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ن آﺎﻟﻠﺤﻦ اﻟﺠﻤﻴ ْﻞ
َ  ﻗﺪ آﺎ،ﻳﺎ أﻳﻬﺎ اﻟﻄﻔ ُﻞ اﻟﺬي
ﻖ ﻓﻲ ﻏﻴﺎﺑﺎت اﻷﺻﻴ ْﻞ
ُ واﻟﻮرد ِة اﻟﺒﻴﻀﺎ ِء ﺗﻌﺒ
 ﻗﺪ آﺎن ﻓﻲ هﺬا اﻟﻮﺟﻮ ْد،ﻳﺎ أﻳﻬﺎ اﻟﻄﻔ ُﻞ اﻟﺬي
ﻓﺮِﺣ ًﺎ ﻳﻨﺎﺟﻲ ﻓﺘﻨﺔ َ اﻟﺪﻧﻴﺎ ﺑﻤﻌﺴﻮ ِل اﻟﻨﺸﻴ ْﺪ
O dear child, whose life was a charming melody,
A pure white rose, wafting its fragrance at colorful sunsets!
O dear child, who so happily lived in this world;
Celebrating life’s beauty with your sweet songs.
ن
ْ ﻚ أﺣﻼ ُم اﻟﻤﻨﻮ
َ ﺖ ﺟَﻔﻨﻴ
ْ ﺖ ذا ﻗﺪ أﻃﺒﻘ
َ هﺎ أﻧ
ﻦ
ْ ﻚ اﻷﻣﻴ
َ  ﺣﻮ َل ﻣﻀﺠﻌ،ت زﻣ ُﺮ اﻟﻤﻼﺋِﻚ
ْ وﺗﻄﺎﻳﺮ
ﺐ
ْ ﺲ اﻟﻨﻮ ِر اﻟﺤﺒﻴ
ُ  ﻋﺮاﺋ،ِﻚ ﻟﻠﺴﻤﺎء
َﺣ
ِ ﺖ ﺑﺮو
ْ وﻣﻀ
ﺐ
ْ  ﻣﻦ اﻟﺰهﺮ اﻟﻐﺮﻳ،ً ﻦ ﺗﻴﺠﺎﻧ ًﺎ ﻣﺬهّﺒﺔ
َ ﻳﺤﻤﻠ
The dreams of death have now tenderly closed your eyelids,
A Host of angels gathered ‘round your quiet deathbed;
Nymphs of glorious light carried your soul into heaven,
With golden crowns, of rare flowers fashioned.
ﻚ ﺳﻜﻴﻨﺔ اﻷﺑ ِﺪ اﻟﻜﺒﻴ ْﺮ
َ ﺖ ذا ﻗﺪ ﺟﻠﻠﺘ
َ هﺎ أﻧ
ﻚ اﻟﻘﺒ ُﺮ اﻟﺼﻐﻴ ْﺮ
َ  وﺿ ّﻤ،ُﻚ اﻟﻘﻠﻮب
َ ﻚ هﺎﺗﻴ
َ وﺑﻜﺘ
ُ ق اﻟﻨﺎ
َ وﺗﻔ ّﺮ
ك
ْ س اﻟﺬﻳﻦ إﻟﻰ اﻟﻤﻘﺎﺑ ِﺮ ﺷﻴّﻌﻮ
ك
ْ ن ﻟﻢ ﻳﻌﺮﻓﻮ
ْ  ﺣﺘﻰ آﺄ،ُك ﻣﻦ دﻧﻴﺎهﻢ
َ وﻧﺴﻮ
The mysterious stillness of vast eternity surrounded you,
Hearts wept your departure; the little tomb embraced your body.
People who ushered you to the cemetery soon dispersed,
Later to forget you entirely,
As if never knew you before.
ت
ْ ب هﺬي اﻟﻜﺎﺋﻨﺎ
ُ ﻚ اﻟﺤﻴﺎة ُ وﺣﺮ
َ ﺷﻐﻠﺘﻬ ُﻢ ﻋﻨ
ﺖ ﻗﺒﻴ َﻞ ﻣﻌﺮﻓ ِﺔ اﻟﺤﻴﺎ ْة
َ إن اﻟﺤﻴﺎ َة وﻗﺪ ﻗﻀﻴ
 وﻧﺸﻴ ُﺪ ﻟﺠّﺘ ِﻪ ﺷَﻜﺎ ْة،ﺑﺤ ٌﺮ ﻗﺮارﺗ ُﻪ اﻟﺮدى
 داﻣﻴ ًﺔ ﻋُﺮا ْة، ﺗﺌﻦﱡ،ُوﻋﻠﻰ ﺷﻮاﻃﺌ ِﻪ اﻟﻘﻠﻮب
ﻒ ﻓﻲ اﻟﻌﺸ ّﻴ ِﺔ واﻟﻐﺪا ْة
ُ ﺶ ﺑﻪ اﻟﻌﻮاﺻ
ُ ﺑﺤ ٌﺮ ﺗﺠﻴ
ن وﻻ إﻳﺎ ْة
َ  ﻓﻼ ﺳﻜﻮ،ِﺐ اﻟﻈﻼم
ُ ﺤ
ُﺳ
ُ وﺗـُﻈﻠ ُﻪ
They forgot you, distracted by life and the struggle for existence,
You have exited this world ere knowing what life is about.

It is a Mighty Ocean: its abysmal depth, death,
The song of its billows, suffering.
By its shores, bleeding and naked hearts wail.
It is a ocean where storms ever rage, evening and morn,
An ocean shrouded by dark clouds; bereft of peace and light.
ج اﻟﺒﺤﻴﺮ ِة واﻟﻨﺠﻮ ُم اﻟﻼﻣﻌ ْﻪ
ُ ﻚ أﻣﻮا
َ ﻧﺴﻴَﺘ
ج اﻟﺸﺎﺳﻌ ْﻪ
ُ ﻚ اﻟﻤﺮو
َ  وهﺎﺗﻴ،واﻟﺒﻠﺒ ُﻞ اﻟﺸﺎدي
 ﺑﺮﻗﺼﻬﺎ وﺧﺮﻳﺮهﺎ،وﺟﺪاو ُل اﻟﻮادي اﻟﻨﻀﻴﺮ
 ﺑﻌﺸﺒﻬﺎ وزهﻮرهﺎ،ِﻚ اﻟﺠﺒ ِﻞ اﻟﺼﻐﻴﺮ
ُ وﻣﺴﺎﻟ
Waves of the lake and the glittering stars have forgotten you,
So did the singing nightingale and the stretching meadows.
Murmuring brooks, dancing in the lush valley, no longer
remembered you,
The flowery, hilly green paths, failed to recall you to memory.
ن
ْ ى ﻳﺘﺴﺎؤﻟﻮ
ً  ﻟﺒﺜﻮا ﻣﺪ،ْق ﻓﺈﻧﻬﻢ
ُ ﺣﺘﻰ اﻟﺮﻓﺎ
!ﻦ اﺧﺘﻔﻰ هﺬا اﻷﻣﻴﻦْ؟
َ  أﻳ،ٍﻓﻲ ﺣﻴﺮ ٍة ﻣﺸﺒﻮﺑﺔ
 ﻓﻲ اﻟﻠﻴﺎﻟﻲ اﻟﺪاﺟﻴ ْﻪ،َﻟﻜﻨﻬ ْﻢ ﻋﻠِﻤﻮا ﺑﺄﻧﻚ
 إﻟﻰ اﻟﺠﺒﺎل اﻟﻨﺎﺋﻴ ْﻪ،ِن اﻟﻈﻼم
ُ ﻚ ﻏﻴﻼ
َ ﺣﻤﻠﺘ
Your playmates wondered what happened to you;
Eagerly asked: Where might our faithful friend be now?
Yet, they realized that on a lightless night,
The ghouls of darkness carried you far away, to the remote
mountains.
 واﻧﺼﺮﻓﻮا إﻟﻰ اﻟﻠﻬﻮ اﻟﺠﻤﻴ ْﻞ،ك ﻣﺜ َﻞ اﻟﻨﺎس
َ ﻓﻨﺴﻮ
 واﻟﺮواﺑﻲ واﻟﺴﻬﻮ ْل،ِﻦ اﻟﺨﻤﺎﺋ ِﻞ واﻟﺠﺪاول
َ ﺑﻴ
ك اﻟﻮﺳﻴ ْﻢ
َ ﻚ اﻟﻬﺎدي وﻣﻨﻈﺮ
َ وﻧﺴﻮا وداﻋ َﺔ وﺟﻬ
ﻚ اﻟﺤُﻠﻮ اﻟﺮﺧﻴ ْﻢ
َ ﻚ اﻟﺠﻤﻴ َﻞ ﺑﺼﻮﺗ
َ وﻧﺴﻮا ﺗﻐﻨﻴ
Soon, like others, they forgot you too,
Indulging themselves in sportive playfulness
‘Midst streams and meadows, hills and pastures.
They forgot the meekness of your innocent face,
Your serene countenance, your gentle mien.
Yea, they forgot the lovely songs
uttered by your soft and sweet voice.
ن ﻃﻴﻮر ُﻩ
َ  ﻳﻄﺎردو،وﻣﻀﻮا إﻟﻰ اﻟﻤﺮج اﻟﺒﻬﻴﺞ
ن زهﻮر ُﻩ
َ  وﻳﻌﺎﺑﺜﻮ،ُوﻳﺰﺣﺰﺣﻮن ﺻﺨﻮرﻩ
ﺐ اﻟﻨﻀﻴ ْﺮ
ِ ﺾ واﻟﺤﺼ
ِ ن ﻣﻦ اﻟﺮﻣﺎ ِل اﻟﺒﻴ
َ وﻳﺸﻴﺪو
ﺶ واﻟﺰهﻮ ْر
ُ ﻏﺮَﻓ ًﺎ وأآﻮاﺧ ًﺎ ﺗﻜﻠﻠﻬﺎ اﻟﺤﺸﺎﺋ
They sought the gladsome fields, chasing birds;
Moving rocks, plucking flowers;
Building rooms and huts of white sand and pebbles,
Patching them with green grasses, tender blossoms.
ﻚ واﻟﺤﺒﻮ ْر
ِ ﻦ اﻟﺘﻀﺎﺣ
َ  ﺑﻴ،وﻳﻨﻀّﺪون ﻣﻦ اﻟﺮﺑﻰ
 ﺗﺰري ﺑﺄورا ِد اﻟﻘﺼﻮ ْر،ٍت ور ٍد ﺁﺑﺪ
ِ ﻃﺎﻗﺎ
 ﻗﺮﺑﺎﻧ ًﺎ ﻵﻟﻬﺔ اﻟﺴﺮور،ِﻳﻠﻘﻮﻧﻬﺎ ﻓﻲ اﻟﻨﻬﺮ

ﻓﺘﺴﻴ ُﺮ ﻓﻲ اﻟﺘﻴﺎ ِر راﻗﺼﺔ ً ﻋﻠﻰ ﻧﻐﻢ اﻟﺨﺮﻳ ْﺮ
Between laughter and joyfulness,
They weave garlands of wild flowers,
Infinitely lovelier than roses grown in palace gardens.
They toss them in the river; a sacrifice to the goddess of gladness.
The current carries them along,
Dancing to the undertone of the rushing waters.
ﻚ ﻓﻲ اﻟﺤﻴﺎ ْة
َ ك وﻟﻢ ﻳﻌﻮدوا ﻳﺬآﺮوﻧ
َ آ ﱞﻞ ﻧﺴﻮ
ت
ْ ت ﺣﺘﻰ اﻟﺬآﺮﻳﺎ
ِ ﻦ ﻓﻲ ﻇﻼم اﻟﻤﻮ
ُ واﻟﺪه ُﺮ ﻳﺪﻓ
ك
ْ ﻖ ﻓﻲ اﻟﻮﺟﻮ ِد إﻟﻰ ﻟﻘﺎ
ُ إ ّﻻ ﻓﺆادًا ﻇ ﱠﻞ ﻳﺨﻔ
ك
ْ وﻳَﻮ ﱡد ﻟﻮ ﺑﺬ َل اﻟﺤﻴﺎ َة إﻟﻰ اﻟﻤﻨﻴ ِﺔ واﻓﺘﺪا
They all forgot you, never remembering you again;
Time buries, even memories, in the gloom of death.
Yes, all forgot, save one lonely heart;
That never ceased to throb in hopes of meeting you again.
A heart that so often wished to have sacrificed its own life,
As an offering to death, so that your life may be spared.
ك
ْ  وإن رأى ﺷﺒﺤ ًﺎ دﻋﺎ،َﻼ ﺑﻜﺎك
ً ﻓﺈذا رأى ﻃﻔ
ك
ْ ﻚ ﻓﻲ اﻟﻮﺟﻮ ِد وﻻ ﻳﺮى إﻻ ﺑﻬﺎ
َ ﻳﺼﻐﻲ ﻟﺼﻮﺗ
ﻚ اﻟﺠﻤﻴﻠ ِﺔ ﻓﻲ ﺧﺮﻳﺮ اﻟﺴﺎﻗﻴ ْﻪ
َ ﻳﺼﻐﻲ ﻟﻨﻐﻤﺘ
 ﻓﻲ ﻟﻐﻮ اﻟﻄﻴﻮر اﻟﺸﺎدﻳ ْﻪ،ِﻓﻲ رﻧ ِﺔ اﻟﻤﺰﻣﺎر
Weeping, when seeing a child,
Calling your name, when spotting a phantom.
Listening to your familiar voice in Nature’s many voices;
Never relishing a beauty, save your own charm.
It listens to your lovely tune in murmuring brooks,
In doleful strains of flutes
In the chirp and chatter of birds.
 ﻓﻲ هﺪﻳ ِﺮ اﻟﻌﺎﺻﻔ ْﻪ،ِﻓﻲ ﺿﺠ ِﺔ اﻟﺒﺤ ِﺮ اﻟﻤﺠﻠﺠﻞ
ت اﻟﺮﻋﻮ ِد اﻟﻘﺎﺻﻔ ْﻪ
ِ  ﻓﻲ ﺻﻮ،ِﻓﻲ ﻟﺠ ِﺔ اﻟﻐﺎﺑﺎت
 وﻓﻲ أﻧﺎﺷﻴ ِﺪ اﻟﺮﻋﺎ ْة،ِﻓﻲ ﻧﻐﻴ ِﺔ اﻟﺤﻤ ِﻞ اﻟﻮدﻳﻊ
ت
ْ ﺢ اﻟﻤﺠﻠ ِﻞ ﺑﺎﻟﻨﺒﺎ
ِ  واﻟﺴﻔ،ِج اﻟﺨﺼﺮ
ِ ﺑﻴﻦ اﻟﻤﺮو
In the sea’s mighty roar, the booming of storms,
In the heart of the forest, in resounding thunders
In the soft bleats of gentle lambs, in songs of the shepherds;
Among grassy meadows, amidst green, rolling hills.
ﻓﻲ ﺁه ِﺔ اﻟﺸﺎآﻲ وﺿﻮﺿﺎ ِء اﻟﺠﻤﻮع اﻟﺼﺎﺧﺒ ْﻪ
ح اﻟﻨﺎدﺑ ْﻪ
ُ ﻓﻲ ﺷﻬﻘ ِﺔ اﻟﺒﺎآﻲ ﻳﺆﺟﺠﻬﺎ ﻧﻮا
 ﻃﺮوﺑـِﻬﺎ وآﺌﻴﺒـِﻬﺎ،ِت اﻟﻮﺟﻮد
ِ ﻓﻲ آ ّﻞ أﺻﻮا
 وﺣﺒﻴﺒﻬﺎ، وﺑﻐﻴﻀﻬﺎ،ورﺧﻴﻤﻬﺎ وﻋﻨﻴﻔﻬﺎ
In the wistful sighs of the sorrowful, the commotion of the crowds;
In the sobbing cries of distressed souls;
Made more poignant by others’ wails.
In every sound uttered or heard; blithesome or grievous,
Mellow or sharp-toned, disagreeable or harmonious.

 ﺣﻠﻮهﺎ وذﻣﻴﻤﻬﺎ،ِك ﻓﻲ ﺻﻮ ِر اﻟﻄﺒﻴﻌﺔ
َ وﻳﺮا
 وﻋﻈﻴﻤﻬﺎ، وﺣﻘﻴﺮهﺎ،وﺣﺰﻳﻨﻬﺎ وﺑﻬﻴﺠﻬﺎ
 وﻓﻲ اﻟﻠﻴﺎﻟﻲ اﻟﺤﺎﻟﻤ ْﻪ،ِﻓﻲ رﻗﺔ اﻟﻔﺠ ِﺮ اﻟﻮدﻳﻊ
 وﻓﻲ اﻟﻨﺠﻮ ِم اﻟﺒﺎﺳﻤ ْﻪ،ِﻓﻲ ﻓﺘﻨﺔ اﻟﺸﻔﻖ اﻟﺒﺪﻳﻊ
It sees you in all forms of nature, sweet and unlovely,
Sad and jovial, insignificant and grand.
In the softness of dawn; the dreamy nights,
The glory of sunsets, the smiling stars.
ﺖ أﺿﻮاء اﻟﻨﺠﻮ ْم
َ  ﺗﺤ،ِﺺ أﻣﻮاج اﻟﺒﺤﻴﺮة
ِ ﻓﻲ رﻗ
 وﻓﻲ ﺗﻬﺎوﻳﻞ اﻟﻐﻴﻮ ْم،ِﻓﻲ ﺳﺤ ِﺮ أزهﺎ ِر اﻟﺮﺑﻴﻊ
 وﻓﻲ هﻮّي اﻟﺼﺎﻋﻘ ْﻪ،ِق اﻟﺨﻔﻮق
ِ ﻓﻲ ﻟﻤﻌﺔ اﻟﺒﺮ
 وﻓﻲ ِآﺒْﺮ اﻟﺠﺒﺎ ِل اﻟﺸﺎهﻘ ْﻪ،ﻓﻲ ذﻟﺔ اﻟﻮادي
It beholds you in dancing waves of the lake,
Beneath the faint light of distant stars.
In the beauty of spring flowers, the sailing clouds.
In flashes of lightning, the clamor of thunderstorm,
In the humbleness of valleys,
And the loftiness of towering peaks.
ﺐ وﻓﻲ اﻟﻮرود اﻟﻐﺎوﻳ ْﻪ
ِ ب اﻟﻜﺌﻴ
ِ ﻓﻲ ﻣﺸﻬﺪ اﻟﻐﺎ
ف اﻟﻌﺎرﻳ ْﻪ
ِ  وﻓﻲ اﻟﻜﻬﻮ،ِﻓﻲ ﻇﻠﻤ ِﺔ اﻟﻠﻴ ِﻞ اﻟﺤﺰﻳﻦ
ﻚ اﻟﻠﺤﻮ ْد
َ ﺐ ﻓﻲ ﻇﻠﻤﺎ ِء هﺎﺗﻴ
َ ﺖ هﺬا اﻟﻘﻠ
َ أﻋﺮﻓ
ﻚ اﻟﺴﻜﺮى ﺑﺄﺣﺰان اﻟﻮﺟﻮ ْد
َ  أﻣ،ﺐ أﻣّﻚ
ُ هﻮ ﻗﻠ
In somber scenes of the timberland, in enchanted roses,
In cheerless darkness of nighttime, in bare caves.
Now, do you know whose heart it is,
That haunts yonder dark graves?
It is the heart of your Mother,
Whom life’s sorrows have heavily intoxicated.
ﺶ آﺎﻟﺸﺎدي اﻟﻀﺮﻳ ْﺮ
ُ ﺐ اﻟﺬي ﺳﻴﻌﻴ
ُ ﻚ اﻟﻘﻠ
َ هﻮ ذﻟ
ﻳﺸﺪو ﺑﺸﻜﻮى ﺣﺰﻧ ِﻪ اﻟﺪاﺟﻲ إﻟﻰ اﻟﻨﻔـَﺲ اﻷﺧﻴ ْﺮ
 وﺗﺮى ﺷﻘﺎ ْﻩ،ُن ﺗﺮﺣﻢ ﺣﺰﻧﻪ
ِ ﻻ رﺑّﺔ اﻟﻨﺴﻴﺎ
! وﻻ اﻷﻳﺎ ُم ﺗـُﺒﻠﻲ ﻓﻲ أﻧﺎﻣﻠﻬﺎ أﺳﺎ ْﻩ،آﻼ
ن
ْ ت ﻟﻪ اﻷﻗﺪا ُر إآﻠﻴ َﻞ اﻟﺠﻨﻮ
ْ إ ّﻻ إذا ﺿﻔﺮ
ن
ْ  ﺗﻠﻬﻮ ﺑﻤﺮﺁ ُﻩ اﻟﺴﻨﻮ،ًوﻏﺪا ﺷﻘ ّﻴ ًﺎ ﺿﺎﺣﻜﺎ
It is a Heart that will live as a blind bard,
Ever caroling his plaintive songs, to the very last breath.
Neither the goddess of forgetfulness takes pity on its grief,
Nor the days soothe its cheerlessness away;
Unless the Fates weave a garland of madness for that heart,
Making it a laughing miserable;
A clown entertaining the years.
ﺖ اﻟﺤﻴﺎ ْة
ِ ﺐ اﻟﺬي ﻣﻬﻤﺎ ﺗﻘﻠﺒ
ُ ﻚ اﻟﻘﻠ
َ هﻮ ذﻟ
ت
ْ ﻦ اﻟﻤﺪﻣﺪ ُم ﻓﻲ ﺷِﻌﺎب اﻟﻜﺎﺋﻨﺎ
ُ وﺗﺪﻓّـ َﻊ اﻟﺰﻣ
وﺗﻐﻨـّﺖ اﻟﺪﻧﻴﺎ وﻏ ّﺮ َد ﺑﻠﺒ ُﻞ اﻟﻐﺎب اﻟﺠﻤﻴ ْﻞ
 ﻻ ﻳﻤ ﱡﻞ وﻻ ﻳﻤﻴ ْﻞ،ِﺳﻴﻈﻞ ﻳﻌﺒ ُﺪ ذآﺮﻳﺎﺗﻚ

It is that faithful heart,
That remains unchanged, ever dwelling on your memories;
Regardless how life’s circumstances change,
No matter whether Nature sings,
Or birds of the woods joyfully whistle
That heart remains constant, ever doting on you.
ب
ْ ض ﺗﻤﺸﻲ ﻓﻮق ﺗﺮﺑﺘﻬﺎ اﻟﻤﺴﺮّ ُة واﻟﺸﺒﺎ
ِ آﺎﻷر
ب
ْ ﻒ واﻟﺴﺤﺎ
ُ  واﻟﻌﻮاﺻ،واﻟﻠﻴ ُﻞ واﻟﻔﺠ ُﺮ اﻟﻤﺠﻨّﺢ
ﻖ واﻟﻮرو ْد
ُ ﺖ ﻓﻲ ﻣﻮاﻃﻨ ِﻪ اﻟﺸﻘﺎﺋ
ُ ﺐ ﺗﻨﺒ
واﻟﺤ ﱡ
 ﻳﺨﻄﻮ اﻟﻤﻘﺎﺑ َﺮ واﻟﻠﺤﻮ ْد،ت ﻳﺤﻔ ُﺮ أﻳﻨﻤﺎ
ُ واﻟﻤﻮ
Like the earth, on which stroll joy and youthfulness,
Like the night, the winged dawn, the gales, the clouds;
The love in whose soil grows anemones and blossoms,
Like the death, that digs graves wherever it roams.
ت ﺣﺎﻟﻤ ٌﺔ ﺗﻤﻴ ْﺪ
ُ وﺗﻤ ﱡﺮ ﺑﻴﻦ ﻓﺠﺎﺟﻬﺎ اﻟﻠﺬا
 ﺗﺮﻧﻮ إﻟﻰ اﻷﻓﻖ اﻟﺒﻌﻴ ْﺪ،ق اﻟﻮرى
ُ ﺳﻜﺮى وأﺷﻮا
 ﻟﻠّﻬ ِﻮ أﺷﺒﺎح اﻟﺪهﻮ ْر،ﺺ ﻟﻸﺳﻰ
ُ وﺗﻈ ُﻞ ﺗﺮﻗ
ت ﻓﻲ وادي اﻟﺪﺛﻮ ْر
ِ ب اﻟﻤﻮ
ُ ﺣﺘﻰ ﻳﻮارﻳﻬﺎ ﺿﺒﺎ
Pleasures walk its roads, dreaming and swaying,
Inebriated by humanity’s longings, gazing into the far horizon;
Ever dancing to sorrow, to entertain eternity’s spirits,
Until fogs of death lay it to rest, in the vault of oblivion.
ح
ْ  ﺛﻢ ﻳﻨﺸﺮهﺎ اﻟﺼﺒﺎ،ق ﺛﻢ ﺗﺰهﺮ
ُ وﺗﻈ ُﻞ ﺗﻮر
ح
ْ  ﻟﻠﺮﻳﺎ،ِ ﻟﻠﺠﺪاول،ك اﻟﻤﻤﺰّق
ِ  ﻟﻠﺸﻮ،ِﻟﻠﻤﻮت
 ﻳﻔﺘ ﱡﺮ ﻓﻲ ﺳﻬﻮ اﻟﺴﺮو ْر،ٍت ﺛﻐ ٍﺮ ﺣﺎﻟﻢ
ُ ﺑﺴﻤﺎ
ن اﻟﻄﻴﻮ ْر
ِ  ﻳٌﺼﻐﻲ ﻷﻟﺤﺎ،ٍض ﺑﺎﺳﻢ
ٍ وورو ُد رو
It will ever leaf and bloom;
Morning will unfold its petals
An offering to death, to thorns, to brooks, to the winds.
Sheer smiles of dreamy lips, that part in moments of joy;
Roses of bright gardens that harken to bird songs.
ب
ْ  ﺛﻢ ﻳﻄﻮﻳﻬﺎ اﻟﺘﺮا، ﺛﻢ ﺗﺸﺪو،ُوﺗﻈ ُﻞ ﺗﺨﻔﻖ
ب
ْ ﻗُـ َﺒ ٌﻞ وأﻃﻴﺎ ٌر ﺗﻐﺮ ُد ﻟﻠﺤﻴﺎ ِة وﻟﻠﺸﺎ
ح اﻟﺤﻴﺎ ْة
ُ ت أﻓﺮا
ِ وﺗﻈ ُﻞ ﺗﻤﺸﻲ ﻓﻲ ﺟﻮار اﻟﻤﻮ
ت
ْ ﻦ اﻟﺠﻤﺎﺟ ِﻢ واﻟﺮﻓﺎ
َ وﻳﻐﺮ ُد اﻟﺸﺤﺮو ُر ﻣﺎ ﺑﻴ
It will ever throb and sing until buried beneath the sod,
Kisses and birds joyously sing to life and youth.
The joys of life will ever walk close to death,
The songbird will warble among human remains.
 ﺑﻴﻦ أﺳﺮاب اﻟﻨﺠﻮ ْم،ض ﺣﺎﻟﻤ ٌﺔ ﺗﻐﻨﻲ
ُ واﻷر
 وﺳﻮرة اﻷزل اﻟﻘﺪﻳ ْﻢ،أﻧﺸﻮدة اﻟﻤﺎﺿﻲ اﻟﺒﻌﻴﺪ
And the dreamy earth will chant amid the countless stars,
Recalling the distant past, celebrating hoary eternity.

