On Cold Winter Nights

Nima Yooshij

On cold winter nights

Not even the furnace of the sun burns like this torrid lamp of mine
And no lamp illuminates like my luminous lamp

Not even the frozen moon that lustres from above.

| lit my lamp for my neighbour’s coming and going on a dark night
And ‘twas a cold winter night

The wind slithering through the evergreens

Around the silent hovels

He evanesced, he separated from me on this narrow road

And | still remember

These words upon my lips:

“"Who will light the light, who will bear the pain?

Who will keep this tale in their heart?”

On cold winter nights

Not even the furnace of the sun burns like this torrid lamp of mine

Winter of 1950

Translated by: A. Behrang
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