can men leave behind,
Only their death, with nothing left to find?
Then news to Shirin of Farhad was brought:

He had in one month a pond and stream wrought.
A sheep at dusk on the shore do alight,

The lioness steps to the water at night:

That heavenly figure quiet came to the fold,

To see the new pond of which she was told.
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Nizami Ganjavi (1141-1209)

Khuspau & Shirin—Danel 3/]

Our heavy-hearted King—felt lifeless,

And with infirmity— also toothless.

This king was now so infoxicated ,

That in the sky s eye, he seemed but a thread.
Yet this state did to him clarity bring,

Sweeter than the teill of a quail in Spring.

He relaxed the frown from across his brow,
And turned his heart to tender lettuce now

If a prey is caught and not be unlocked,

A hundred wolves can t match the cunning fox.
He saw a crow tuen into a phoenix,

Become a draqon, cradled l)q a fish.
Wl\oi |<in(J 0{ (Jr’aqon sorcery is ihis ?

Is fl’nis a c]r’eam or Hle maclness 0{ ch’inl< ?
The sweelness of its sful)l)or’n airs sur’pr’ised,

Sweef inc]eecl, its sour countenance cI'lasiisec]

Robbed of reason by his drinking yet more,
He thought this must be his mother-in-law.
In his deunkenness, his hand he outlashed,
And thus his goblet and bottle were smashed.
With effort he raised his voice to ask for,

A remedy for his mother-in-law

Lest her mother s call should Shirin surprise,
He judged it wise to attend to her cries

Tl]en sl]e emerqecl {Pom I)el]incl seven veils,

HeP {ace minqlinq Hle l)eauh; of JrI'lem a".
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Nizami Ganjavi (1141-1209)

Klluspclu & Sl}ipin—Danel 3/2

If this is sugar, what kind can it be?

Tabarzad would be a servant to she

Is she a cypress, with nectar to milk ?

Or is she is a fish, dressed in finest silk ?

Is she moonlight or, does she sunlight bring ?

Is she a flower from a hundred springs ?

A phantom has come for to be adored,

Paradise is where her beauty is scored.

A heavenly drink the essence of life,

This name of desire is written on ice.

O dazzling beauty, beloved you are !

Your granaries hold flowers and sugar.

Your fresh spring-like air of blossom on tree,
Fortunate are those who can with you be.

Jupiter himself would blush at her sight
And—like a bird startled by waves—take flight.
Her breasts, shaped like M, are as clasped stones,
No hand dares trace the letter she has shown.

Her breeze it was worth the same as a soul,
The scale of her curls in measure to all.

The mole on her cheek, puts evil awry,

Her radiant beauty dazzled the eye.

Her fragrant breasts, so prominent and firm,
Were too fine, yet great, for scale to affirm
Her lips and her teeth—their nectar to sip,
Her lips saw no teeth, and teeth saw no lip.
Her face—like a breeze from gardens of rest,

Hep mouih—lil«e H]e fip o{ a sumpfous Iareasf.
Her’ (J(JPI< l\air—a Ijelf drawn aPoumJ Hle Moon,
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Nizami Ganjavi (1141-1209)

Kl’nuspau & Shirin—Danel 3f3

A radiant |amp midst smoke of the rue.
Her clmr’m coulc] win Hle I'lear’i o{ TurLisfan,
Her Liss secure Hwe wealflw o]( Klwuzesion.

An aura O{ {Pesl'l HOWQPS Sl’le CJOQS pPESGI’Ii,

WI]OSQ IDC]SI]{UI C]"UI"Q qives POSEWG*QF SCGI’IL

W hite and soft all around, like ermine fur,

And like its long tail, as tall and slender.

Her body—a lion with sugar enstored,

With treacle expressed from where milk is poured.
Her moist body drips with love's morning dew

TI]Q PlC]lJ O{ I]er’ CUPIS C]OQS maclness iml)ue.

The arch of her brow beckons the bolder,

Her neck stretched from her chin to her shoulder.
With just a coy glance, she reins in each heart,
Intoxicating all who behold her.

Like wine, which sweeps away all memory,

Ancl Pelieves ](r’om pain |i|<e a Pemec]q.

Which ](Iower’ and WhiCI’I suqap? Whai sweetness?
Onlq she remains | God is the greatest !
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K|1usr>c1u & Sl]ipin—Danel 4

Dlan cuil e 45 5 48 a At dawn he woke as on any other morn,
Jan sle A pada ilid His eyes fell upon a palm with no thorn.
G g oaluia cwsye  DBeside him his bride, with his soul was bound,
G g (b Ja e)g s Her warmth and scent were like freshlq baked bread.
G4 &5 s What he could not have was now at last his,
B PG TRTRP WRTR LV W His sadness ended l}q her sweetest kiss.
Ja oele ey pealgs He pIacecI a qol;lef of wine on her |ip,

KA LS asss A sheaf of flowers blossomed with her sip
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Kl]usm]u & Shipin—Danel H

GAn b Heom gl S él.k O Fortune did prevoil l)q this clesfinq,

e Q}gbj));\g 0 Gy Sda The l<inq sat on l]is ﬂwone of vicfor’q
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