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The Beginning
Ahmad Shamlou

Out of nowhere

in an unknown land
as time was ripening —

this is how I was born

in a thicket of sticks and stones
and my heart

began to beat

in the void.

I left the cradle of repetitions
in a birdless land without spring.

My first journey was a return

from the dispiriting sights of sand and spikes,
not having traveled far with my first, untaught,
newborn steps.

My first journey
was a return.

The far distance
offered no hope.
Faltering
on brand-new legs
I stood facing the dazzling horizon.
I discovered that there was no promise
for a mirage stood in the way.

The far distance offered no hope.
I learned that there was no promise:
This endlessness
was a prison so colossal
that the spirit
hid
behind tears
ashamed of ineptitude.

from Aida in the Mirror, poem March 1961
Translated from the Persian by Niloufar Talebi
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