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H. E. SAYEH

Life

translated by Chad Sweeney and Mojdeh Marashi

What do you think,

That life is a sail planted in mud?
Has the color of fate drained
From this ruin?

Life halted on a dead road?

A flood of accident

Opened its mouth like a dragon,
Cleaving the sky loose at the horizon.
Baskets and baskets of stars fell

And the sun drowned in purple valleys.

The weather is bad.

Which wind carries your thoughts?

Which cloud anchors your chest

That after a thousand years of torrential rain
Your heart does not come free?

Through millennia you rose

Up this throat, this blood tunnel,

An unbroken trail of footprints

Through this cave of devils where your steps
Echo discovery on all sides.

Between mountain and valley a borderless pasture

Where fame and disgrace sign in blood your faithful letter.
And your inspired chisel resonates in the ear

Of Bistoon Castle.

Crazyhorse
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Many lashes tested your body’s will to love,
And hanging ropes stretched your neck proud.
How glorious the spine of love

That stood tall against every abuse.

Look
To that high place:
Dawn—that blooming plain, that eruption of light
Draws hope toward it
Thart fire the human soul stretches toward.

For the scent of one breath in that transparency of breathing:

It would be worth it to fall
A thousand times from the hill-road and turn
Again toward that height.

What do you think,

The world is like a broken mirror

Where even the cypress looks crooked to you?
The way this mountain watches the valley
Like a hunter in tumultuous dusk—

To you the road is an avalanche.

Time stretches without coastlines—
The steps of our lives can’t measure it.
This shelter from pain is only a moment.

As the river
Strikes the rock slope of the canyon,
Stay steady.
The dead man has no hope for a miracle—
Stay alive.
Tebran, winter 1370 (1992)
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