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 تاریخ تزجوَ در ایزاى

 

By Shakiba Karami 

 ه٪ؼهَ: 

هی تْاى  امت.ٍ تـروَ اف فهبى ُبی ثنیبؿ ػّؿ هْؿػ تْرَ ّ ًیبف توبم هـػم ثْػٍ امت ّ ایـاى اف ایي ٩بٝؼٍ هنتخٌی ًجْػ

ثَ ایي هِن  گ٦ت ت٪ـیجب ُن فهبى ثب ّؿّػ املام ثَ ایـاى تـروَ ًیق ثَ ایي مـفهیي ّاؿػ ىؼ ّ ُوْاؿ ثقؿگبى ٝلن ّ اػة

 .تْرَ عبٍی ػاىتَ اًؼ

ثب کوی تبهل هتْرَ هی ىْین تـروَ اف القاهبت لای٦ٌک کلیَ تبلی٦بت ثَ صنبة هی آیؼ کَ ٥٪ٔ ىبهل هجبصج ٝلوی ًوی ىْػ 

هغتل٤  ٦بػٍ ا٥ـاػًیق ثَ ایي هِن تْرَ ىؼٍ امت ّ هْؿػ امت ّ ١یـٍّ اىٞبؿ ىبٝـاى ثـرنتَ َ ػؿ ؿهبى ُبی هٖـس ػًیب ثلک

ًکتَ ثنیبؿ هِن ثـای ػّمتؼاؿاى ّ اُبلی کتبة ایي امت کَ هتـرن آحبؿ هْؿػ ٝلا٩َ آًِب چَ کنبًی ّ ػؿ چَ  .ثْػٍ امت

ـ ػمت هی تْاًؼ یک احـ ٝلوی کَ ىِـت چٌؼاًی ًؼاؿػ ؿا ثب یک تـروَ ىـایٖی ثْػٍ اًؼ ّ گبٍ یک هتـرن هبُـ ّ فث

ی ١یـ ٩بثل امت٦بػٍ تجؼیل ثنیبؿ عْة ثَ احـی ثـرنتَ تجؼیل کٌؼ ّ ثلٞکل یک احـ ٝلوی ٝبلی ؿا ثب تـروَ ای ًب٩ٌ ثَ احـ

 .هی کٌؼ

 ُؼ٣ عْػ ٥بٍلَ ًگیـػ .  تب آى احـ اف حبؿ ٝلوی تـروَ ىؼٍ تْمٔ ا٥ـاػ هغتل٤ ػ٩ت ًٚـ ػاىتثٌبثـایي ػؿ آ

 هـّؿی ثـ ٥ٞبلیت تٞؼاػی اف هتـروبى ػؿ ایـاى: 

 :یـاى ؿا هْؿػ ثـؿمی ٩ـاؿ هی ػُینػؿ ایٌزب ٥ٞبلیت تٞؼاػی اف هتـروبى ثـرنتَ ا

 اطتاد محمد قاضی

. ایيبى اف پـ کبؿ تـیي هتـروبى ایـاًی امت کَ اف هتـروبى ثـرنتَ ایـاى هی ثبىؼیکی ( 6121-6731)امتبػ محمد ٩بّی 

. رقیـٍ پٌگْئي ُب ًْىتَ پثَ چبپ ؿمیؼ کَ ثب امت٪جبل ثی ًٚیـ ؿّثـّ ىؼ  6771اّلیي کتبة تـروَ ىؼٍ ّی ػؿ مبل 

 .ىؼ هتـروبى ثـرنتَ ایـاًی عْاُؼ آًبتْل ٥ـاًل اّلیي کتبثی ثْػ کَ تـروَ کـػ ّثب ایي احـ ثَ ُوگبى حبثت کـػ ؿّفی اف
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 :تزخی اس آثار اطتاد محمد قاضی

 ًْینٌؼٍ ُکتْؿ هبلْ  -ػؿ آ١ْه عبًْاػٍ   -1ًْینٌؼٍ رک لٌؼى                          –مپیؼ ػًؼاى -6

 ًْینٌؼٍ هبؿک تْایي  –اػٍ ّ گؼا ىبُق -4ًْینٌؼٍ آًبتْل ٥ـاًل              –رقیـٍ پٌگْئي ُب  -7

 اطتاد ًجف دریا تٌذری

. ثَ ٝلت ػاؿ ٥بًی ؿا ّػاٛ گ٦ت 6722اؿػیجِيت  61ّ ػؿ  ػؿ آثبػاى هتْلؼ ىؼ 6711ػؿیب ثٌؼؿی ػؿ مبل ًز٤ امتبػ 

صْْؿ اًگلینی ُب ػؿ تبمینبت ٦ًتی آثبػاى ّ تـػػ آًِب ػؿ مٖش ىِـ ثَ آهْعتي فثبى اًگلینی ٝلا٩َ هٌؼ ىؼ ّ ثْٖؿ عْػ 

احـ عْػ ؿا کَ تـروَ کتبة هٞـ٣ّ ّػاٛ ثب املضَ ًْىتَ  ّلیيا 6771ػؿ مبل  .ثَ یبػگیـی فثبى اًگلینی پـػاعت آهْف

افرولَ آحبؿ ّی هی تْاى ثَ تـروَ کتبثِبی یک گل مـط ثـای اهیلی ّ  .ْی ثْػ ثـای چبپ ثَ تِـاى ٥ـمتبػاؿًنت ُویٌگ

ْىتَ ّ ػیْاًَ ً ، هٌٞی ٌُـ اف آیقیب ثـلیي ّ پیبهجـؿگتبین ّ ثیلی ثبتگیت احـ ػکتـ٣ّ، ثَ گْؿ ًْىتَ ّیلیبم ٥بلکٌـ گْؿ

 .رجـاى علیل رجـاى اىبؿٍ کـػ

 اطتاد ػلی صلح جْ

ىـّٛ  6746ّ تـروَ ؿا اف مبل کبؿ ّیـایو  اّیکی اف ثب مبث٪َ تـیي امبتیؼ ّیـایو ّ تـروَ هتي ػؿ ایـاى امت. ّی 

ملاهی، پیبم ًْؿ، رِبػ تب الاى ّیـایو ّ اٍْل تـروَ ؿا ػؿ ػاًيگبٍ ُبی تِـاى، ىِیؼ ثِيتی، آفاػ ا 6711ّ اف مبل  کـػ

ػاًيگبُی ّ... تؼؿیل کـػٍ امت. اّ ُوچٌیي ػٍ ُب ٌْٝاى کتبة ّ ه٪بلَ ؿا ثَ ٌْٝاى ّیـامتبؿ ثـای هْمنبت پژُّيی ّ 

ثَ  ایيبىاًتيبؿات هٞتجـ ّیـایو کـػٍ امت. گ٦توبى ّ تـروَ ّ ًکتَ ُبی ّیـایو اف رؼیؼ تـیي احـ ُبی ثَ چبپ ؿمیؼٍ اف 

 ىوبؿ هی آیٌؼ.

 جوَ ُای هتزجواى ایزاًی قزى اخیزًقذی تز تز

ػؿ صبلی کَ ٌُْف کتبة ُبی تـروَ ًيؼٍ فیبػی ثب٩ی هبًؼٍ ایي  :ل تـروَ ُبی هْافی ػؿ ثبفاؿ کتبةػّثبؿٍ کبؿی ُب ّ هيک

 اف ػٍ تـروَ ػؿ ثبفاؿ هْرْػ ثبىؼ؟ چـا ػّثبؿٍُوَ تـروَ ُبی هزؼػ ّ هْافی ثـای چینت ؟ چـا کتبثی ثبیؼ ثب ثیو 

 ؟کبؿی

. کؼام ػامتبًی ػاؿػ هغًَْ ثَ عْػ اهب ایي تـروَ ُبی هْافی ُـ .ثـای پیؼا کـػى ؿاٍ صل ثبیؼ هيکل ؿا عْة ىٌبعت

 .ت ّ الجتَ ػؿ هْاؿػی ُن مْػ رْیی، ثـػاىت ُبی هت٦بّت اف هٖبل٦بّت، پبمظ ثَ ًیبف ُبی گًْبگْىاًگیقٍ ُبی هت

بئل ثَ ت٦کیکی ثَ ٍْؿت فیـ عت هيکل ثبفاؿ کتبة ایـاى ثقًین ثبیؼ ٩اگـ ثغْاُین ػمت ثَ یک مٌظ ىٌب می ثـای ىٌب

 :ثبىین

 . ًنلی تـروَ عبً عْػ ؿا هی عْاُؼ ُـ -6
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: ػؿ تـروَ ًْٝی ًبکب٥ی ؽاتی ّرْػ ػاؿػ ّ ُـ هتـرن مٞی هی کٌؼ احـ ؿا ػؿ رجـاى ًْا٩ٌ تـروَ ُبی ٩جلی -1

ـروَ ُوْاؿٍ آًزب کَ ایي تجؼیل کبهل هوکي ًینت تفثبى ه٪َؼ ثیيتـ ثَ اٍل آى ػؿ فثبى هجؼا تجؼیل کٌؼ ّ اف 

 .ًْٝی تلاه ًب٩ٌ امت

 .ؿاُی ثـای مِین ىؼى ػؿ ثبفاؿ امتتـروَ هزؼػ  -7

 .ای ثَ ثبفاؿ آّؿػى کتبة ُبی رؼیؼىتبة ثـ -4

 ًتیجَ گیزی 

 آیب کپی ؿایت پبیبًی ثـایي هيکل ُب )هيکلات ( عْاُؼ ثْػ ؟

. ُـ احـی تٌِب یک ًبىـ عْاُؼ ثْػ ٍبصت اهتیبف ًيـ ،کپی ؿایت ثَ پیًْؼػ هٞبُؼٍ رِبًیاگـ ایـاى ؿّفی ؿّفگبؿی ثَ 

تـػٍ هغبٓت ػیگـ ص٨ اًتغبة گن ،ػؿ چٌیي ثبفاؿی هوکي امت تـروَ کتبة ُبی رؼیؼ ثنیبؿ ػیـتـ ثَ ػمت هت٪بّی ثـمؼ

اًزبم  ،بث٪َ ثـای تـروَ آحبؿبة ا٥قایيی ثَ ُـ صبل عْاُؼ ػاىت، اهب هن٩یوت توبم ىؼٍ کت ،ػؿ ثیي هتـروبى ًغْاُؼ ػاىت

 کپی ؿایتثَ پیْمتي . اهب کـػى کبؿُب ُن پبیبى عْاُؼ گـ٥ت تـروَ ُبی هتٞؼػ ثَ ٩َؼ مْػ رْیی ّ ىـصَ ىـصَ

 ؿاُکبؿی امت کَ ُوَ ػًیب اهتضبًو کـػٍ ّ مْػهٌؼ ه ػاًنتَ امت. 

 هٌاتغ

 هٌِبف مپَ ًّؼثـگـ٥تَ اف ه٪بلَ ُبی رٌبة آ٩بی ثِقاػ ٥ّب عْاٍ ّ مـکبؿ عبًن 
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 تزجوَ ادتیات کْدکاى ّ تزجوَ اطاهی خاؽ در ایي هتْى

 

By Fatemeh Seifolahi 

اػثیبتی کَ ثَ ْٓؿ اعتَبٍی ثـای کْػکبى ًگبىتَ ىْػ ؿا اػثیبت کْػکبى هی گْیٌؼ. اػثیبت کْػکبى هنت٪یوب گـٍّ عبٍی 

ػؿ صبلی کَ اػثیبت ثقؿگنبلاى ثـای گـٍّ عبً مٌی ًْىتَ اف هغبٓت ؿا کَ کْػکبى ُنتٌؼ هْؿػ عٖبة ٩ـاؿ هی ػُؼ. 

ًوی ىْػ. اػثیبت کْػکبى ػؿ اٍل ثَ هٌْٚؿ اُؼا٥ی هخل آهْفه ًْىتَ هی ىًْؼ ّ ایي هنئلَ ثـ تـروَ ی ایي هتْى احـ هی 

 گؾاؿػ.

اف ػیؼگبٍ ىْیت
6

، ت٦بّت ػؿ امتبى کْتبٍ(ًـ )ؿهبى ػؿ ثـاثـ ػ، ت٦بّت ُبیی ػؿ اػثیبت کْػکبى ػیؼٍ هی ىْػ: ت٦بّت ػؿ ژا

ىغَیت ُب ّ ىغَیت پـػافی ُب، ت٦بّت ػؿ هّْٜ گیـی ًْینٌؼٍ )ًبهيغٌ ػؿ ثـاثق ّاّش ّ ؿّىي( ّ ت٦بّت ػؿ 

 پبیبى.

ثـای هخبل، ػؿ ثبّؿ ُبی ػیٌی ّ هؾُجی ّ تـثیت اعلا٩ی ثبٝج ایزبػ تٌْٛ ّ ت٢ییـ ػؿ تـروَ ی اػثیبت کْػکبى ىؼٍ امت. 

 روَ ی ایي هتْى، ًنجت ُبی ىغَیت ُبی ػامتبى اف ػّمت ثَ عْاُـ یب ثـاػؿ ت٢ییـ هی کٌؼ.ػؿ تـثنیبؿی اف هْاؿػ،

امت. ػؿ ػگـگًْی ىکلی هتي هجؼا آًچٌبى ثب هٞیبؿُبیی ٥ـٌُگی ّ  دگزگًْی ػکلییب  اقتثاصیکی اف ؿّه ُبی تـروَ 

گـگًْی ؿا ؿّه ربلت ّ عْثی ثـای ارتوبٝی فثبى ه٪َؼ ٨٥ّ هی یبثؼ کَ هتي ػچبؿ ت٢ییـ هبُیت هی ىْػ. ثنیبؿی، ػ

تـروَ اػثیبت کْػکبى هی ػاًٌؼ. هتـرن هی تْاًؼ اف ایي ؿّه ثـای تـروَ اػثجبت کْػکبى امت٦بػٍ کٌؼ. گـچَ کَ ایي ؿّه 

 ىـٓ ػاؿػ: 1ثـای تـروَ اػثیبت ثقؿگنبلاى هٌنْط ىؼٍ امت ّ امت٦بػٍ ًوی ىْػ. امت٦بػٍ اف ایي ؿّه ػؿ تـروَ 

 یب٥تَ ثـای کْػکبى هٌبمت ثبىؼ؛ . هتيِ ت٢ییـ6 

 . ىغَیت پـػافی، فثبى ّ ٓـس ثـ ٓج٨ مٖش ػاًو ّ تْاًبیی کْػکبى ػؿ عْاًؼى ّػؿک هتي ثبىؼ.1 

 ثب تْرَ ثَ هْاؿػ گ٦تَ ىؼٍ هی تْاى ثَ چٌؼ ؿّهِ تـروَ ی ایي هتْى  اىبؿٍ کـػ:

 ًؼاؿػ. ال٤. ا٥قّػى: ا٥قّػى آلاٝبتی کَ ثـای آى هٞبػلی ػؿ هتي هجؼا ّرْػ

                                                           
1
 Chavit 
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 ة. صؾ٣ کـػى

 د. ىـس ػاػى: ػؿ ایي ؿّه هٞبًی کَ ػؿ هتي ٦ًِتَ امت ثَ ىکل ى٦ب٣ ثیبى هی ىْػ.) گبُی ػؿ پبّؿ٩ی(

 ػ. ثیگبًَ مبفی ّ... .

هی ثبىؼ. گبُی امبهی عبً ىغَیت ُب ثیبًگـ ّیژگی  خاؽ اطاهییکی اف هْاؿػ امبمی ػؿ تـروَ ایي اػثیبت، تـروَ 

ُبیی اف آى ىغَیت هی ثبىؼ. ثَ ْٓؿ کل امبهی ػّ ٓج٪َ ثٌؼی ػاؿًؼ: امبهی تخجیت ىؼٍ ّ امبهی هٌٞب ػاؿ. ػؿ اػثیبت 

 کْػکبى ثنیبؿی اف امبهی، امبهی هٌٞبػاؿ ُنتٌؼ.

یی عبٍی ػلالت ػاؿًؼ پل تـروَ آًِب هبًٌؼ چبليی پیو امبهی ػؿ ایي هتْى ثَ رٌنیت، ؿیيَ تبؿیغی، ٥ـٌُگی یب ر٢ـا٥یب

ؿّی هتـرن امت. امبهی کَ تل٦٘ آى ُب ػىْاؿ امت ّ یب ثبٝج مـػؿگوی عْاًٌؼٍ هی ىْػ. ثیيتـ اف مبیـ امبهی ػچبؿ 

 ت٢ییـ هی ىًْؼ. 

ؿّه ثـای تـروَ امبهی عبً تْمٔ کْلی 61ثَ ْٓؿ کلی 
 1
 اؿائَ ىؼٍ امت. 

 ٥ـیٌی، ًنغَ ثـػاؿی .تـروَ ًکـػى، ثبف آ6

 .تـروَ ًکـػى امبهی عبً ّ اّب٥َ کـػى تّْیضبت )هٌٞبی امن( ثَ هتي 1

 .ربیگقیي امن عبً ىغَیت ثب امبهی ٝبم ػؿ هتي ه٪َؼ7

 .اًٖجب٧ امن عبً هتي هجؼا ثب ٩ْاٝؼ ّاری آّایی فثبى ه٪َؼ4

 .ربیگقیي امن عبً ثب امن عبً هٞبػل ػؿ فثبى ه٪َؼ 1

 هتي هجؼا ثب ًبهی آىٌبتـ اف ٥ـٌُگ هجؼا .ربیگقیي امن عب1ً

.ربیگقیي امن هجؼا ثب ًبم ػیگـ اف فثبى ه٪َؼ )ربًيیٌی( : ثَ ایي هٌٞب کَ امن ػؿ هْاؿػی ثؼّى ت٢ییـ ٝولکـػ، ت٢ییـ 3

 هی کٌؼ.

 .هٞبػل یبثی : امن ػاؿای هٌٞبی ّوٌی عبٍی ثبىؼ1

 وٌی هت٦بّتی ػاؿػ.ربیگقیٌی امن هجؼا ثب یک ًبم ػؿ فثبى ه٪َؼ کَ هٌٞبی 2ّ

 .صؾ٣ کـػى: امبهی کَ ثَ ػلیل ثبفی فثبًی هْرْػ ػؿ آى ُب ٩بثل تـروَ ّ ت٢ییـ ًینتٌؼ.61

                                                           
2
 Jan van Collie 
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ثب تْرَ ثَ هْاؿػ گ٦تَ ىؼٍ هی تْاى ًتیزَ گـ٥ت کَ تـروَ اػثیبت کْػکبى ًیبف ثَ هِبؿت عبٍی ػاؿػ ّ تـروَ ی آى 

ؿّى یب ثیـّى عْػ ثیبثؼ. پیبم ُبی هٌبمت ّ الگْ ُبی هٌبمجی ثبیؼ ثَ گًَْ ای ثبىؼ کَ کْػک ثب عْاًؼى آى چیقی ػؿ ػ

 ػؿ اعتیبؿ آًبى ٩ـاؿ گیـػ. ُوچٌیي ُؼ٣ مـگـهی آى ًیق هْؿػ تْرَ ٩ـاؿ گیـػ.

یکی اف ت٦بّت ُبی آى ثب اػثیبت ثقؿگنبلاى ایي امت کَ ایي هتْى ًگبؿه مبػٍ ػاؿًؼ ّ چْى ثـای ا٥ـاػ کن تزـثَ عل٨ 

ّیژٍ ای ػاىتَ ثبىٌؼ. تـروَ ی امبهی عبً ػؿ ایي هتْى ثـ ٓج٨ ؿّه ُبیی اًزبم هی ىْػ ّلی هی ىًْؼ، ثبیؼ کی٦یت 

 ثَ ْٓؿ کلی ػگـگًْی ىکلی تب ربیی کَ ثَ ُؼ٣ آهْفه هتي آمیت ًقًؼ؛ اهکبى پؾیـ امت.

 هٌبثٜ

 6724رقٍّ اػثیبت کْػک ّ ًْرْاى ثَ تبلی٤ امبتیؼ ػاًيگبٍ پیبم ًْؿ، 

 6721پژُّيی اػثیبت کْػک ػؿ ػاًيگبٍ ىیـاف،  پـّاًَ هٞبؽالِی، ه٪بلَ
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An Interview with Mr. Mohammadhossein Zare 

 

                                               

 

 .خْدتاى را هؼزفی کٌیذضوي ػزض طلام خذهت ػوا،لطفا  .6

، ػثیـ فثبى اًگللینی ّ کبؿىٌبمی اؿىؼ آهْفه فثبى اف 6711بسم الله الرحمن الرحیم، ثٌؼٍ محمدصنیي فاؿٛ ُنتن.هتْلؼ 

 ػاًيگبٍ علیذ ٥بؿك ثْىِـ.

 .لطفا کتاتی کَ تزجوَ کزدیذ را ًام تزیذ ّ تْضیحاتی درتارٍ اع تذُیذ .1

مـپـمتی ؿّاًيٌبك مـىٌبك، ًبًنی پبئْلْ، ثَ ػؿعْامت ّفاؿت آهْفه ّ پـّؿه ایي کتبة ؿا یک تین ؿّاًيٌبمی ثَ 

آهـیکب ًْىتٌؼ. هغبٓجیي ایي کتبة ّالؼیٌی ُنتٌؼ کَ ثچَ ُبی پبیَ ی اثتؼایی ّ پیو ػثنتبًی ػاؿًؼ. امن کتبة "چگًَْ هی 

ک ُبی ثنیبؿ مبػٍ ای امت کَ ثچَ ؿا تْاًین ثَ ه٥ْ٪یت ٥ـفًؼاًوبى ػؿ هؼؿمَ کوک کٌین؟" هی ثبىؼ ّ هضتْای کتبة تکٌی

ثنیبؿ هٌٚن، ػؿك عْاى، ٝبى٨ کتبة ّ هٖبلَٞ ثبؿ هی آّؿػ. ًبًنی پبئْلْ یک فًزیـٍ ی چِبؿ کتبثی ثـای ّفاؿت 

آهْفه ّ پـّؿه آهـیکب ًْىتَ ّ ایي کتبة رلؼ اّل امت. ُـ چِبؿ کتبة ثـای مٌیي اثتؼایی ّ پیو ػثنتبًی ًْىتَ ىؼٍ کَ  

ؿّاى، ٩بثل ٥ِن ّ کبؿثـػی ُنتٌؼ. ثٞؼ اف اتوبم تـروَ، تَوین گـ٥تن امن کتبة ؿا ُْٝ کٌن ّ ٌْٝاى "ّالؼیي  مبػٍ، ه٦یؼ،

ٝبى٨، ٥ـفًؼاى ه٨٥ْ" ؿا اًتغبة کـػم؛ چْى ّالؼیٌی کَ ایي کتبة ؿا هٖبلَٞ ّ ػؿ ًِبیت ٝول هی کٌٌؼ ّا٩ٞب ٝبى٨ ُنتٌؼ 

 ّ ٥ـفًؼاى ه٨٥ْ تـی عْاٌُؼ ػاىت.

 

 

 

                                                     

By Hanieh Saghabashi 
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 .ا اس چَ سهاًی آغاس کزدیذ؟ درهْرد رًّذ کارتاى تْضیح تذُیذکار تزجوَ ر .7

تـروَ ی ایي کتبة اّلیي کبؿ تـروَ ام ثْػ. اثتؼا پی ػی ا٣ کتبة ؿا پیؼا کـػم ّ عْاًؼم ّ ثٌٚـم رؾاة ّ کبؿثـػی ثْػ. 

ثینت ّ چِبؿ مبٝت ثـای گـ٥تي اربفٍ ی ت ؿروَ ی کتبة، ثَ ّفاؿت آهْفه ّ پـّؿه آهـیکب ایویل ٥ـمتبػم. کوتـ اف 

رْاة ایویل ؿا ػؿیب٥ت کـػم. ٝلاٍّ ثـ ػاػى اربفٍ، اف ایٌکَ هب ُن هیغْاُین اف فصوبت آى ُب ثِـٍ ثجـین تيکـ کـػًؼ. 

عیلی ثـاین ٝزیت ثْػ. مَ رلؼ ػیگـ کتبة ؿا ٥ـمتبػًؼ ّ پیيٌِبػ ػاػًؼ کَ ث٪یَ ی کتبة ُب ؿا ُن تـروَ کٌن تب یک پک کبهل 

بالله اگـ ٥ـٍت ىْػ، مَ رلؼ ػیگـ ؿا ًیق تـروَ عْاُن کـػ. ثٞؼ اف ایٌکَ کتبة ؿا تـروَ ّ ّیـایو تـروَ ىْػ. اى ى

کـػم، ٩جل اف چبپ، پٌذ ًنغَ اف آى ؿا تِیَ کـػم ّ ثَ پٌذ هبػؿ ػاػم ّ اف آى ُب عْامتن ثٞؼ اف عْاًؼى کتبة، ًٚـىبى ؿا 

َ ثـ تـثیت ٥ـفًؼاًوبى ثنیبؿ هْحـ امت. ٝلت ایي کبؿ ایي ثْػ کَ ثگْیٌؼ. ُوَ ی آى ُب اف کتبة امت٪جبل کـػًؼ ّ گ٦تٌؼ ک

 هٖوئي ىْم هنیـ ػؿمتی ؿا اًتغبة کـػم.

 ؟چگًَْ ّ تَ چَ ػلت ایي کتاب را تزای تزجوَ اًتخاب کزدیذ ّ چَ اًگیشٍ ای داػتیذ .4

ن. اُل عْاًؼى هٖبلت ّ اف ؿّاًيٌبمی عیلی عْىن هیبػ ّ ػؿ ػؿک آى ٩ْی ُنتن. صتی ػؿ هضیٔ کبؿ ُن هيبّؿٍ هی ػُ

کتبة ُبی ؿّاًيٌبمی ُنتن. اگـ ثگْین ػؿ فثبى ه٨٥ْ ُنتن، ثَ ُوبى اًؼافٍ ثلکَ ثیيتـ ػؿ ؿّاًيٌبمی ه٨٥ْ ُنتن. اصنبك 

 کـػم ًیبف امت ػؿ ایي صیَٖ کبؿی اًزبم ىْػ هي ُن ثَ ایي هنیـٝلا٩َ ػاىتن ّ ایي ُؼ٣ ؿا پیو ثـػم.

 ؟ د هی تْاًذ ُواى حض را تَ خْاًٌذگاى ستاى هقصذ هٌتقل کٌذتَ ًظز ػوا کتاتی کَ تزجوَ هی ػْ .1

ػؿ فثبى اًگلینی کلوبت ّ مبعتبؿ ُبیی ُنتٌؼ کَ ثـای تـروَ ی آى ُب ثَ هِبؿت ٧ْ٥ الٞبػٍ ای ًیبف امت. اگـ هتـرن 

ل ؿا ػؿ فثبى ه٪َؼ مٞی کٌؼ هٞبػل هٌبمجی ثـای ایي مبعتبؿُب پیؼا کٌؼ ّ ثتْاًؼ ٝو٨ هٖلت ؿا ثـمبًؼ، هی تْاًؼ ُوبى ص

ایزبػ کٌؼ. ٝلاٍّ ثـ اًت٪بل ه٦ِْم، ّیـایو ثٞؼ اف اتوبم تـروَ اف اُویت ثنیبؿ فیبػی ثـعْؿػاؿ امت. هي ّ ُوکبؿم مـکبؿ 

عبًن ١لاهی، کتبة ؿا ػّ ثبؿ ّیـایو کـػین. ثٞؼ اف آى، هتي ؿا ثَ هتغٌَ ایي کبؿ رٌبة آ٩بی ًْؿفاػ، ٧ْ٥ لینبًل 

ّیـایو تْمٔ ایيبى،اصنبك کـػین کل هتي ثِن عْؿػٍ ّ هٖبلت رؼیؼی هی عْاًین. ػؿ تـروَ ی  اػثیبت ػاػین. ثٞؼ اف

 کتبة، اًتغبة هٞبػل هٌبمت، اًت٪بل ه٦بُین ّ ػؿ ًِبیت ّیـایو ٍضیش ّ هٌبمت تبحیـ ّ اؿفه کبؿ ؿا ثبلا هی ثـػ.

 ؟ر اطت یا اًتقال هفِْم کلی هتياس دیذگاٍ ػوا، درتزجوَ ی کتاب ّفاداری تَ هتي اس اُویت تیؼتزی تزخْردا .1

اًت٪بل ه٦ِْم کلی هتي هِن تـ امت؛ ٝلت ایي امت کَ ُؼ٣ ًْینٌؼٍ ی اٍلی کتبة ًیق ؿمبًؼى ه٦ِْم ثْػٍ ُـچٌؼ ػؿ ْٓل 

 ن تب ربیی کَ ه٦ِْم هض٦ْٗ ثوبًؼ.تـروَ ًجبیؼ اف هتي اٍلی ٥ـاؿ کـػ. ثبیؼ ثَ هتي ٥ّبػاؿ ثبىی

 ؟تزجوَ ی کتاب چَ هذت طْل کؼیذ .3

 تـروَ ّ ّیـایو کلا ىو هبٍ ْٓل کيیؼ.
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آیا در رًّذ تزجوَ هؼکلاتی پیغ آهذ کَ تاػث ػذم پیؼزفت ػوا در تزجوَ ػْد؟ ایي هْاًغ را چگًَْ پؼت طز  .1

 ؟گذاػتیذ

گبُی ا٩ّبت کلوبت ّ مبعتبؿُبیی ثْػ کَ پیؼا کـػى ه٦ِْم هٞبػل ثـای آى ُب ػؿ فثبى ٥بؿمی کبؿ ثنیبؿ مغتی ثْػ ّ هب 

پیؼاکـػى کلوبت ّ اٍٖلاصبت هٞبػل ْٓؿی کَ ه٦ِْم ؿا ثَ ػؿمتی هٌت٪ل کٌؼ، فهبى فیبػی ٍـ٣ هی کـػین؛ اهب ثب ثـای 

ٍجـ ّ پيتکبؿ ّ تلاه ایي هْاًٜ ؿا پيت مـ گؾاىتین ّ تلاه ثـ ایي ثْػ کَ ػؿ ًِبیت یک کتبة ه٦یؼ ّ کبؿثـػی ػاىتَ 

ؼ ثْرْػ آهؼى هيکلات عـػ ّ کْچک ػؿ اًزبم چٌیي کبؿی ٓجیٞی ثبىین. ػؿ ث٪یَ ی فهیٌَ ُب هيکل عبٍی ًؼاىتین ُـچٌ

 امت.

 ؟آیا در تزجوَ اس ًزم افشار ّ هٌاتغ خاصی اطتفادٍ کزدیذ؟ ایي هٌاتغ تا چَ حذ در تزجوَ تَ ػوا کوک کزدًذ .2

ثب اٍٖلاصبت اف ًـم ا٥قاؿ ّ هٌبثٜ عبٍی امت٦بػٍ ًکـػم. ثَ ّامَٖ ی هٖبلٞبت ٩جلی ّ ػاًيی کَ ػؿ ایي صیَٖ ػاىتن، 

عبً ؿّاًيٌبمی آىٌب ثْػم؛ ّوي ایٌکَ ایي کتبة آً٪ؼؿ تغََی ؿّاًيٌبمی ًینت ّ ایي هّْْٛ کبؿ ؿا ؿاصت تـ هی 

 کـػ.

 ؟تَ ًظز ػوا،یک هتزجن تایذ چَ تْاًایی ُا ّ هِارت ُایی داػتَ تاػذ .61

ًنجی ثب کبؿ ّ هضتْای هتي ّ ّمٞت  تـروَ یک کبؿ ػّمت ػاىتٌی امت ّ هتـرن ثبیؼ ثَ کبؿعْػ ٝلا٩َ هٌؼ ثبىؼ. آىٌبیی

ػاًو فثبًی لافهَ ی تـروَ ُنتٌؼ؛ هخلا ثـای تـروَ ی کتبة ؿّاًيٌبمی ًیبف ًینت کَ هتغٌَ ثبىیؼ اهب آىٌبیی ًنجی ثب 

 آى ؿىتَ ّ ثب اٍٖلاصبت ّ ه٦بُین آى ثَ ىوب کوک هی کٌؼ کَ ٩بلت کلوبت ّ رولات ؿا ػؿمت اًتغبة کٌیؼ.

 ؟چیظت ّیژگی یک هتزجن هْفق .66

اًتغبة ػؿمت کتبة هٌبمت ثـای تـروَ اّلیي هْؿػی امت کَ ثبیؼ ثَ آى تْرَ ػاىت. ىوب ثبیؼ عْاًٌؼگبى ُؼ٣ ؿا ىٌبمبیی 

کٌیؼ. ثؼّى ُؼ٣ ّ ٥کـ٩جلی ًوی تْاى چیقی ؿا ثـای تـروَ اًتغبة کـػ. ٩جل اف تـروَ یکی ػّ ثبؿ کتبة ؿا ثغْاًیؼ ّ 

اؿفه تـروَ کـػى ػاؿػ یب ًَ. آىٌبیی ثب صؼا٩ل هِبؿت ُب ّتکٌیک ُبی تـروَ، اؿفه کتبة ؿا اؿفیبثی کٌیؼ کَ آیب 

 ٝلا٩وٌؼ ثْػى، ٍجـ، تلاه ّ پيتکبؿ اف ػیگـ ّیژگی ُبی هتـرن ه٨٥ْ امت.

 ؟چَ پیؼٌِادی تَ هتزجواى تاسٍ کار ّ ػلاقوٌذ تَ تزجوَ تزای هْفقیت تیؼتز در ایي سهیٌَ داریذ .61

تبفٍ کبؿ ُنتن ّ اف آًزب کَ ٥ـػ ؿینک پؾیـی ُنتن، ػّمت ػاىتن هِبؿت ُبی فثبًی ّ ثٌؼٍ عْػم ػؿ صیَٖ ی تـروَ 

تزـثیبتی کَ ػؿ ایي فهیٌَ ػاىتن ؿا ثَ کبؿ ثگیـم ّ کبؿ تـروَ ؿا ًیق اًزبم ػُن کَ ات٦ب٩ب ػؿآهؼ عْثی ُن ػاىت. پیيٌِبػ هي 

ًْؼ تب ثب پیچ ّ عن ُبی تـروَ آىٌب ىًْؼ ّ هِبؿت ّ تزـثَ ایي امت کَ ا٥ـاػ تبفٍ کبؿ ثب ا٥ـاػ پغتَ تـ ّ ثبتزـثَ تـُوـاٍ ى

 ی کب٥ی ثؼمت آّؿًؼ تبهنیـ ثـایيبى ُوْاؿ ىْػ ّ ثَ ه٥ْ٪یت ثـمٌؼ.
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 لطفا در هْرد رًّذ چاپ ّ هْاًغ ّ هؼکلاتی کَ تز طز راٍ ػوا قزار گزفت، تْضیحاتی تفزهاییذ. .31

تض٪ی٨ کـػم کَ کتبة ػؿ اًتيبؿات ّفیي ّ ىٌبعتَ ىؼٍ ثَ چبپ  اّلیي هيکل اًتغبة اًتيبؿات عْة ّ هٞتجـثْػ. هي عیلی

ثـمؼ کَ ُن اف ًٚـ ٩یوتی ّ ُن اف ًٚـ کی٦یتی عْة ّ هٌبمت ثبىؼ. ثْٞی اف اًتيبؿاتی ُبی عْة مـ٦٩لی ػاؿًؼ ّ کبؿ 

م ایي ثْػ کَ چبپ کتبة هتـروبى تبفٍ کبؿ ؿا ٩جْل ًوی کٌٌؼ. ثٞؼ اف تلاه فیبػ ّ ثَ ایي ػؿ ّ آى ػؿ فػى، ًباهیؼ ىؼم. تَْؿ

ؿا ثَ یک هیلیْى ًنغَ ثـمبًن. ػؿ ًِبیت ثب اًتيبؿات میًْؼ ػؿ ىیـافتْا٨٥ کـػین. کتبة ؿا ػؿ ػّ ًنغَ پـیٌت گـ٥تن ّ 

ثـای هنئْل اًتيبؿات، رٌبة آ٩بی کبٗوی، اؿمبل کـػم. ثٞؼ اف اٝلام ُوکبؿی اف ٓـ٣ ایيبى، هؼاؿک ىٌبمٌبهَ ای ثـای 

چبپ ؿا ًیق اؿمبل ّ ُقیٌَ ی هـثَْٓ ؿا پـػاعت کـػم. ٩ـاؿػاػ چبپ ثَ ٍْؿت ى٦بُی ّ تل٦ٌی،  ػؿیب٥ت ىبثک ّهزْف

ؿّی هجل٠ ُقیٌَ ّ تٞؼاػ ًنغَ ی کتبة هْا٥٪ت ىؼ. ُوکبؿی اًتيبؿات عیلی عْة ثْػ ّ آى ُب ُوَ ی هنیـ ؿا پیو ثـػًؼ. 

رلؼ ثَ چبپ اّل ؿمیؼ ّ ػؿ مبل ُبی ثٞؼ  6111یجب ثَ تٞؼاػ ت٪ـ 6721ػؿ کل ػؿ ؿًّؼ چبپ هيکلی ًؼاىتین. کتبة ػؿ مبل 

 ثَ چبپ ػّم ًیق ؿمیؼ.

 ضوي تؼکز اس ّقتی کَ تزای هصاحثَ گذاػتیذ، در پایاى اگز حزف ّ ًکتَ ی خاصی هذ ًظز ػواطت، تفزهاییذ. .31

 اهیؼّاؿم کَ کتبة ثـای ربهَٞ ه٦یؼ ّ کبؿثـػی ثبىؼ. عیلی هوٌْى اف ىوب ثبثت هَبصجَ، ه٨٥ْ ثبىیؼ. 
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 How dare the sun rise ?                  ((part two )قظوت دّم(خْرػیذ چطْر جزئت طلْع کزدى دارد؟

 

 

 

 

 

By Azarmidokht Mohamadi 

The chanting grew louder and closer. 

“God has given you to us. God has given you 

to us.” 

Suddenly there was a moment of stillness 

outside our tent. Maybe the men were leaving 

since it had started raining, I thought. There 

were just a few of us left in the tent, so 

perhaps they didn‟t care. They had killed 

everyone else. Maybe they were done. 

Then we noticed the sharp fumes of kerosene. 

It had not begun to rain, after all: The tent had 

been doused in kerosene. We continued to 

hide, paralyzed, until we heard some men 

come to the entrance of the tent. 

“Is anyone still here?” they called. “We‟ve 

come to rescue you.” At first we stayed quiet. 

And then I heard my mother say, “Have you 

ٍؼای هٌبربت ّ آّاف ثلٌؼتـ ّ ًقػیک تـ هی ىؼ."عؼا ىوب 

 غيیؼٍ". ؿّ ثَ هب ثغيیؼٍ. عؼا ىوب ؿّ ثَ هب ث

 

یَ ػ٥َٞ ثـای یَ لضَٚ ثیـّى اف چبػؿ مکْت ثـ٩ـاؿ ىؼ. 

ىبیؼ اف ٩ّتی کَ ثبؿّى ىـّٛ ثَ ثبؿیؼى کـػٍ اّى ُب ُن 

ؿ٥تَ اًؼ. ٥٪ٔ چٌؼ ٦ًـهْى تْی چبػؿ هًْؼٍ ثْػین، ىبیؼ ثَ 

عبٓـ ُویي ػیگَ ثـاىْى هِن ًجْػ. ُوَ ؿّ کيتَ ثْػًؼ. 

 ىبیؼ ػیگَ کبؿىْى توْم ىؼٍ ثْػ. 

 

ثٞؼ ثْی تٌؼ ٦ًت ؿّ صل کـػین. اٍلا ثبؿًّی ػؿ کبؿ 

ًجْػ: ؿّی چبػؿ ٦ًت ؿیغتَ ثْػى. ػّثبؿٍ ٩بین ىؼین، 

کـعت ىؼٍ ثْػین ، تب ایي کَ ٍؼای ّاؿػ ىؼى چي تب هـػ 

 ثَ چبػؿ ؿّ ىٌیؼین. 

 

ٍؼا فػى "ٌُْف کنی ایٌزب فًؼٍ امت؟ هب اّهؼین ًزبت 

کَ هبهبًن گ٦ت تْى ثؼین" اّل مبکت ثْػین . ثٞؼه ىٌیؼم 

 "ىوب ّا٩ٞب اّهؼیؼ ثِوْى کوک کٌیؼ ؟" 
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really come to help us?” 

I had a panicked feeling. I didn‟t trust these 

men, even if they did speak our language. I 

had seen a lot of Jean-Claude Van Damme 

movies with my brothers—I knew that if 

these men were bad guys, they were not going 

to tell us. 

“Come outside,” the men said. “We will lead 

you to safety.” 

My mother seemed to believe them. I guess 

she felt she had no alternative but to trust 

them—what else could she do? Our tent 

would soon be in flames. 

“Follow me,” she said. She carried Deborah 

on her back and gripped the hands of my two 

young cousins on either side. My aunt 

crawled along beside her, somehow still 

conscious despite the loss of blood. I stayed a 

few steps behind, wary. I worried that Mom 

was being too trusting. 

It was pitch black. I extended my arms to feel 

my way through the narrow “hallway” of the 

tent. I held on to the thick logs that propped 

up the tent, telling myself that each log could 

bring me a step closer to freedom. The 

shadows of the men loomed in the doorway. I 

 

تـمیؼٍ ثْػم. ثب ایي کَ ثَ فثْى عْػهْى صـ٣ هی فػى 

ّلی ثِيْى اٝتوبػ ًؼاىتن . عیلی اف ٥یلن ُبی ژاى کلْػ ّى 

هی ػًّنتن کَ اگَ ایٌب آػهبی  -ػاهَ ؿّ ثب ػاػاىن ػیؼٍ ثْػین

 ثؼی ثبىٌؼ ثِوْى ًوی گي. 

 

 بییؼ ثیـّى هب هی ثـیوتْى یَ ربی اهي((. اًّب گ٦تٌؼ: ))ثی

ثَ ًٚـ هی اّهؼ هبهبًن صـ٥يْى ؿّ ثبّؿ کـػٍ. صل کـػم 

هگَ کبؿ  -چبؿٍ ی ػیگَ ای رق اٝتوبػ کـػى ثَ اًّب ًؼاؿٍ

ػیگَ ای ُن ثْػ کَ ثتًَْ ثکٌَ؟ عیلی فّػ چبػؿهْى آتیو 

 هی گـ٥ت. 

 

ْػ ّ گ٦ت: )) ػًجبلن ثیبیؼ(( ػثْؿا ؿّ ؿّی پيتو گؾاىتَ ث

ػمت ػّ تب ػعتـ عبلَ ی کْچیکن ؿّ ُن ػّ ٓـ٥و م٦ت 

چنپیؼٍ ثْػ. عبلَ ام چِبؿ ػمت ّ پب کٌبؿه ؿاٍ هی اّهؼ 

ثب ایي کَ افه عْى ؿ٥تَ ثْػ ّلی ٌُْف ُن ثَ ُْه ثْػ ثب 

اصتیبٓ چي ٩ؼم ٝ٪ت تـ ّاینبػٍ ثْػم ًگـاى ایي ثْػم کَ 

 هبهبى فیبػی ثِيْى اٝتوبػ کـػٍ. 

 

. ػمتبهْ ػؿاف کـػم کَ ؿاُوْ تْی عیلی تبؿیک ثْػ

ؿاُـّی ثبؿیک چبػؿ پیؼا کٌن . تیـُبی چْثی ّغیوی کَ 

متْى چبػؿ ثْػًؼ ؿّ گـ٥تَ ثْػم . ثَ عْػم هی گ٦تن کَ ُـ 

تیـ هٌْ  ثَ آفاػی ًقػیک تـ هی کٌَ. مبیَ ی هـػُب تْی 

ؿاُـّ ؿّ هی ىؼ ػیؼ. یک ٍؼایی تْی مـم هی ىٌیؼم کَ 

ّاینب . اهب ثبیؼ پیو هبهبًن هی هی گ٦ت : ًـّ . ٝ٪ت 
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heard a voice in my head saying: Don‟t go. 

Stay back. But I needed to stick with my 

mother, even if I doubted the intentions of 

those men. I couldn‟t leave Mom. We had to 

stay together.  

Still, I remained a few feet back, as the 

hallway wasn‟t wide enough for all six of us. 

Mom came to a stop at the door of the tent. 

She stood there, waiting to be saved, as 

promised. I was finally close enough to see 

the faces of the men who said they would 

deliver us from this hell. Their eyes glowed in 

the fiery light, their backs to the flames.  

They looked young, perhaps in their twenties. 

I began to feel a sense of relief: Maybe they 

really would help us, after all. They wore 

camouflage pants and hats, military-style 

clothes. I could see their shoulders bulging 

from their tank tops, shining with sweat. One 

of the men carried a giant roll of bullets, like 

you‟d see in action movies. The other carried 

a machine gun. They looked at us. 

“Bashiriremo!” one of them barked. “Shoot 

them!” 

 

 

هًْؼم، صتی اگَ ثَ ًیت اًّب ىک ػاىتن. ًوی تًْنتن 

 هبهبًوْ ّل کٌن. ٌُْف ُن ثبیؼ کٌبؿ ُن هی هًْؼین. 

 

 

چْى ؿاُـّ ربی ُـ ىو تبهْى ؿّ ًؼاىت یَ چي ٩ؼهی 

 ٝ٪ت تـ ّاینبػم. 

هبهبى ػم ػؿ چبػؿ ّاینبػ. ّاینبػ اًّزب هٌتٚـ ایي کَ 

ُوْى ْٓؿی کَ ثِو ٩ْل ػاػٍ ثْػًؼ. ًزبتو ثؼٌُؼ 

ثبلاعـٍ ثَ اًؼافٍ ای ًقػیک ىؼٍ ثْػم کَ ٩یب٥َ ی اًّبیی 

کَ گ٦تَ ثْػًؼ هب ؿّ افایي رٌِن هی ثـى ، ثجیٌن. چيبىْى 

 تْی ًْؿ آتیو ثـ٧ هی فػ، پيتيْى ثَ ىٞلَ ُب ثْػ. 

 

رّْى ثَ ًٚـ هی اًّؼى ىبیؼ تْ ػّؿٍ ی ثینت مبلگی 

صتی هی کـػم. ىبیؼ ُن ّا٩ٞب ىْى. کن کن اصنبك ؿا

٩َؼىْى کوک ثْػ. ىلْاؿای پلٌگی ّ کلاٍ ػاىتٌؼ، 

ُوًْزْؿی کَ ًٚبهی ُب لجبك هی پْىي. هی تًْنتن ىًَْ 

ُبی ٩لوجَ ىْى کَ اف تبپ ُبی اؿتيی ىْى ثیـّى فػٍ 

ثْػ ثجیٌن ػًَّ ُبی ٝـ٧ ؿّىْى ثـ٧ هی فػ. یکی ىْى 

٥یلن ُبی یَ ٝبلوَ ٥يٌگ ؿّ ؿّ ػّىو هی آّؿػ، هخل 

 اکيي.یکی ػیگَ ىْى ُن هنلنل ػاىت. 

 

 Bashiriremoیکی ىْى ػاػ فػ  ثِوْى ًگبٍ هی کـػى

 ثِيْى ىلیک کٌیؼ! 
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Suddenly, I saw sparks—bright blasts of 

gunfire—hitting my mother. They looked like 

fireworks. The bullets went into her belly, and 

she crumpled. She was still carrying my sister 

on her back. I turned around and ran inside 

the tent. 

I didn‟t want to leave my mom—children are 

supposed to run toward their mothers for 

protection, not away from them. But I had 

seen the sparks. I knew that I had to hide. 

With my arms stretched wide to feel my way 

through the hallway, careful not to run into 

the logs, I stumbled back to my mattress 

refuge. I kept seeing sparks fly in front of me. 

A future as an orphan flashed before my eyes. 

I prayed to God. “If you keep my parents 

alive, I will be good,” I promised. At the same 

time, I knew my mother had just been gunned 

down. She must be dead. Deborah must be 

dead too. My little six-year-old sister, gone. 

That beautiful girl who brushed the sand from 

my skin after my secret swims in the lake. 

Gone. I couldn‟t accept the thought of it. She 

and my mother could not leave me. They 

simply couldn‟t. I kept praying. I begged God 

to please let us all survive. 

 

عْؿػى _یک ػ٥َٞ ثـ٧ گلْلَ ای کَ ىلیک هی ىؼ ؿّ ػیؼم

ثَ هبػؿم. هخل آتیو ثبفی ثْػ. گلْلَ ُب ثَ ىکوو عْؿػًؼ، 

ػّلا ىؼ.ٌُْف عْاُـم ؿّ ؿّی کْلو هی آّؿػ. ثـگيتن ّ 

 ػّییؼم ؿ٥تن تْی چبػؿ. 

 

ًوی عْامتن هبهبًوْ ّل کٌن ، ثچَ ُب ُویيَ هی ػًّؼ 

موت هبهبًيْى کَ هـا٩جو ثبىٌؼ، ًَ ایي کَ افىْى ػّؿ 

ّ ػیؼم. هی ػًّنتن کَ ثبیؼ ٩بین ؿ ثيي.اهب هي ثـ٧ گلْلَ 

ثين . ػمتبهْ ػؿاف کـػٍ ثْػم کَ ؿاُوْ تْی ؿاُـّ پیؼا 

کٌن . صْامن ثَ ایي ثْػ کَ ثَ کٌؼٍ ُبی ػؿعت ًغْؿم. 

عْػهْ اًؼاعتن ؿّ تيکن ثِو پٌبٍ آّؿػم ًْؿتـکو گلْلَ 

کَ ثبلای مـم پـّاف هی کـػًؼ ؿّ هی ػیؼم. آیٌؼٍ ام ثَ 

 ْی چيبم اّهؼ. ٌْٝاى یَ ثچَ یتین رل

 

ثَ ػؿگبٍ عؼا ػٝب کـػم . اگَ هبهبى ّ ثبثبهْ فًؼٍ ًگَ 

ػاؿی، آػم عْثی هی ىن. ٩ْل هی ػُن . ُوْى ه٩ْٜ هی 

ػًّنتن کَ ُویي الاى ثَ هبهبًن تیـاًؼافی کـػٍ اًؼ. ثبیؼ 

هـػٍ ثبىَ ، ػثْؿام ثبیؼ هـػٍ ثبىَ .عْاُـ کْچْلْی ىو 

یيَ ىي ُب ؿّ اف ؿّ مبلَ ام ، هـػٍ . ػعتـ ٩يٌگی کَ ُو

ثؼًن ثٞؼ آة تٌیِ یْاىکی تْ ػؿیبچَ پبک هی کـػ، هـػٍ 

ثْػ. ًوی تًْنتن ٥کـىْ ثبّؿ کٌن. اّى ّ هبهبًن هٌْ ّل 

کـػٍ ثْػى. ثَ ایي ؿاصتی ًوی تًْنتي هٌْ ّل کٌي. ػٝب 

 هی کـػم. ثَ عؼا التوبك هی کـػم کَ ل٦ٖب ًزبتيْى ثؼٍ. 
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“I‟ll never tell a lie,” I said. “I‟ll always do 

what my mom tells me.” 

Then I blacked out. 

I awoke when something hot hit my leg. A 

fiery piece of tent had fallen from above and 

burned through the mattress, scorching my 

skin. The tent was in flames. Everything was 

melting around me. I saw men stealing things 

from our suitcases, grabbing whatever they 

could. They didn‟t notice me. 

I felt like I was in a movie scene—a ten-year-

old girl sitting in the center of the frame, 

while war raged around her. 

The men left, and I called for my mother. I 

called and called in the dark. 

“Mom! Mom!” I knew my mom would never 

abandon me. But I knew what I had seen, the 

sparks that sent her to the ground. 

The smoke began to choke me, and I needed 

to run. I managed to crash my way through 

the burning debris of the tent. I emerged in 

the decimated camp, standing for a moment, 

frozen. Limbs, bones, and bloody bodies lay 

everywhere. 

 

گن ُـ کبؿی کَ هبهبًن گ٦تن، ػیگَ ُیچ ٩ّت ػؿّٟ ًوی 

 ثگَ ؿّ اًزبم هی ػم.ثٞؼ اف ُْه ؿ٥تن. 

 

٩ّتی ثیؼاؿ ىؼم کَ یَ چیق گـهی عْؿػ ثَ پبم. یَ تیکَ اف 

چبػؿ اف ثبلا ا٥تبػٍ ثْػ ّ تيک ؿّ مْفًّؼٍ ثْػ، پْمتن هی 

مْعت . ىٞلَ ُبی آتیو چبػؿ ؿّ گـ٥تَ ثْػًؼ.ُـ چی کَ 

اف کی٦بهْى  ػّؿ ثـم ثْػ مْعتَ ثْػ. هی ػیؼم کَ هـػا

ػفػی هی کٌي، ُـ چی ؿّ هی تًْنتي هی ٩بپیؼى. 

 صْاميْى ثَ هٌن ًجْػ.

 

صل کـػم ّمٔ یَ مکبًل اف ٥یلون. یَ ػعتـ ثچَ ی ػٍ 

مبلَ کَ ّمٔ ٩بة ًينتَ ، اًّن ٩ّتی کَ رٌگ اف ُوَ 

 ٓـ٣ ؿّمـه عـاة ىؼٍ . 

هـػا ؿ٥تَ ثْػى، هي هبػؿم ؿّ ٍؼا هی کـػم. تْی 

 م. تبؿیکی ُی ٍؼا فػ

هبهبى !هبهبى هی ػًّن کَ هبهبًن ُیچ ٩ّت هٌْ ّل ًوی کٌَ 

 اًّْ ً٪و فهیي کـػى.  . اهب هی ػًّن چی ػیؼم ،گلْلَ ُب

 

ػّػ ىـّٛ کـػ ٦ًنوْ گـ٥تي ، ثبیؼ هی ػّییؼم . ه٨٥ْ ىؼم 

ؿاُوْ اف تْی ثب٩ی هًْؼٍ ُبی چبػؿ کَ هی مْعتٌؼ پیؼا 

ل ٝبم ىؼٍ کٌن. عْػهْ تْ اؿػّگبُی هی ػیؼم کَ تْه ٩ت

ثْػ، ّامَ یَ لضَٚ هٌزوؼ ىؼم ّ ُوْى ْٓؿی ّاینبػم. 

 ػمت ّ پب، امتغّْى ّ رنؼای عًْی ُوَ رب ا٥تبػٍ ثْػى.
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I smelled burning flesh. I saw men with guns, 

machetes, torches. They were marching 

around the camp, looking for survivors to kill. 

They slashed my people with their machetes. 

They set my people on fire. They shot my 

people in the head. Tents were ablaze. A man 

was being burned alive across the camp, 

screaming in agony on his knees.  

I learned later that he was a beloved pastor 

who had led the prayers in the camp every 

morning before the sun rose. I had listened to 

him preach while sitting on the damp, dewy 

grass with my mom and little sister. On chilly 

mornings, I would curl up close to Mom, 

snuggling beneath her cotton wrap while the 

pastor led us in prayer, and Deborah would 

sleep in Mom‟s lap. Now this man was on 

fire. 

People fled for a nearby farm. But before I 

could run, a man grabbed me by the shirt. He 

looked at me and I looked at him. 

“Mbabarira,” I said. “Forgive me.” 

I don‟t know why I said it. I suppose at ten 

years old, I thought I must have done 

something terribly wrong to bring on such 

wrath. My parents had always taught me to be 

polite and to apologize when I did something 

، اّهؼ. هـػایی ؿّ هی ػیؼم کَ ت٦ٌگثْی رنؼ مْعتَ هی 

٩وَ ّ چـاٟ ٩ٍْ ػاىتٌؼ. ػّؿ اؿػّگبٍ ؿژٍ هی ؿ٥تي، ػًجبل 

هـػم ٩جیلَ فًؼٍ ُب هی گيتي کَ ثکيٌيْى. ثب چب٩ُْبىْى 

ؿّ تیکَ پبؿٍ کـػٍ ثْػى. اّى ُب هـػم ٩جیلَ ام ؿّ آتیو 

فػًؼ ثِيْى ىلیک کـػى. چبػؿُب هی مْعتي. یَ هـػ 

، ؿّی ّگبٍ فًؼٍ فًؼٍ تْی آتیو هی مْعتّمٔ اؿػ

 فاًُْبه ًينتَ ثْػ ّ اف ٝؾاة ری٠ هی فػ. 

 

ثٞؼ ٥ِویؼم کَ ُوْى کيیو ػّمت ػاىتٌی ُنت کَ ُـ 

ٍجش ٩جل اف ٓلْٛ آ٥تبة هٌبربت هی عًَْ. ٩ّتی کَ ؿّی 

چوي ُبی عیل ثب هبهبًن ّ عْاُـم هی ًينتین ثَ هَْٝٚ 

ُبه گْه هی ػاػم. ٍجش ُبی مـػ، ٩ّتی کَ کيیو 

ثـاهْى هٌبربت هی عًْؼ، ًقػیک هبهبى چوجبتوَ هی فػم 

روٜ هی ىؼم ػثْؿا ُن ؿّی ػاهي  ّ فیـ لجبك کتًْیو

 هبهبى هی عْاثیؼ. صبلا ایي هـػ ػاىت هی مْعت. 

 

هـػم ثَ هقؿَٝ کٌبؿی ٥ـاؿ هی کـػًؼ. اهب ٩جل اف ایي کَ 

ثتًْن ثؼّّم یَ هـػ پیـٌُوْ گـ٥ت . ثِن ًگبٍ کـػ، ثِو 

 هٌْ ثجغو .   mbabariraًگبٍ کـػم  گ٦تن،

 

ًوی ػًّن چـا ایٌْ گ٦تن . گوًْن تْ مي ػٍ مبلگی ثبیؼ کبؿ 

ّصيتٌبکی کـػٍ ثبىن کَ ثبٝج ثين کنی ایي ٩ؼؿ َٝجبًی 

ثيَ هبهبى ّ ثبثبم ُویيَ ثِن هی گ٦تي ثبیؼ هْػة ثبىن ّ 

٩ّتی کبؿ اىتجبُی  کـػم ٝؾؿ ثغْاُن . هـػ املضَ اه ؿّ 

 ثَ موت مـم ًيًَْ ؿ٥ت. 
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wrong. The man pointed a gun to my head. 

I felt the metal barrel on my temple. I waited 

for the blast. In that moment, I thought it was 

all over.  

“Good-bye, life,” I said. 

ام اصنبك کـػم. هٌتٚـ ىلیک  لْلَ املضَ ؿّ ؿّی ى٪ی٪َ

 ثْػم . اّى لضَٚ ٥کـ کـػم ُوَ چیق توْم ىؼٍ.

 گ٦تن: عؼاصب٥٘ فًؼگی
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A Poison tree 

 

By Sara Dahesh 

 

A Poison Tree 

William Blake - 1757-1827 

 یک ػؿعت موی

 6313ـ 6113ّیلیبم ثلیک ؛ 

I was angry with my friend: 

I told my wrath, my wrath did end. 

I was angry with my foe: 

I told it not, my wrath did grow. 

 :اف ػّمتن َٝجبًی ىؼم

 .١ْت عْػ ؿا اثـاف کـػم، عين هي هُـػ ّ ثَ اًتِب ؿمیؼ

 :اف ػىوٌن َٝجبًی ىؼم

 .ًگَ ػاىتن، ّ ػؿ ُوبى رب ؿّییؼ ١ْجن ؿا ػؿ ػل

And I watered it in fears 

Night and morning with my tears, 

And I sunned it with smiles 

And with soft deceitful wiles. 

  ّ هي آى ؿا ىت ّ ؿّف ثب اىک ُبین

 ػؿ ثین ّ ُـاك میـاة کـػم،

 ّ ثب لجغٌؼ ٥ـیت آهیقم

 ّ ثب عؼَٝ ّ ًیـًگ

And it grew both day and night, 

Till it bore an apple bright, 

And my foe beheld it shine, 

And he knew that it was mine,-- 

  ثَ آى ًْؿ ثغيیؼم

 ّ ىت ّ ؿّف ػؿ ّرْػ هي ؿىؼ کـػ،

 تب فهبًی کَ یک میت ػؿعيبى ثَ ثبؿ آّؿػ،

 ػىوٌن ػؿعيو آى ؿا ػیؼ،

 --ّ هی ػاًنت کَ اف آى هي امت، 

And into my garden stole 

When the night had veiled the pole; 

In the morning, glad, I see 

My foe outstretched beneath the tree. 

 ٩ّتی کَ ىت ثـ متبؿٍ ی ٩ٖجی پـػٍ اًؼاعتَ ثْػ،

 ػىوٌن ثَ ثبٟ هي ػمتجـػ فػ ّ آى میت ؿا ؿثْػ؛

 ٍجش ىؼٍ امت، ّ هي ثب عْىضبلی هی ثیٌن

 .کَ اّ ػؿ فیـ آى ػؿعت ػؿاف کيیؼٍ ّ ربى مپـػٍ امت 

 

https://poets.org/poet/william-blake
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My mistress' eyes are nothing like the sun 

By SHaghayegh GHafari 

William Shakespeare (bapt.26 April 1564-23 April 1616) was an English poet, playwright, and 

actor, widely regarded as the greatest writer in the English language and the world's greatest 

dramatist. He is often called England's national poet and the BARD OF AVON. His extant works 

including collaborations, consist of some 39 plays, 154 sonnets, two long narrative poems, and a 

few other verses some of uncertain authorship. His plays have been translated into every major 

living language and are performed more often than those of any other playwright. 

 

My mistress' eyes are nothing like the sun  

by William Shakespeare 

 عْؿىیؼ ًینت چيوبى یبؿم ثَ اًؼافٍ ی فیجبیی

 ّیلیبى ىکنپیـ

My mistress' eyes are nothing like the sun   اگـچَ فیجبیی چيوبى یابؿم ثاَ اًاؼافٍ ی فیجابیی عْؿىایؼ

 ًینت

Coral is far more red than her lip's red  ٍؿًااگ لاات ُاابیو ُوبًٌااؼ مااـعی هـراابى ػلـثااب ّ ٥ـیجٌااؼ

 ًینت 

If snow be white , why then her breasts are 

dun 

ّ ؿًگ میٌَ ُابی هٞيا٪ْم رلاٍْ ای پابک ّ ثاـا٧ ُوبًٌاؼ 

 ػؿعيو هـّاؿیؼ ػؿّى ٍؼ٣ ًؼاؿػ 

If hairs be wires , black wires grow on her 

head 

گـگینْاى یبؿم ُوچْى ؿىتَ ُبیی میویي ػؿًٚاـم ثبىاؼ 

  پل ؿىتَ ُبیی میویي گْى ثـ ؿّی مـه ؿّییؼٍ امت 

I have seen roses damasked red and white 

but no such roses see I in her cheeks  

ؿفُبی م٦یؼ ّ ٩ـهق ؿّییؼٍ اف گلؼاى ُبی گلؼاؿ ثنایبؿی 

 ػیؼٍ ام اهب ػؿی٠ اف ؿّیو ؿفی اف گًَْ ُبی یبؿم 

And in some perfumes is there more delight 

than in the breath that from my mistress 

reeks  

امتيااوبم ٖٝااـ ٦ًاال یاابؿم ثااَ عْىاای ثْییااؼى ٖٝـُاابی 

 ػیگـ ًینت 

I love to hear her speak , yet well I know 

that music hath a far more pleasing sound  

ثب ایي صبل کَ هیؼاًن آّاُابی ُاـ هْمای٪ی  ػیگاـی گاْه 

ًااْاف تااـ ّ ػلٌياایي تااـ ػؿ ًٚااـم هاای ایٌااؼ اهااب هااي ٝبىاا٨ 

 ى آّاُبی ثَ گْه ؿمیؼٍ اف ٍؼای ػلجـم ُنتن ىٌیؼ
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I grant I never saw a goddess go my 

mistress' when she walks treads on the 

ground 

ُیچگبٍ الَِ ای آموبًی ؿا ػؿ ًٚـم ًیاب٥تن اهاب ٌُگابم ٩اؼم 

 ثـػاىتي هٞي٩ْن گْیی کَ اًگبؿ اّ ؿا ایي گًَْ هیجیٌن 

And yet, by heaven I think my love as rare. 

as any she belied with false compare  

ثب ایي ُوَ صال ثاْػى ػؿ ثِيات ؿا ػؿ عاْػ های ًگاـم ّ 

ه٪بینااَ ُـکناای ثااب راابى ػل ّ ٝقیااق ٩لااجن ؿا اىااتجبٍ هاای 

 پٌؼاؿم چـا کَ اّ تک ّ ثی ُوتبمت 

 

Summary of this poem  

The speaker describes the eyes of the woman he loves, nothing that they are not like the sun. He 

then compares the color of her lips to that of coral that her lips are much less red. Next he 

compares her breasts to the whiteness of snow. He suggests that his lover's hair is like black 

wires. Then he notes that his lover's cheeks lack such colors like rosy pink .He then notes that 

some perfumes smell better than the breath his wife exhales. He loves to listen to her talk but he 

understand that music sounds better. Though the speaker has never seen a goddess move he is 

still sure that his lover moves like an ordinary person. To sum up the speaker swears the woman 

he loves is as unique, as special and beautiful. 
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The story of an hour 

By Ahdieh Saleh 

The story of an hour 

Kate Chopin (1894) 

 یک طاػتداطتاى 

 (6124کیت چْپیي )

Knowing that Mrs. Mallard was afflicted with 

a heart trouble, great care was taken to break 

to her as gently as possible the news of her 

husband's death. 

It was her sister Josephine who told her, in 

broken sentences; veiled hints that revealed in 

half concealing. Her husband's friend 

Richards was there, too, near her. It was he 

who had been in the newspaper office when 

intelligence of the railroad disaster was 

received, with Brently Mallard's name leading 

the list of "killed." He had only taken the time 

to assure himself of its truth by a second 

telegram, and had hastened to forestall any 

less careful, less tender friend in bearing the 

sad message. 

She did not hear the story as many women 

have heard the same, with a paralyzed 

inability to accept its significance. She wept 

at once, with sudden, wild abandonment, in 

her sister's arms. When the storm of grief had 

اف آًزبیی کَ عبًن هبلاؿػ اف یک هيکل ٩لجی ؿًذ هیجـػ، 

ثنیبؿ تْرَ ىؼ کَ عجـ ٥ْت ُونـه ؿا ثَ آُنتَ تـیي 

 ىکل هوکي ثَ اّ ثگْیٌؼ.

 

ْف٥یي عْاُـه ثْػ کَ ثب رولاتی ػمت ّ پب ىکنتَ ایي ر

عجـ ؿا ثَ اّ ػاػ ثَ ْٓؿی کَ ًیوی اف هبرـا ػؿ ل٦ب٥َ هبًؼ. 

ؿیچبلؼ ػّمت ُونـه ًیق ػؿ ُوبًزب صْْؿ ػاىت. اّ 

ُوبى کنی ثْػ کَ ٩ّتی عجـ صبػحَ ًبگْاؿ ؿاٍ آُي، ثب امن 

ثـًتلی هبلاؿػ ػؿ اثتؼای لینت "کيتَ ىؼگبى" ؿمیؼ ػؿ 

ؿّفًبهَ صْْؿ ػاىت. اّ ثلا٥بٍلَ ثب تلگـا٣ ػّم  ػ٥تـ

اف ٍضت عجـ آگبٍ ىؼ، ّ ىتب٥ت تب ًب٩ل عجـ ًبؿاصت کٌٌؼٍ 

 ی ثی اُویت ّ ثی ػ٩ت ػؿ هْؿػ ػّمتو ًجبىؼ.

 

 

ّ ثـای  ٩َٞ ؿا ثَ ػ٥ٞبت ػیگـ فًبى ًيٌیؼعبًن هبلاؿػ ّا

٩جْل ایي عجـ هِن ثی صل ّ ًبتْاى ىؼ. ثَ یک ثبف ىـّٛ 

ػ ّ ثَ ْٓؿ عيًْت آهیقی ػف ػمتبى عْاُـه ثَ گـیَ کـ

ؿُب ىؼ. ٌُگبهی کَ ٥ْٓبى مْگ ّ اًؼٍّ گؾىت ثَ تٌغبیی 

 ثَ موت اتب٩و ؿّاًَ ىؼ. ُیچ کنی ثَ ػًجبلو ًـ٥ت.
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spent itself she went away to her room alone. 

She would have no one follow her. 

There stood, facing the open window, a 

comfortable, roomy armchair. Into this she 

sank, pressed down by a physical exhaustion 

that haunted her body and seemed to reach 

into her soul. 

She could see in the open square before her 

house the tops of trees that were all aquiver 

with the new spring life. The delicious breath 

of rain was in the air. In the street below a 

peddler was crying his wares. The notes of a 

distant song which someone was singing 

reached her faintly, and countless sparrows 

were twittering in the eaves. 

There were patches of blue sky showing here 

and there through the clouds that had met and 

piled one above the other in the west facing 

her window. 

She sat with her head thrown back upon the 

cushion of the chair, quite motionless, except 

when a sob came up into her throat and shook 

her, as a child who has cried itself to sleep 

continues to sob in its dreams. 

She was young, with a fair, calm face, whose 

lines bespoke repression and even a certain 

 

 

ػؿ اتب٧ ه٪بثل پٌزـٍ ای ثبف ّ یک ٌٍؼلی ػمتَ ػاؿ ؿاصت 

اینتبػ. عبًن هبلاؿػ ػؿّى آى ٌٍؼلی عْػ ؿا روٜ کـػ ّ 

کَ توبم ثؼًو ؿا ٥ـا گـ٥تَ ثْػ ٥ـّ ؿ٥ت ثب عنتگی رنوی 

 ّ ثَ ًٚـ هیـمیؼ ایي عنتگی ثَ ؿّصو ًیق ؿمیؼٍ امت.

 

هیتْاًنت اف هـثٜ ثبف ؿّثـّیو ًْک ػؿعتبًی ؿا ثجیٌؼ کَ 

ثب فًؼگی ثِبؿی رؼیؼ تکبى هیغْؿػًؼ. ٖٝـ هنـت ثغو 

ثبؿاى ػؿ ُْا هیپیچیؼ. ػؿ عیبثبى پبییي یک ػمت٦ـّه 

ػ. ٍؼای هْمی٪ی ّٞی٦ی کَ کنی ارٌبمو ؿا صول هیکـ

ػؿ ػّؿ ػمت هیٌْاعت ثَ گْىو هیـمیؼ، ّ ُویٌْٖؿ 

ٍؼای ریک ریک پـًؼگبى ثیيوبؿی کَ لجَ ی ثبم ُب آّاف 

 هیغْاًؼًؼ.

 

تکَ ُبیی اف آموبى آثی ػؿ هیبى اثـُبیی کَ ثَ ُن 

هیـمیؼًؼ ّ ػؿ موت چپ پٌزـٍ اه تْػٍ هیيؼًؼ ایٌزب ّ 

 آًزب ًوبیبى ثْػ.

 

لی کَ مـه ؿا ثَ ثبلای کْمي ٌٍؼلی تکیَ ػاػٍ ػؿ صب 

ثْػ، آؿام ّ ثی صـکت ًينتَ ثْػ، ثَ رق ٩ّت ُبیی کَ 

ث٢ِ ثَ گلْیو هیـمیؼ ّ تکبًو هیؼاػ، ُوچْى ثچَ ای 

 کَ ثب گـیَ هیغْاثؼ ّ ػؿ عْاثو ًیق ٨ُ ٨ُ هیکٌؼ.

 

رْاى ثْػ، ثب چِـٍ ای فیجب ّ آؿام، ّ عْٖٓی کَ ًيبًگـ 

ی عبً ثْػ. اهب اکٌْى ًگبُی هتبحـ مـکْة ّ صتی ٩ؼؿت
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strength. But now there was a dull stare in her 

eyes, whose gaze was fixed away off yonder 

on one of those patches of blue sky. It was not 

a glance of reflection, but rather indicated a 

suspension of intelligent thought. 

There was something coming to her and she 

was waiting for it, fearfully. What was it? She 

did not know; it was too subtle and elusive to 

name. But she felt it, creeping out of the sky, 

reaching toward her through the sounds, the 

scents, the color that filled the air. 

Now her bosom rose and fell tumultuously. 

She was beginning to recognize this thing that 

was approaching to possess her, and she was 

striving to beat it back with her will--as 

powerless as her two white slender hands 

would have been. When she abandoned 

herself a little whispered word escaped her 

slightly parted lips. She said it over and over 

under the breath: "free, free, free!" The vacant 

stare and the look of terror that had followed 

it went from her eyes. They stayed keen and 

bright. Her pulses beat fast, and the coursing 

blood warmed and relaxed every inch of her 

body. 

She did not stop to ask if it were or were not a 

monstrous joy that held her. A clear and 

ػؿ چيوبًو ثْػ، کَ عیـٍ ثَ آاًنْی یکی اف تْػٍ ُبی اثـ 

ػؿ آموبى آثی ىؼٍ ثْػ. ًگبُی ُْىوٌؼاًَ ًجْػ، ثلکَ ثیيتـ 

 ًگبُی مـػؿگن اف ا٥کبؿ هت٦کـاًَ ثْػ.

 

چیقی ثَ مْیو هی آهؼ ّ اّ ثب ػلِـٍ ػؿ اًتٚبؿه ثْػ. چَ 

هجِن ّ ػىْاؿتـ اف آى ثْػ کَ  چیقی ثْػ؟ ًویؼاًنت، ثنیبؿ

ثتْاى ًبم ثـػ. اهب اّ صنو هی کـػ، اف آموبى ثَ ثیـّى 

عقیؼ، ثب ٍؼاُب، ٖٝـُب، ؿًگِبی پـ ىؼٍ ػؿ ُْا ثَ ا٥کبؿ 

 اّ هیـمیؼ.

 

آ١ْىو پـ گل ّ پـ آىْة ىؼ. ىـّٛ ثَ ػؿک ایي چیقی 

کـػ کَ ثـای تَبصجو ثَ موتو ؿّاًَ هیيؼ، ّ اّ ثب توبم 

ثب ُوَ ی –یکـػ کَ آى ؿا ثَ ٝ٪ت ثـاًؼ هیلو تلاه ه

٦ّٞی کَ ػّ ػمت ثبؿیک م٦یؼه هیتْاًنتٌؼ. ٩ّتی کَ 

عْػ ؿا ؿُب کـػ کوی ًزْایی اف کلوبت اف ُن گنیغتَ اف 

لجبًو ثیـّى ؿهیؼ. فیـ لت پيت مـ ُن هیگ٦ت: 

>>آفاػی، آفاػی، آفاػی!<< ًگبُی پْچ ّ ٗبُـ 

وبًو ؿ٥ت. ُّيتٌبکی کَ اّ ؿا ٥ـا گـ٥تَ ثْػ اف چي

چيوبًو ًب٥ؾ ّ ػؿعيبى ثْػ. ّـثبى ٩لجو ثَ تٌؼی فػ، ّ 

 رـیبى عْى ؽؿٍ ثَ ؽؿٍ ثؼًو ؿا گـم ّ آؿام کـػ.

 

 

ٍجـ ًکـػ تب اف عْػ ثپـمؼ آیب ایي یک ىبػی ٝٚین ثْػ کَ 

اّ ؿا ٥ـا هیگـ٥ت یب ًَ. ثیٌيی فلال ّ ٝبلی اّ ؿا ٩بػؿ 

مبعت تب چٌیي تَْؿی ؿا ًبچیق ثيوبؿػ. هیؼاًنت کَ 

ػّثبؿٍ ثب ػیؼى ػمتبى هِـثبى ّ ًْافىگـ کَ ثـای هـػى 
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exalted perception enabled her to dismiss the 

suggestion as trivial. She knew that she would 

weep again when she saw the kind, tender 

hands folded in death; the face that had never 

looked save with love upon her, fixed and 

gray and dead. But she saw beyond that bitter 

moment a long procession of years to come 

that would belong to her absolutely. And she 

opened and spread her arms out to them in 

welcome. 

There would be no one to live for during 

those coming years; she would live for 

herself. There would be no powerful will 

bending hers in that blind persistence with 

which men and women believe they have a 

right to impose a private will upon a fellow-

creature. A kind intention or a cruel intention 

made the act seem no less a crime as she 

looked upon it in that brief moment of 

illumination. 

And yet she had loved him--sometimes. Often 

she had not. What did it matter! What could 

love, the unsolved mystery, count for in the 

face of this possession of self-assertion which 

she suddenly recognized as the strongest 

impulse of her being! 

"Free! Body and soul free!" she kept 

ػؿ ُن ر٦تٌؼ، چِـٍ ثی صـکت ّ عبکنتی ؿًگ ّ هـػٍ ای 

گْیی ُیچ ٩ّت ٝي٪ی ػؿ عْػ ًؼاىتٌؼ، گـیَ عْاُؼ کَ 

کـػ. اهب اّ ّؿای آى لضٚبت ؿًذ آّؿ مبلِبی ْٓلاًی پیو 

ؿّ ؿا ػیؼ کَ تٌِب ثَ عْػ اّ تٞل٨ ػاىت. ّ آ١ْىو ؿا 

 ثـای عْه آهؼ گْیی ثَ آًِب گيْػ.

 

 

ػؿ مبل ُبی آتی ُیچ کنی ًغْاُؼ ثْػ کَ ثـایو فًؼگی 

گی هیکـػ. ثب ایٌکَ هـػاى ّ کٌؼ، هی ثبینت ثـا عْػه فًؼ

فًبى هٞت٪ؼًؼ ص٨ ػاؿًؼ توبیل ىغَیيبى ؿا ثَ 

ُوٌْٝبًيبى تضویل کٌٌؼ، ُیچ اؿاػٍ ٩ؼؿتوٌؼی اّ ؿا ػؿ 

امت٪بهت ثی پـّایو هٌضـ٣ ًویکـػ. ٩َؼی هِـثبى یب 

ٗبلوبًَ ثبٝج ىؼ کَ ػؿ آى لضٚبت ّاّش ؿّىٌگـ٩ّتی ثَ 

ًٚـه  آى ؿ٥تبؿ ًگـینت چیقی کوتـ اف یک گٌبٍ ثَ

 ًـمؼ.

 

ثْٞی ا٩ّبت. ا١لت  --ّ ٌُْف ُونـه ؿا ػّمت ػاىت

ًَ. چَ اىکبلی ػاىت! ٝي٨، ایي ًبهَ ًبگيْػٍ، ػؿ ه٪بثل 

ایي صل عْػ پنٌؼی کَ ًبگِبى آى ؿا هضکن تـیي اًگیقٍ 

 ّرْػیو یب٥ت، چَ اؿفىی هیتْاًنت ػاىتَ ثبىؼ!

 

 >>آفاػی! آفاػی رنن ّ ربى!<< ثَ ًزْا اػاهَ ػاػ.

 

یي پيت ػؿ ثنتَ فاًْ فػٍ ثْػ ػؿ صبلی کَ لجبًو رْف٥
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whispering. 

Josephine was kneeling before the closed 

door with her lips to the keyhole, imploring 

for admission. "Louise, open the door! I beg; 

open the door--you will make yourself ill. 

What are you doing, Louise? For heaven's 

sake open the door." 

"Go away. I am not making myself ill." No; 

she was drinking in a very elixir of life 

through that open window. 

Her fancy was running riot along those days 

ahead of her. Spring days, and summer days, 

and all sorts of days that would be her own. 

She breathed a quick prayer that life might be 

long. It was only yesterday she had thought 

with a shudder that life might be long. 

She arose at length and opened the door to her 

sister's importunities. There was a feverish 

triumph in her eyes, and she carried herself 

unwittingly like a goddess of Victory. She 

clasped her sister's waist, and together they 

descended the stairs. Richards stood waiting 

for them at the bottom. 

Someone was opening the front door with a 

latchkey. It was Brently Mallard who entered, 

a little travel-stained, composedly carrying his 

ؿّی مْؿاط ٦٩ل ػؿ ثْػ، هلتونبًَ اربفٍ ّؿّػ هیگـ٥ت. 

—>>لْیل، ػؿ ؿا ثبف کي! عْاُو هیکٌن، ػؿ ؿا ثبف کي

عْػت ؿا هـیِ هیکٌی. چَ کبؿ هیکٌی، لْیل؟ هضِ 

 ؿّبی عؼا ػؿ ؿا ثبف کي.<<

 

ؼى >>ػّؿ ىْ. هـیِ ًویيْم.<< ًَ، اّ ػؿ صبل ًْىی

 اکنیـ فًؼگبًی اف هیبى آى پٌزـٍ ی ثبف ثْػ.

 

ؿّیبُبیو ثب ىْؿه ػؿ ْٓل ؿّفُبی پیو ؿّ هیگؾىت. 

ؿّفُبی ثِبؿی، ّ تبثنتبًی، ّ ُوَ ی اا٩نبم ؿّفُبیی کَ 

هتٞل٨ ثَ عْػه عْاُؼ ثْػ. اف ٍوین ٩لت ػٝب کـػ کَ 

فًؼگی ْٓلاًی ثبىؼ. ُویي ػیـّف ثْػ کَ ٥کـ ایي کَ 

 ؼ اؿفٍ ثَ تٌو هی اًؼاعت.فًؼگی ْٓلاًی ثبى

 

اف ربیو ثـعبمت ّ ثنْی ػؿ ؿ٥ت ّ ػؿ ؿا ثـ ؿّی 

اٍـاؿُبی عْاُـه گيْػ. ػؿ چيوبًو پیـّفی 

ثی٪ـاؿی ّرْػ ػاىت، ّ ١ب٥لاًَ ُوچْى الَِ ی پیـّفی 

صـکت هیکـػ. ؿیچبلؼف ػؿ پبییي پلَ ُب هٌتٚـىبى اینتبػٍ 

 ثْػ.

 

 

ثـًتی هبلاؿػ ثْػ کنی ػؿة ّؿػی ؿا ثب کلیؼ ثبف هی کـػ. 

کَ کخی٤ ّ ثب گـػ ّ ١جبؿ م٦ـ، ػؿ صبلی کَ مبک ّ چتـه 

ػؿ ػمتو ثْػ، ّاؿػ ىؼ. اّ اف ٍضٌَ ی صبػحَ ػّؿ ثْػ، ّ 

صتی ًویؼاًنت آًزب چٌیي ات٦ب٩ی ؿط ػاػٍ امت. صیـت فػٍ 

ثَ گـیَ ثلٌؼ رْف٥یي عیـٍ هبًؼ. ػؿ ُوبى ٌُگبم ؿیچبلؼ ثَ 
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grip-sack and umbrella. He had been far from 

the scene of the accident, and did not even 

know there had been one. He stood amazed at 

Josephine's piercing cry; at Richards' quick 

motion to screen him from the view of his 

wife. 

When the doctors came they said she had died 

of heart disease--of the joy that kills. 

 ل ىْػ.مـٝت صـکت کـػ تب هبًٜ ػیؼ لْی

 

٩ّتی ػکتـُب آهؼًؼ گ٦تٌؼ کَ ُْ ػؿ احـ صولَ ٩لجی هـػٍ 

 اف ىبػی کَ هیکيؼ.–امت 
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MEN WITHOUT WOMEN: A SIMPLE ENQUIRY 

 

 

 

 

 

By Fatemeh Azad 

Men without Women: A Simple Enquiry  

By Ernest Hemingway 

 ک تاسجْیی طادٍی :هزداى تذّى سًاى

 اؿًنت ُویٌگْی 

 OUTSIDE, the snow was higher than the 

window. The sunlight came in through the 

window and shone on a map on the pine-

board wall of the hut. The sun was high and 

the light came in over the top of the snow. A 

trench had been cut along the open side of the 

hut, and each clear day the sun, shining on the 

wall, reflected heat against the snow and 

widened the trench. It was late March. The 

major sat at a table against the wall. His 

adjutant sat at another table.  

ثیـّى کلجَ، ثـ٣ تب ثبلای پٌزـٍ ثبؿیؼٍ ثْػ. ًْؿ عْؿىیؼ 

اف پٌزـٍ ثَ ػؿّى هی تبثیؼ ّ ثـ ً٪يَ ی ؿّی ػیْاؿ کلجَ 

 کَ اف چْة کبد مبعتَ ىؼٍ ثْػ، هی تبثیؼ. عْؿىیؼ ثبلا

آهؼٍ ثْػ ّ اف ثبلای ثـ٣ هی تبثیؼ. مٌگـی ػؿ ٩نوت ثبف 

کلجَ مبعتَ ىؼٍ ثْػ ّ ٩ّتی ُْا ٍب٣ ّ آ٥تبثی ثْػ، 

عْؿىیؼ ثَ ػیْاؿ هی تبثیؼ ّ ثـ٣ گـهبی عْؿىیؼ ؿا 

ػاػ. اّاعـ هبٍ  هٌٞکل هیکـػ ّ مٌگـ ؿا ّمیٜ تـ رلٍْ هی

هبؿك ثْػ. مـگـػ پيت هیقی چنجیؼٍ ثَ ػیْاؿ ًينتَ 

 ػاًو پيت هیق ػیگـی ثْػ.ثْػ. آرْ
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Around the major‟s eyes were two white 

circles where his snow-glasses had protected 

his face from the sun on the snow. The rest of 

his face had been burned and then tanned and 

then burned through the tan. His nose was 

swollen and there were edges of loose skin 

where blisters had been.  

While he worked at the papers he put the 

forgers of his left hand into a saucer of oil and 

then spread the oil over his face, touching it 

very gently with the tips of his fingers. He 

was very careful to drain his fingers on the 

edge of the saucer so there was only a film of 

oil on them, and after he had stroked his 

forehead and his cheeks, he stroked his nose 

very delicately between his fingers. When he 

had finished he stood up, took the saucer of 

oil, and went into a small room of the hut 

where he slept. “I‟m going to take a little 

sleep,” he said to the adjutant. In that army an 

adjutant is not a commissioned officer. 

“You‟ll finish up.”  

“Yes, Signor Maggiore,” the adjutant 

answered. He leaned back in his chair and 

yawned. He took a paper-covered book out of 

the pocket of his coat and opened it; then laid 

it down on the table and lit his pipe. He 

ػّؿ چيوبى مـگـػ ػّ صل٪َ م٦یؼ کَ ربی ٝیٌک 

هغًَْ ثـ٥و ثْػ ّ اف ٍْؿتو ػؿه٪بثل اًٞکبك 

عْؿىیؼ هضب٥ٚت هیکـػ، هبًؼٍ ثْػ. ث٪یَ ٍْؿتو ُن 

مْعتَ ثْػ ّ ثـًقٍ ىؼٍ ثْػ ّ اف ىؼت مْعتگی ثـًقٍ تـ 

َ ًيبى هیؼاػ. ثیٌی اه هتْؿم ىؼٍ ثْػ ّ ربی تبّل ُب پْمت

 ىؼٍ ثْػ. 

 

٩ّتی کَ مـگـػ ؿّی پـًّؼٍ ُب کبؿ هیکـػ، اًگيت ػمت 

چپو ؿا ػاعل یک ًٞلجکی ؿ١ّي ٥ـّ هیجـػ ّ ؿّی 

ٍْؿتو هیکيیؼ ّ ٍْؿتو ؿا ثَ آؿاهی ثب مـاًگيتبًو 

ًْافه هیکـػ. مـگـػ ثنیبؿ ثب ػ٩ت اًگيتبًو ؿا ثَ لجَ 

ًٞلجکی هی کيیؼ تب ٥٪ٔ لایَ ًبفکی اف ؿ١ّي ؿّی 

هیوبًؼ ّ ثٞؼ پیيبًی ّ گًَْ ُبیو ؿا ًْافه  اًگيتبًو

هیؼاػ. مـگـػ ثب ٗـا٥ت عبٍی ثیٌی اه ؿا ثیي اًگيتبًو 

گـ٥تَ ثْػ ّ ًْافه هیکـػ. ٩ّتی کبؿه توبم ىؼ، ثلٌؼ ىؼ ّ 

ًٞلجکی ؿ١ّي ؿا ثـػاىت ّ ثَ اتب٧ کْچکی اف کلجَ کَ 

ػؿآًزب هی عْاثیؼ، ؿ٥ت. مـگـػ ثَ آرْػاًو گ٦ت: " 

متـاصت کٌن." ػؿ ایي اؿتو آرْػاى ا٥نـ هیغْاُن کوی ا

 ػائن ًینت. " تْ توبهيبى کي."

 

آرْػاى رْاة ػاػ: " ثلَ، رٌبة مـگـػ." آرْػاى ثَ پنتی 

ٌٍؼلی اه تکیَ فػٍ ثْػ ّ ػٌُؼؿٍ هیکـػ. کتبثی کَ ثب 

کب١ؾ رلؼ ىؼٍ ثْػ ؿا اف ریت کتو ػؿآّؿػ ّ ثبف کـػ؛ ثٞؼ 

ؿّىي کـػ ّ ثَ رلْ کتبة ؿا ؿّی هیق گؾاىت ّ پیپو ؿا 

ؿّی هیق عن ىؼ تب کتبثو ؿا ثغْاًؼ ّ پیپو ؿا ثکيؼ. ثٞؼ 
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leaned forward on the table to read and puffed 

at his pipe. Then he closed the book and put it 

back in his pocket. He had too much paper-

work to get through. He could not enjoy 

reading until it was done. Outside, the sun 

went behind a mountain and there was no 

more light on the wall of the hut. A soldier 

came in and put some pine branches, chopped 

into irregular lengths, into the stove. “Be soft, 

Pinin,” the adjutant said to him. “The major is 

sleeping.”  

Pinin was the major‟s orderly. He was a dark-

faced boy, and he fixed the stove, putting the 

pine wood in carefully, shut the door, and 

went into the back of the but again. The 

adjutant went on with his papers.  

“Tonani,” the major called. 

“Signor Maggiore?”  

“Send Pinin in to me.”  

“Pinin!” the adjutant called. Pinin came into 

the room. “The major wants you,” the 

adjutant said. Pinin walked across the main 

room of the but toward the major‟s door. He 

knocked on the half-opened door. “Signor 

Maggiore?”  “Come in,” the adjutant heard 

the major say, “and shut the door.”  

کتبة ؿا ثنت ّ ػؿ ریجو گؾاىت. پـًّؼٍ ُبی فیبػی ثْػ 

کَ ثبیؼ ثَ آًِب ؿمیؼگی هیکـػ ّ تب فهبًی کَ اًزبهيبى ًوی 

ػاػ ًویتْاًنت اف عْاًؼى لؾت ثجـػ. ثیـّى، عْؿىیؼ پيت 

اف ًْؿ ؿّی ػیْاؿ کلجَ  کٍْ ُب ؿ٥تَ ثْػ ّ ػیگـ احـی

ًجْػ. مـثبفی ّاؿػ کلجَ ىؼ ّ تٞؼاػی ىبعَ ػؿعت کبد، 

کَ ثَ ٩ٖٞبت ًبهـتجی تکَ تکَ ىؼٍ ثْػًؼ، ػاعل ارب٧ 

گؾاىت. آرْػاى ثَ اّ گ٦ت: " پیٌي، آؿام ثبه مـگـػ 

 عْاثیؼٍ."

 

 

پیٌي هنتغؼم مـگـػ ثْػ، اّ پنـی میبٍ چـػٍ ثْػ کَ ارب٧ 

گؾاىت؛ ػؿ ؿا هی  ـّى ػؿًّو هیؿا ؿاٍ هی اًؼاعت ّ ثی

ثنت ّ ػّثبؿٍ ثَ پيت کلجَ ثبفهی گيت. آرْػاى ثَ کبؿه 

 اػاهَ ػاػ.

 مـگـػ ٍؼا فػ: " تًْبًی"

 رٌبة مـگـػ؟ " “

 پیٌي ؿّ ث٦ـمت پیو هي" “

 

آرْػاى ٍؼا فػ: " پیٌي!" پیٌي ّاؿػ اتب٧ ىؼ. آرْػاى 

کلجَ پیٌي اتب٧ اٍلی  گ٦ت: " مـگـػ هیغْاُؼ تْ ؿا ثجیٌؼ."

ؿا ثَ موت ػؿة اتب٧ مـگـػ پیوْػ. پیٌي ثَ ػؿة ًیوَ ثبف 

آرْػاى ٍؼای مـگـػ ؿا  ّـثَ فػ. "رٌبة مـگـػ؟"

 ىٌیؼ کَ هیگ٦ت: "ثیب تْ، ّ ػؿ ؿا ثجٌؼ."
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Inside the room the major lay on his bunk. 

Pinin stood beside the bunk. The major lay 

with his head on the rucksack that he had 

stuffed with spare clothing to make a pillow. 

His long, burned, oiled face looked at Pinin. 

His hands lay on the blankets.  

 

“You are nineteen?” he asked. “Yes, Signor 

Maggiore.”  

“You have ever been in love?”  

“How do you mean, Signor Maggiore?”  

“In love—with a girl?”  

“I have been with girls.”  

“I did not ask that. I asked if you had been in 

love—with a girl.” 

 “Yes, Signor Maggiore.”  

“You are in love with this girl now? You 

don‟t write her. I read all your letters.”  

“I am in love with her,” Pinin said, “but I do 

not write her.”  

“You are sure of this?”  

“I am sure.”  

ػاعل اتب٧، مـگـػ ؿّی تغت عْاة م٦ـی اه ػؿاف 

کيیؼٍ ثْػ ّ مـه ؿا ؿّی کْلَ پيتی کَ ثب لجبك ُبی 

لو ػؿمت کٌؼ، گؾاىتَ ثْػ. اّب٥ی پـ کـػٍ ثْػ تب ثب

ٍْؿت کيیؼٍ، مْعتَ ّ چـثو ثَ پیٌي ػّعتَ ىؼٍ ثْػ. 

 مـگـػ ػمتبًو ؿا ؿّی پتُْب اًؼاعتَ ثْػ.

 

 پـمیؼ: "ًْفػٍ مبلتَ؟" "ثلَ رٌبة مـگـػ."

 صبلا ٝبى٨ کنی ثْػی؟" تب“

 هٌْٚؿتْى چیَ رٌبة مـگـػ؟"―

 یَ ػعتـ؟" ٝبى٨“

 ػعتـ ُب ثْػم." ثب“

 

 ؼم. هیگن کَ آیب ٝبى٨ ػعتـی ثْػی؟"افت ًپـمی ایٌْ“

 ، رٌبة مـگـػ."ثلَ“

 

ٌُْف ُن ثب ایي ػعتـ ؿاثَٖ ػاؿی؟ ثـاه ًوی ًْینی،  “

 توبم ًبهَ ُبت ؿّ عًْؼم."

 پیٌي گ٦ت: "هي ٝبى٪ين، اهب ثـاه ًوی ًْینن."

 

 اف ایي ثبثت هٖوئٌی؟" “

 ثلَ" “
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“Tonani,” the major said in the same tone of 

voice, “can you hear me talking?”  

There was no answer from the next room.  

“He cannot hear,” the major said. “And you 

are quite sure that you love a girl?”  

“I am sure.”  

“And,” the major looked at him quickly, „that 

you are not corrupt?”  

“I don‟t know what you mean, corrupt.”  

“All right,” the major said. “You needn‟t be 

superior.”  

Pinin looked at the floor. The major looked at 

his brown face, down and up him, and at his 

hands. Then he went on, not smiling. “And 

you really don‟t want—” the major paused. 

Pinin looked at the floor. “That your great 

desire isn‟t really—” Pinin looked at the 

floor. The major leaned his head back on the 

rucksack and smiled. He was really relieved: 

life in the army was too complicated. “You‟re 

a good boy,” he said.  

“You‟re a good boy, Pinin. But don‟t be 

superior and be careful someone else doesn‟t 

come along and take you.”  

مـگـػ ثب ُوبى لضي گ٦ت:" تًْبًی، ٍؼاهْ هیيٌْی؟" اف 

 اتب٧ هزبّؿ ٍؼایی ىٌیؼٍ ًيؼ.

 

مـگـػ گ٦ت:" ًویيٌٍْ، ّ تْ ُن کبهلا اف ایٌکَ ٝبى٨ اّى 

 ػعتـی هٖوئٌی؟"

 هٖوئٌن." “

 مـگـػ مـیٜ ثَ اّ ًگبٍ کـػ، "ّ ایٌکَ تْ ٥بمؼ ًینتی؟"

 ًویؼًّن هٌْٚؿتْى اف ٥بمؼ چیَ؟" “

 

 مـگـػ گ٦ت:" ثنیبؿ عت، لافم ًینت تْ هب٧ْ٥ ثبىی."

 

چين ػّعت. مـگـػ ثَ چِـٍ آ٥تبة مْعتَ ّ پیٌي ثَ فهیي 

مـاپبیو ّ ػمتبًو ًگبٍ کـػ، ثٞؼ ثؼّى ایٌکَ لجغٌؼ ثقًؼ 

مـگـػ هکج   اػاهَ ػاػ:" ّ تْ ّا٩ٞب ًویغْای . . . "

کْتبُی کـػ. پیٌي ثَ فهیي چين ػّعت "ّ عْامتَ ثقؿگ 

تْ ُن ایي ًینت." پیٌي ُوچٌبى ثَ فهیي چين ػّعتَ ثْػ. 

َ ثبلو تکیَ ػاػ ّ لجغٌؼ فػ. اّ کبهلا مـگـػ مـه ؿا ث

 عبٓـه آمْػٍ ىؼ. فًؼگی ػؿ اؿتو ثنیبؿ پیچیؼٍ امت.

 

 

اّ گ٦ت:" تْ پنـ عْثی ُنتی." "تْ پنـ عْثی ُنتی 

پیٌي، اهب ُیچ٩ْت هب٧ْ٥ ًجبه ّ هْاٗت ثبه کنی ُن هیبػ 

 تْ ؿّ ثَ ٌْٝاى هب٧ْ٥ ثگیـٍ."
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Pinin stood still beside the bunk.  

“Don‟t be afraid,” the major said. His hands 

were folded on the blankets. “I won‟t touch 

you. You can go back to your platoon if you 

like. But you had better stay on as my servant. 

You‟ve less chance of being killed.”  

“Do you want anything of me, Signor 

Maggiore?” 

“No,” the major said. “Go on and get on with 

whatever you were doing. Leave the door 

open when you go out.” Pinin went out, 

leaving the door open. The adjutant looked up 

at him as he walked awkwardly across the 

room and out of the door. Pinin was flushed 

and moved differently than he had moved 

when he brought in the wood for the fire. The 

adjutant looked after him and smiled. Pinin 

came in with more wood for the stove. The 

major, lying on his bunk, looking at his cloth-

covered helmet and his snow-glasses that 

hung from a nail on the wall, heard him walk 

across the floor. The little devil, he thought, I 

wonder if he lied to me. 

بػٍ پیٌي ثی صـکت کٌبؿ تغت عْاة م٦ـی مـگـػ اینت

 ثْػ.

مـگـػ گ٦ت:" ًتـك، ػمتو ؿا ؿّی پتُْب گؾاىتَ ثْػ." 

" ثِت ػمت ًوی فًن، اگـ ثغْای هیتًْی ثَ ػمتَ ت 

ثـگـػی، اهب ثِتـٍ ثَ ٌْٝاى عؼهتکبؿم ثوًْی ایٌْٖؿی 

 ىبًل ثیيتـی ثـای فًؼٍ هًْؼى ػاؿی."

“ 

 ػیگـی ثب هي ًؼاؿیؼ رٌبة مـگـػ؟" کبؿ

 

کبؿی کَ هیکـػی اػاهَ "مـگـػ گ٦ت: "ًَ." ثـّ ثَ ُـ 

ثؼٍ. ه٩ْٜ ثیـّى ؿ٥تي ػؿ ؿّ ثبف ثقاؿ." پیٌي ثیـّى آهؼ ّ 

ػؿ ؿا ثبف گؾاىت. ُوبًْٖؿ کَ پیٌي ًبىیبًَ اف اتب٧ ّ اف 

ػؿ ثیـّى هیـ٥ت آرْػاى ثَ اّ ًگبٍ کـػ. پیٌي مـط ىؼٍ 

ثْػ ّ هت٦بّت اف ٩جل ٩ّتی کَ ثـای اتو ُیقم هی آّؿػ، 

ًگبٍ کـػ ّ لجغٌؼ فػ. پیٌي ثب  ؿاٍ هی ؿ٥ت. آرْػاى ثَ اّ

چْة ثیيتـی ثـای ارب٧ ّاؿػ ىؼ. مـگـػ ؿّی تغت 

م٦ـی اه ػؿاف کيیؼٍ ثْػ ّ ثَ کلاُغْػ ّ ٝیٌک 

هغًَْ ثـ٥و کَ ثَ هیغی اف ػیْاؿ آّیقاى ثْػ، ًگبٍ 

هیکـػ ّ ٍؼای پبی پیٌي ؿا هی ىٌیؼ. ىیٖبى کْچْلْ، 

 ًکٌَ ثَ هي ػؿّٟ گ٦ت.
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A Strange Story by O. Henry 

 

By Fatemeh Amjadi 

A Strange Story  

by O. Henry 

 داطتاًی ػجیة 

 اّ. ٌُـی

In the northern part of Austin there once 

dwelt an honest family by the name of 

Smothers. The family consisted of John 

Smothers, his wife, himself, their little 

daughter, five years of age, and her parents, 

making six people toward the population of 

the city when counted for a special write-up, 

but only three by actual count. 

ؿّفی ؿّفگبؿی ػؿ ٩نوت ىوبلی ىِـ اّمتیي ػؿ 

ایبلات هتضؼٍ، عبًْاػٍ ی ػؿمتکبؿی ثَ ًبم اموْحـف 

فًؼگی هی کـػًؼ. ایي عبًْاػٍ ىبهل ربى اموْحـف، 

مبل ػاىت ّ  1ُونـه، عْػه، ػعتـ کْچکيبى کَ 

ّالؼیي ػعتـ ثچَ هیيؼ کَ ػؿ یک تٍْی٤ هيـّس ّ 

عبً ىو ٦ًـ اف روٞیت یک ىِـ ؿا تيکیل هی ػٌُؼ 

 اهب ػؿ ّا٩ٜ آًِب مَ ٦ًـ ثْػًؼ.

One night after supper the little girl was 

seized with a severe colic, and John 

یک ىت ثٞؼ اف عْؿػى ىبم، ػعتـثچَ ػچبؿ هٞؼٍ ػؿػ 

ىؼیؼی ىؼ. ربى اموْحـف ثب ٝزلَ ثَ هـکق ىِـ ؿ٥ت تب 
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Smothers hurried down town to get some 

medicine. 

 ه٪ؼاؿی ػاؿّ تِیَ کٌؼ.

He never came back. .اّ ُیچ٩ْت ثـًگيت 

The little girl recovered and in time grew up 

to womanhood. 

 ػعتـثچَ ثِجْػ یب٥ت ّ فّػتـ اف هْٝؼ ثَ فًبًگی ؿمیؼ.

The mother grieved very much over her 

husband's disappearance, and it was nearly 

three months before she married again, and 

moved to San Antonio. 

ىؼى ُونـه ػا١ؼاؿ ىؼ ّ ثٞؼ اف مَ هبٍ،  هبػؿ اف ًبپؼیؼ

 هزؼػا افػّاد کـػ ّ ثَ مي آًتًْیْ ً٪ل هکبى کـػ.

The little girl also married in time, and after 

a few years had rolled around, she also had a 

little girl five years of age. 

ػعتـثچَ کَ اکٌْى ثقؿگ ىؼٍ ثْػ، فّػتـ اف هْٝؼ 

افػّاد کـػ ّ ثٞؼ اف گؾىت چٌؼ مبل، اّ ًیق ػعتـ 

 مبلَ ای ػاىت. 1کْچک 

She still lived in the same house where they 

dwelt when her father had left and never 

returned. 

اّ ٌُْف ػؿ عبًَ ای کَ پؼؿه آى ؿا تـک کـػ ّ ُیچگبٍ 

 ثبفًگيت فًؼگی هی کـػ.

One night by a remarkable coincidence her 

little girl was taken with cramp colic on the 

anniversary of the disappearance of John 

Smothers, who would now have been her 

grandfather if he had been alive and had a 

steady job. 

یک ىت ثـصنت ات٦ب٩ی ٝزیت، ػعتـثچَ ی کْچکو 

کنی کَ اگـ ُن -پؼیؼ ىؼى ربى اموْحـف ػؿ مبلگـػ ًب

 -اکٌْى فًؼٍ ثْػ ّ ى٢ل حبثت ػاىت، پؼؿثقؿگو هی ىؼ

 ثَ ػؿػ ىکوی ػچبؿ ىؼ.

"I will go downtown and get some medicine 

for her," said John Smith (for it was none 

other than he whom she had married). 

ىِـ هی ؿّم تب ه٪ؼاؿی ربى امویت گ٦ت: هي ثَ هـکق 

ػاؿّ تِیَ کٌن.)ربى امویت ٥ـػی ثْػ کَ ثب اّ افػّاد 

 کـػٍ ثْػ.(
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"No, no, dear John," cried his wife. "You, 

too, might disappear forever, and then forget 

to come back." 

ُونـه گـیَ کٌبى گ٦ت: ًَ ًَ، ربى ٝقیقم. تْ ُن 

یؼ ىْی ّ ٥ـاهْه کٌی کَ هوکي امت ثـای ُویيَ ًبپؼ

 ثـگـػی.

So John Smith did not go, and together they 

sat by the bedside of little Pansy (for that 

was Pansy's name). 

ثٌبثـایي ربى امویت ًـ٥ت ّ ػّتبیی ػؿ کٌبؿ تغت عْاة 

 پٌنی ًينتٌؼ. )ًبم ػعتـ ثچَ آى ُب پٌنی ثْػ.(

After a little Pansy seemed to grow worse, 

and John Smith again attempted to go for 

medicine, but his wife would not let him. 

ثٞؼ اف هؼتی صبل پٌنی ثؼتـ ىؼ ّ ربى امویت هزؼػا 

مٞی کـػ ُونـه ؿا هت٪بٝؼ کٌؼ تب ثـای تِیَ ػاؿّ 

 ثـّػ اهب ُونـه هغبل٦ت کـػ.

Suddenly the door opened, and an old man, 

stooped and bent, with long white hair, 

entered the room. 

ًبگِبى ػؿ ثبف ىؼ ّ پیـهـػی عوْػ ثب هُْبی ثلٌؼ ّ م٦یؼ 

 ؿًگ ّاؿػ اتب٧ ىؼ.

"Hello, here is grandpa," said Pansy. !پٌنی گ٦ت: ملام. پؼؿثقؿگ ایٌزبمت 

She had recognized him before any of the 

others. 

 اّ ٩جل اف ُـکل ػیگـی، پؼؿثقؿگو ؿا ىٌبعت.

The old man drew a bottle of medicine from 

his pocket and gave Pansy a spoonful. 

پیـهـػ ىیيَ ػاؿّ ؿا اف ریجو ثیـّى آّؿػ ّ ثَ اًؼافٍ 

 یک ٩بى٨ اف آى ػاؿّ، ثَ پٌنی ػاػ.

She got well immediately.  ىؼ.پٌنی ٥ْؿا عْة 

"I was a little late," said John Smothers, "as I 

waited for a street car." 

ربى اموْحـف گ٦ت: کوی ػیـ ؿمیؼم؛ چْى هٌتٚـ ّمیلَ 

 ً٪لیَ ثْػم.
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 تزجوَ حکایت طؼذی

 

 

 

 

 

 

By Maryam Zareiyan 

 

 

ػّ ثـاػؿ یکی عؼهت پبػىبٍ ّ ػیگـی ثَ فّؿ ثبفّ ًبى 

کَ چـا عؼهت  اایي تْاًگـ گ٦ت ػؿّیو ؿعْؿػی ثبؿی 

ًکٌی تب اف هي٪ت کبؿ کـػى ثؼُی؟ گ٦تب تْ چـا کبؿ ًکٌی 

تب اف هؾلت عؼهت ؿُبیی یبثی؟ کَ عـػهٌؼاى گ٦تٌؼ ًبى 

عْػ عْؿػى ّ ًينتي ثَ کَ کوـ ىويیـ فؿیي ثَ عؼهت 

 ثنتي 

 

Two brothers, one served the king and the 

other stood on his own feet. Nonetheless, this 

wealthy man told dervish that why don‟t you 

serve to get rid of hardship work? He said, 

why don't you work to get rid of serve 

degradation?  Those wise men have told that 

being on your own feet is better than golden 

sword's waist to serve.  
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By Samaneh Mousavi 

   

I'm walking, there is a road in front of me but 

no beginning and no end. I look around and 

there is nothing as far as my tired eyes can 

see, I stop to take a breath while listening to 

the sound of silence. 

ػ ػاؿػ ّ رّْیی اثتؼالی ًَ ّمت اهي ؿّی پیو ی ػؿ هنیـ

عنتَ ى ًزب کَ چيوبآتب ّ هیکٌن ٍ ًگبا٣ ٕـابیی. ثَ ًٍتاًَ 

صبلی کَ ثَ ّم ػؿ هیـؿاٍ ًویجیٌن. ی ؿا هیکٌؼ چیقؿی یبام 

فٍ هیکٌن تب ٦ًنی تب، ن ت٤٩ُْهیؼا ٥ـه گْت مکْای ٍؼ

 کٌن. 

I look back and suddenly I began to fall 

down, my eyes are shot I'm screaming but 

nobody can hear me. As nothingness and the 

silence screams in my head I fall in an endless 

loop of pitch darkness, the darkness is 

strangling me I open my eyes to desperately 

search for a ray of light and finally I see it, I 

see a blurry vision of light far away from me. 

هیکٌن. چيوبًن ثنتَ ٓ م٪ُْبى ًبگػم ّ ثَ ٝ٪ت ثـهیگـ

ؿ ْٕى وبػ. ًُوی ىٌْا هـػ هب کنی ٥ـیباهیقًن ػ مت ٥ـیبا

صل٪َ ثی ػؿ ًؼ ػهیکـى ىیْم مـت ػؿ مکّْ کَ پْچی 

م ایکی ع٦َ ؿهیکٌؼ. تبٓ یکی هٖل٨ م٪ْؿتباف یی ُبًتا

ف ثبؿ ًْاف یب٥تي ىٞبٝی ای هنتأٍل ثـؿا هیکٌؼ چيوبًن 

ؿ ؿا ًْؿی اف هیجیٌن. تَْیـ تبٍ آى ؿا ثبلاعـّ هیکٌن 

 هیجیٌن.ػ  عْاف تـ ػّؿ

I try reaching for it. When I reach it I find it to 

be a flashing light dancing like fireflies. There 

I see a door grabbing the door knob going to 

the other side of the door I turn around to face 

a hallway and as I'm looking around I hear the 

مت هی یبثن آى ػ٩تی کَ ثَ ّمت یبثن. آى ػمٞی هیکٌن ثَ 

هی ة ىت تبی بم ُکَ هبًٌؼ کـفى چيوک ؿی ًْآى ؿا 

ٍ ػؿ مت گیـؿػ ػثَ چين هیغْػؿی ًزب ثن. ػؿ آ٩َؼ هیبؿ

ؿاٍ ثب ّ چـعيی هیکٌن ّم هیـی ػؿ مْآى ثَ ّگـ٥تَ ؿا 

ٍ ًگبا٣ ٕـاکَ ثَ ؿ ْٕى وبم؛ ُهیيْؿّ ثَ ؿّیی ؿّ
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noise of the closing door. مؼ. ؿثَ گْىن هی ى ػؿ ثنتَ ىؼای هیکٌن ٍؼ 

It's an unknown place, I start walking slowly, 

taking my steps like a new born baby, my 

heart beat rising,  I'm listening to the music 

festival in my  chest with every step . After 

walking for a long time I find myself lost in 

the maze like hallway, lost in my thoughts, 

not paying much attention to my surrounding; 

suddenly I hear foot steps behind me. 

ؿا بین م ٩ُؼّم، هیـؿاٍ نتَ آُمت ا٥ن هکبًی ًبىٌبعتَ إـا

٩لجن ی بُتپو اؿم، ثـ هیؼٍ هتْلؼ ىؼفٍ کی تبػهبًٌؼ کْ

ام میٌَ ػؿ ثَ ريي هْمی٪ی کَ م ـ ٩ؼُثب ؛ یو هی یبثؼا٥قا

هؼتی ای ٥تي ثـاف ؿاٍ ؿن. پل ُهیؼه گْػ عتَ هیيْاًْ

یٌزب هی اؿ اّهٞوب ی بٍ ػؿ ؿاٍ ؿّ ُگويؼػ ؿا ْٕلاًی عْ

ٍ ًبگبم؛ ٥إـاویت ثَ اُثی ػ ّ عْؿ ٥کب٧ ػؿ ا١ـ، یبثن

 ثَ گْىن هیـمؼ.م پيت مـاف بیی م ٩ُؼای ٍؼ

I break in cold sweat and shivers playing on 

my spine, I couldn't muster the courage to 

look behind my back. The stranger's footsteps 

rhythm were ringing in my head like death 

knells while speeding up. My legs started to 

move, speeding up more by the passing time, 

my mind screams run and my body follows in 

frenzy mood. 

ٍ ثَ تیـفٍ لـػ ّ ثـ هیگیـػم ؿا ػؿ رْم ّتوبػ مـ٧ ٝـ

ٍ ًگبم ؿا پيت مـ کٌن تبم رقػ ؿا عْم ًنتن ٝقاًتْػٍ ٥تبا

گ ػؿ هـك هبًٌؼ ًب٩ْم ١ـیجَ پيت مـی بم ٌُگ ٩ؼ، اُکٌن

بین ُن مـٝت هی یب٥ت. پبی اّ ُبم ٩ُؼّ ًگ هیقًؼ م فمـ

ػ ٩ی٪َ ثَ مـٝت عْػـ ُثب ّ ثَ صـکت هی کٌٌؼ ّٛ ىـ

اف صبلتی ػؿ رنون ّ هیقًؼ ػ ٝ٪لن ٥ـیب، ّب٥َ هیکٌٌؼا

 هیکٌؼ.ّی ًگی پیـایْى ّ، ػرٌْ

Suddenly, in front of me appears another door 

I open it and fly to the other side to find 

myself stuck in another closed room. I try to 

close the door but it's too late for that. The 

stranger was getting close with every heart 

beat; when I looked at his face I saw my face, 

it was me, no not me but another with my 

face, his face was covered in blood. 

ف ثبػ. آى ؿا ـ هیيُْٙبی یگـػؿ ػین ؿّثَ ُبى ؿًّبگ

ػٍ ٥تباگیـ ػ ؿا هیکٌن تب عّْاف پـی ػؿ مْآى ثَ ّ هیکٌن 

یي ای اهب ثـم اثجٌؼػؿ ؿا مٞی هیکٌن ، ثیبثنی یگـ٧ ػتبػؿ ا

یک تـ ػـ تپو ًق١ُـیجَ ثب ٍ. یـ ىؼػب عیلی ٣ ُصـ

ػ ؿا عْؿت ٍْػم کـٍ تو ًگبؿ٩تی کَ ثَ ٍْ، ّهیيؼ

لی ىغٌ ػم ّهي ًجْ، ًَ... هي ًَػم، هي ثْم. آى یؼػ

 ػ .ثْى ع٧ْ ػؿ تو ١ـؿٍْ، هيُـٍ ثب چی یگـػ

He grabbed my neck and in a second I was 

choking, dying from lack of oxygen and fear I 

م. کَ ع٦َ هیيؼػم یک لضَٚ هي ثّْ ػؿ  گـ٥تؿا گـیجبًن 

م عـی آبُلضَٚ ك. تـى ّ کنیژػ اکوجْػى اف هـل صبػؿ 
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touched my last moments; my eyes were 

about to shut down, I was saying my last 

goodbyes; suddenly I woke up to a familiar 

voice saying:(( to all prisoners, wake up  it's 6 

in the morning)). And once again I survived 

another nightmare.  

S.a.m 

ىتن ػاهي ّ ًؼ ػثْى ثنتَ ىؼل صبػؿ چيوبًن ػم، لول کـؿا 

ىٌبیی ای آثب ٍؼُبى کَ ًبگم ًؼاهیغْؿا صب٥ٚی اعؼل ١ق

ٍجش 1ىْیؼ مبٝتاؿ ب ثیؼًُی اًؼ))فکَ هیگ٦ت: م ىؼاؿ ثیؼ

 ػم.یب٥تَ ثْت یگـ ًزبك ػیک کبثْ افن ف ُمت((. ثبا

Fancy dreams 

 

By Zahra CHeraghian 

I swear by the quiet silence of your paper 

house, I know your dreams are as beautiful as 

my fancies believable. You have gotten the 

mystic believe of love from my silence. I have 

got the final point of belief from your silence. 

Maybe it is not possible to feel that the words 

we say about the paper world we have made 

are hearable. But we can start to paint the 

gray branches of the paper trees green. I know 

painting, you know painting too. So why 

don‟t you start...  

ؿفُّبی مْگٌؼ ثَ عبًَ کب١ؾی اؿام عیبلت. هیؼاًن کَ ا

کـػًینت. تْ ؿاف ٝي٨  ثبّؿ  ٩يٌگت ُوبًٌؼ ؿّیبُبی هي

٦ًِتَ ػؿ مکْتن ؿا ثبّؿ کـػی. هي اف مکْتت ثـ اًتِبی 

ً٪َٖ ایوبى ؿمیؼٍ ام. ىبیؼ ّافٍ ُبیی کَ هب ػؿ عیبل عْػ 

ػؿثبؿٍ ػًیبی کب١ؾی پـّؿاًؼٍ این ىٌیؼًی ًجبىؼ اهب هیتْاًین 

ؿا ً٪بىی کٌین. ىبعَ ُبی عبکنتـی اف ػؿعت مجق کب١ؾی 

 هي ً٪بىی ثلؼم تُْن ثلؼی. پل چـا ىـّٛ ًویکٌی...

When I was a child, I didn‟t have any water  ٩ّتی ثچَ ثْػم اثـًگ ًؼاىتن.ثَ ثبٟ کْچک کٌبؿ ؿّػ
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color. I used to go to little garden near stream 

and cut all the color flowers and paint. If we 

search the paper garden near paper house for 

a short time, there have to be flowers to paint 

our believes the red color of love. 

هیـ٥تن ُّوَ گل ُبی ؿًگی ؿا هیچیؼم ّ ثب ؿًگيبى ً٪بىی 

هیکـػم.اگـ کوی ثَ ػًجبل ثبٟ کب١ؾی ػؿ ًقػیکی عبًَ 

بیی ثـای ً٪بىی کب١ؾی عیبلوبى هیگيتین ٩ٖٞب گل ُ

 ثبّؿُبیوبى پیؼا هیکـػین ّ ثَ ٝي٨ ؿًگ ٩ـهق هیقػین.

 

 

My darling 

 

By Zahra CHeraghian 

If You Forget Me 

Pablo Neruda  

 اگز هزا فزاهْع کٌی

 پبثلْ ًـّػا

If each day, اگـُـؿّف 

Each hour,  ُـمبٝتی 

You fell that you are destined for me  صل کـػی ایٌؼٍ ت ثْػى ثب هي امت 

With implacable sweetness, اى صل ىیـیي 

If each day a flower  اگـ ُـ ؿّف صنی 

Climbs up to your lips to seek me,  ػؿلجبًت ثَ ػًجبل هي ثَ ّرْػ اهؼ 

Ah my love, ah my own, ای ٝي٨ هي 

In me all that fire is repeated, هي ًیق ایي گًَْ امت ثؼاى ثـای 

In my nothing is extinguished or forgotten, ػؿهي اف ثـای تْ صنی عبهْه یب ٥ـاهْه ًویيْػ 
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My love feeds on your love, beloved, ًبفًیٌن ٝي٨ هي اف ٝي٨ تْ ثـا٥ـاىتَ هیيْػ 

And as long as you live it will be in your arms   ٍای ایي صل ثـای تْمتّتب فهبًی کَ فًؼ 

Without leaving mine .ّافهي عبؿد ًویيْػ 

 

 

 

 

Tomorrow, at dawn 

By Fatemeh Asadi 

A POEM BY VITOR HOGO  ْػؼزی اس ّیکتْر ُْگ 

Tomorrow, At Dawn ٍ٥ـػا، ػؿ مضـگب 

Tomorrow at dawn, at the hour when the 

countryside whitens 

I will set out .You see, I know that you wait 

for me. 

 ػؿ مضـگبٍ، ٥ـػا...ػؿ آى مبٝت کَ ثبىؼ ىِـ ؿّىي...

 

بُن کَ کٌی ٍجـ پی تْ عْاُن گيت. هیؼاًی...هي ثَ ایي آگ

 ثـاین تب ػیـ....

I will go by the forest, I will go by the 

mountain, 

I can no longer remain far from you. 

 رٌگل هیـّم هي, مْی کٍْ...مْی 

 ثیو اف ایي تب کی تْاًؼ کَ ثوبًؼ رنن هي ػّؿ ف تْ...

I will walk with my eyes fixed on my 

thoughts, 

Seeing nothing of outdoors, hearing no noise. 

Alone, unknown, my back curved, and my 

hands crossed. 

Sorrowed, and the day for me will be as the 

night. 

وبًی کَ فػٍ فل ثـ ُوَ هي ٩ؼم عْاُن فػ,ثب ُوبى چي

 ا٥کبؿم...

 عبؿد اف عبًَ ػگـ ُیچ ًوی آیؼ ثَ چين فاؿم...

 ُوِوَ ای یب کَ ٍؼایی ثـ گْه... ًـمؼ

 هبًؼٍ ام گوٌبم ّ تٌِب ّ ىؼٍ پيتن عویؼٍ...

 ػٍ ػمت ُبین ثـ تي یکؼیگـ...گـٍ عْؿ

 ؿّف ثـاین چْى ىت...ًؼُّن ّ ىؼٍ ػؿ ١ن ّ ا

I will not look at the gold of evening which 

falls, 

 ػل ًجنتَ چين هي ثـ ؿّىي ٥بًی ؿّف,
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Nor the distance sails going down towards 

harfleur… 

ثبػثبى ػؿ یب ًؼاؿػ مـ مْفى ًٚـی یب کَ اهیؼی کَ ثوبًؼ 

 اّد تب پبیبى ؿّف...

And when I arrive, I will place on your tomb 

A bouquet of green holly and of flowering 

heather. 

 ّ ػؿ آى ٌُگبهی کَ ؿمن هي اف ؿاٍ...

 

 گلی اف ثبٟ ثِيت هیگوبؿم ؿّی آى ه٪جـٍ ّ آؿاهگبٍ

 

 

 

A Psalm of Life 

By Tara GHeibi 

 

A Psalm of Life  

By Henry Wadsworth Longfellow 

October1838 

 طزّد سًذگی

 افٌُـی ّاػفّؿث لاًگ ٥لْ

 6171اکتجـ 

Tell me not, in mournful numbers,  

Life is but an empty dream!  

For the soul is dead that slumbers,  

And things are not what they seem.  

 مْگْاؿاًَ ًگْ کیي فًؼگبًی عبلینت

 عجـ اف ؿّیب ًینت

 ؿّس تْ ثیؼاؿ ًینت

 کَ ُـ چیق ًینت آًچَ کَ اًؼیيیؼییب 

Life is real! Life is earnest!  

And the grave is not its goal;  

Dust thou art, to dust returnest,  

Was not spoken of the soul.  

 فًؼگبًی رؼینت،ّا٩ٞی امت

 ٝب٩جت ػ٥ي ىؼى ؿاُو ًینت

 عبکی ّ عبک ىْی ؿموو ًینت

 کبؿه ًینتربؿی ؿّس تْ ؿا ثب عبک 

Not enjoyment, and not sorrow,  

Is our destined end or way;  

But to act, that each to-morrow  

Find us farther than to-day.  

 ؿاٍ تْ

 لؾت ّ ١ن عْاؿی ًینت

 ؿمن تْ

 پْیو ّ پیو ثْػى افػیـّفامت ُـ ٥ـػا

Art is long, and Time is fleeting,  

And our hearts, though stout and brave,  

 ربػٍ کبؿ ػؿاف،٩ّت ػّاى

 ػلوبى ُنت رنْؿ،هضکن ّمغت
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Still, like muffled drums, are beating  

Funeral marches to the grave.  

 ثب ایٌضبل،هی تپؼ چْى تپو ٓجل ُب ؿّف ٝقا

 ًگـاى اف ٩جـُب

In the world‟s broad field of battle,  

In the bivouac of Life,  

Be not like dumb, driven cattle!  

Be a hero in the strife!  

 ه٩ْٜ رٌگ ّ رؼال ػًیب

 پل ثیتًَْ ٝوـ

 تْ ًجبه ؿام ّ عوْه،ثبه چوْه

 ٩ِـهبًی ػؿ رٌگ

Trust no Future, howe‟er pleasant!  

Let the dead Past bury its dead!  

Act,— act in the living Present!  

Heart within, and God o‟erhead!  

 پيت ثَ آیٌؼٍ ًکي گـم اگـچَ فیجبمت

 عبک کي پیکـثی ربى ّػل ػیـّف ؿا

 فًؼگی کي، فًؼٍ ػل اهـّف ؿا

 ٩لت ػؿک٤ ّ عؼا ثبلای مـ

Lives of great men all remind us  

We can make our lives sublime,  

And, departing, leave behind us  

Footprints on the sands of time;  

 ؿاٍ ّ ؿمن هـػ هـػاى هیکٌؼ عبٓـ ًيبى

 هی تْاًین فًؼگی ؿا ثجـیوو ثَ کـاى

 ّاًگَ ؿاُی ىؼى

 ؿػپبهبى هبًؼ ثـ ؿیگ فهبى

Footprints, that perhaps another,  

Sailing o‟er life‟s solemn main,  

A forlorn and shipwrecked brother,  

Seeing, shall take heart again.  

 گـ ثَ ػؿیبی ثقؿگ فًؼگی

 ػّمتی کيتی ىکنتَ پـ ف صیـاًی

 ثجیٌؼ ؿػپبهبى ؿا

 ثگیـػ ٩ْت ٩لجی،ىْػ ؿاُی

Let us, then, be up and doing,  

With a heart for any fate;  

Still achieving, still pursuing,  

Learn to labor and to wait. 

 پل ثیب ثیؼاؿثبىین ّ ثگیـین فًؼگی اف مـ

 ثَ ُوـاٍ ػلی آهبػٍ اف ُـ ثغت ّ ت٪ؼیـی

 ثزْیین ّ ثَ ک٤ آؿین

 ثیبهْفین تلاه ّ هٌتٚـ هبًؼى
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 ًاخْع قلواى ػزصَ ی تزجوَ

By Mahsa Lotfi 

تـًنلیت هٞـ٣ّ عْػهبى امت. ُوبى کَ یبؿ ُویيَ ُوـاٍ یکی اف ًبعْه ٩لن تـیي ػیلوبد ُبی ؿّفگبؿ ُویي رْرْلی 

ًْهتـروبى، ػاًيزْیبى ّ توبهی ا٩يبؿ ٥ِین ّ ٥غین ربهَٞ ثْػٍ ّ ُنت ّ مبلیبى مبل امت ک ٥ـیبػ "کینت ک هـا یبؿی 

 ! کٌؼ " ُب ؿا لجیک گ٦تَ ػؿ ٝـٍَ ی تـروَ

رْرْلی تـًنلیت " ثَ "٪ؼیـ ّ تيکـ اف رٌبة هنتؼام ،ثب ایي ُوَ ثگؾاؿیؼ فعن ُبی عْػ ؿا پل اف ثَ ربی آّؿػى هـاتت ت

 !امتضْبؿ ٝوْم ًْ هتـروبى ّ کٌَِ کبؿاى ایي ٝـٍَ ثـمبًن

آى ایبم کَ ٌُْف هتـرن ّ تـروَ ّ تـگوبى ّ اًْاٛ ػگـ تـًنلیت ُب پب ثَ ٝـٍَ ِْٗؿ ّ صْْؿ ًگؾاؿػٍ ثْػ   ال٪ََ

ًنلیت ىؼین تب ثَ یبؿ ث٦ِوبًین کَ ىیؼای اّ گيتَ این. اٍل ًبهَ ایي ایٌزبًت ػؿ ثلاػ ١ـثت لارـم ػمت ثَ ػاهبى رْرْلی تـ

 ثْػ..

 

 ملام ثـ تْ ًْؿ ػّ ػیؼٍ ام!

 ٩ـثبى ٩ؼ ّ ثبلای ؿٌٝبیت ىْم کَ ثب ػّ چين ىِلایت ثـ٧ اف کلَ ام پـاًؼی!

 ثیب ّ ایٌجبؿ گـثَ هـ٩َبى کَ یبؿت اف ثنی ٩ـُب عنتَ ّ ّاهبًؼٍ!

 چَ ُیقم تـی ثَ تْ ٥ـّعتَ ثْػم کَ هي ه٦لْک ؿا هٖـّػ کـػی ؟ات ، هگـ هي  ػمتن ثَ ػاهي

 تْ ؿا ثَ پٌذ تي ثیب اف عـ ىیٖبى پیبػٍ ىْ!

 ثیب ّ ٩ٌؼ ػؿ ایي ػل عـاة آة کي!

 فًٌؼ کَ ىتـ ػیؼی اّ ؿا ًؼیؼی! چیق تيـ هی ایي عل٨ ثی

 اهب اهبى!

 ٍبصبة! اهبى اف ػل ثی

 هضتـم چٌیي ثْػ....اهب هتي ًبهَ اف فثبى رٌبة رْرْلی تـًنلیت 

 

Hi i have seen you light two! 

Sir, I am grateful for your Rana height and with your Shahla eyes, fly electricity of my head. 

Do not dance the cat because I am tired and exhausted of dancing for centuries! 

My hand on your skirt, what wet wood did I sell to you that you rejected me?! 

Come down to the Five, get out of the devil's donkey! 

Come on and ruin the sugar in this ruined heart! 

These naughty creatures tell me, you saw the camel, you didn't see the camel! 
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But Aman! 

Away from the heartless! 

 

 اهب یبؿ ١بؿ هب ػؿ رْاة ًبهَ چٌیي پبمظ ػاػ:

Hey you! 

Whats up! 

Shahla and Raana must be extraordinary gifted beloved who with their eyes can supply 

electricity of a city and shut your head down. You have to announce them to NASA! 

Also I am not a drummer who plays for cats and pets and make them dance even if you are a cat 

and ask for it personally! 

3rdly, I do not wear skirts and even if I did, I don't know what your hands doing on my skirt!  

4thly, you did sell me anything specially woods and until your letter arrived, I didn't know devil 

has a donkey because he seems to have a giant hound! 

I don't know who are the Fives but maybe they are the ones who establish a sugar factory and 

you are owed to them. 

And finally I am not a siiirrrrr, I am a lady! 

And really I do not know where the camels go when you see me. 

By the way, I suggest you get doctor appointment and give yourself some time to rest! 

I am sick of hearing from you! 

By your departure makes me happy! 

 

 ـًنلیت کَ ػگـ ربی هـُوی ًوبًؼ.ثبؿی ایٌگًَْ ثْػ فعن ُبی هب اف رْرْلی ت

 ثـ ًؼٌُؼ. ثبىؼ کَ هتـروبى ایي ٝـٍَ اف ّی پٌؼ گیـًؼ ّ عْػ ؿا ثَ ػمت ایي پؼیؼٍ آثـّ

 چٌیي ًغْامتین ّ چٌیي ىؼ!
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 gone with the wind)تز تاد رفتَ )

 

By SHakiba Gozarabadi 

 هؼزفی:

، پل اف 6271ژّئي  71ًْینٌؼٍ ی آى هبؿگبؿت هیچـ امت. ایي کتبة ػؿ ایي کتبة، کتبثی امت ٧ْ٥ الٞبػٍ فیجب ّ گیـا کَ 

ًنغَ اف  11111مبل فصوت ّ تلاه ثی ٦٩َّ، ثـای اّلیي ثبؿ ػؿ اهـیکب ثَ چبپ ؿمیؼ. ػؿ مبٝت اّلیَ اًتيبؿه  61

 .کتبة ثَ ٥ـّه ؿ٥ت ّ کتبة ٥ـّىی ُب ثـای ػؿیب٥ت ًنغَ ُبی ثیيتـ ثَ اًجبؿُبی اًتيبؿات ُزْم ثـػًؼ

پل اف اًتيبؿ ایي کتبة هٌت٪ؼاى اػثی ًْىتَ ُبی هبؿگبؿت ؿا ػؿ ؿػی٤ تْلنتْی، چبؿلق ػیکٌق ّ تْهبك ُبؿػلی ٩ـاؿ 

هیلیْى ًنغَ اف آى ػؿ مـامـ  66فثبى تـروَ ىؼ ّ  11ػاػًؼ. ٌُْف یک مبل اف اًتيبؿ کتبة ًگئيتَ ثْػ کَ ایي کتبة ثَ 

هیلیْى  61ثبؿُب چبپ ىؼ ّ تٞؼاػ ٥ـّه آى اف  6211مبل، یٌٞی تب مبل رِبى ثَ ٥ـّه ؿمیؼ. ثـ ثبػ ؿ٥تَ ػؿ ٓی می 

 ًنغَ تزبّف کـػ. 

٥ـّه ایي کتبة ثَ ٩ؼؿی ه٨٥ْ ثْػ کَ رقء ؿ٩یجبى اٍلی اًزیل ىؼٍ ثْػ ثَ ْٓؿی کَ ًبىـاى اًزیل یک آگِی ثب ٌْٝاى 

 هٌتيـ کـػًؼ. ”ٌُْف ُن اًزیل عْاًؼًی تـ اف ثـ ثبػ ؿ٥تَ امت“

ربیقٍ پْلتیقؿ ؿا ثـای ایي کتبة ػؿیب٥ت کـػ. یک هبٍ پل اف اًتيبؿ کتبة، ثَ ػلیل ٥ـّه فیبػ ّ  6273مبل هبؿگبؿت ػؿ 

ػلاؿ اهتیبف 11111هضجْثیت ٧ْ٥ الٞبػٍ کتبة، تِیَ کٌٌؼٍ ی ثَ ًبم ُبلیّْػی، ملقًیک، ثَ مـاٟ هبؿگبؿت ؿ٥ت ّ تٌِب ثب 

یلن ثـ ثبػ ؿ٥تَ ه٥ْ٪یت عیلی ثیيتـی اف کتبة ثَ ػمت آّؿػ. ثَ ْٓؿی ٥یلوجـػاؿی ایي کتبة ؿا ثَ ػمت آّؿػ. مَ مبل ثٞؼ ٥

 ربیقٍ امکبؿ ػؿیب٥ت کـػ. فهبى ٥یلن مَ مبٝت ّ چِل ػ٩ی٪َ امت.  61کَ ایي ٥یلن پل اف اکـاى 

 ثـ ثبػ ؿ٥تَ ػامتبًی امت ػؿ آهـیکبی رٌْثی کَ فهبى رٌگ ػاعلی آهـیکب ىکل گـ٥تَ امت. 
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ی ػعتـی ىبًقػٍ مبلَ ثَ ًبم امکبؿلت اُّبؿا امت. ػؿ ایي کتبة توبم فًؼگی، ٝي٨، ٝقیقاى، عبًَ ثـ ثبػ ؿ٥تَ ػامتبى فًؼگ

ّ فهیي ّی ثَ چبلو کيیؼٍ هی ىًْؼ. امکبؿلت ػعتـی امت کَ فیجبیی چٌؼاًی ًؼاؿػ ّلی ثَ ىؼت رؾاة امت ّ کوتـ کنی 

لی ّیکلق، هٞي٩ْو، هی عْاُؼ ثب ىغٌ ػیگـی امت کَ رؾة مضـ اّ ًيْػ. ػؿ ُوبى اّایل ػامتبى امکبؿلت هی٦ِوؼ اى

افػّاد کٌؼ. توبم ػامتبى صْل ایي ٩ْیَ هی گـػػ کَ اّ هی عْاُؼ ثَ هٞي٩ْو ثـمؼ ّ ػؿ ْٓل ایي پـمَ رٌگ ػاعلی 

ىکل هی گیـػ ّ  پل اف ىـّٛ رٌگ ػامتبى ػؿثبؿٍ ی مغتی ُبی رٌگ ّ هيکلاتی امت کَ رٌگ ثـای رٌْثی ُب ثَ 

هنت٪یوبً اّ ّ عبًْاػٍ اه ؿا تضت تأحیـ ٩ـاؿ هیؼُؼ. ایي کتبة ثَ ایي اىبؿٍ ػاؿػ کَ ت٢ییـ ىـایٔ فًؼگی  اؿه٢بى هی آّؿػ ّ

هی تبًؼ ت٢ییـاتی ٥ـاّاى ُن ػؿ فهیٌَ ی ٝب٦ٓی ّ ُن ػؿ فهیٌَ ی ؿ٥تبؿی ػؿ ا٥ـاػ ثَ ّرْػ آّؿػ. ُوبًْٖؿ کَ امکبؿلت 

ی هنئْلیت پؾیـ ّ کنی تجؼیل ىؼ کَ ػؿ هؼت کْتبُی ثَ ثلْٟ اف یک ىغَیت لْك، ثی هنئْلیت ّ ػم ػهی هقاد ثَ ٥ـػ

٥کـی ؿمؼ ّ پيتْاًَ ی عبًْاػٍ اه ىؼ. ػؿ ثـ ثبػ ؿ٥تَ ثیيتـ ىغَیت ُبی ؿهبى اف ٝي٨ ّ رٌگ ػؿك ُبی ٥ـاًّی هی 

 گیـًؼ. ىبیؼ ُویي ػؿك ُب ّ ىکنت ُبمت کَ ایي کتبة ؿا رؾاة هی کٌؼ. 

 قظوت ُایی اس کتاب تز تاد رفتَ

کبؿلت هي ُیچ٩ْت ػؿ فًؼگی آػهی ًجْػم کَ ٩ٖٞبت ىکنتَ ی ٗـ٥ی ؿا ثب صٍْلَ فیبػ روٜ کٌن ّ ثَ ُن ثچنجبًن ّ ام“

 ”.ثٞؼ عْػم ؿا ٥ـیت ثؼُن کَ ایي ٗـ٣ ىکنتَ، ُوبى امت کَ اّل ػاىتَ ام

کزبمت؟ ثـای ایٌکَ  چ٪ؼؿ ًبگْاؿ امي کَ فًی یک هـتجَ ػؿ فًؼگی ثب ثؼتـیي صبػحَ ٝوـه ؿّ ثَ ؿّ ىْػ. هیؼاًی ٝیجو“

-اگـ ثب یک چٌیي پیو آهؼی ثـعْؿػ کـػ آى ٩ّت ؿّصیَ اه ُْٝ هی ىْػ ّ ػیگـ ثـای ُیچ چیقی اؿفه ٩بئل ًینت

 .”عیلی تأم٤ ػاؿػ کَ فًی ثَ آى هـصلَ ثـمؼ

 تزجوَ ی ایي کتاب

 تـروَ هت٦بّت ػؿ ثبفاؿ هْرْػ امت 7ثـ ثبػ ؿ٥تَ ػؿ صبل صبّـ ثب  -

 ا٧تـروَ ثبًْ، پـتْ اىـ -

چبپ ىؼ ّ پل اف آى ثبؿُب هزؼػا ثَ چبپ ؿمیؼ. ایي کتبة  6711تـروَ صني ىٌِبف کَ ًغنتیي ثبؿ ػؿ مبل  -

 تْمٔ اًتيبؿات اهیـکجیـ ػؿ ػّ رلؼ ثَ چبپ ؿمیؼ  6721آعـیي ثبؿ ػؿ مبل 

 ثَ چبپ ؿمیؼ. 6716ّ ػؿ آعـ تـروَ ی کیْهـث پبؿمبی کَ ػؿ مبل  -

 ًقذ

ثـ ثبػ ؿ٥تَ کتبثی امت کَ ػؿ آى تٍْی٦بت ؿیقثیٌبًَ ٥ـاّاًی ػؿ فهیٌَ ُبی هغتل٤ اف رولَ اهبکي، اىغبً، لجبك ُب ّ 

١یـٍ ثَ کبؿ ؿ٥تَ امت. ثٌبثـایي تٍْیَ هي ایي امت کَ ایي کتبة ثَ فثبى اٍلی عْاًؼٍ ىْػ چـا کَ ىغٌ ًْینٌؼٍ ایي 

 611هتـروبى کوتـ اف پل تٞـی٤ ایي تٍْی٦بت ثـ هی آیٌؼ. ثَ عًَْ تٍْی٦بت ؿا ثنیبؿ فیجب ّ ػ٩ی٨ ثیبى کـػٍ ّ 

٦ٍضَ اّل کتبة کَ ثَ تٍْی٦بت ػ٩ی٪ی اف اهبکي ّ اىغبً پـػاعتَ امت کَ صتی ثَ ُوبى فثبى اٍلی ُن هی تْاًؼ عنتَ 



VOLUME 3, Issue1, WINTER 2019  Journal of Elite Translator 
 
 

57 
 

 

وبهی هتـروبًی کَ ایي کٌٌؼٍ ثبىؼ، چَ ثـمؼ ثَ ایٌکَ هتـرن ػؿ تـروَ آى ه٨٥ْ ًجْػٍ ثبىؼ. الجتَ لافم ثَ ؽکـ امت کَ ت

کتبة ؿا تـروَ کـػٍ اًؼ، هتـروبى ثَ ًبهی ُنتٌؼ. اهب هي ثَ ىغََ ًنغَ ی اٍلی ؿا تـریش هی ػُن. ثَ ایي ػلیل کَ هي 

٩ّتی تـروَ ی ثبًْ )پـتْ اىـا٧( ؿا عْاًؼم، اّایل کتبة ثـاین ربلت ًجْػ ّ ثَ ىؼت اصنبك کـػم کَ کتبة ؿًگ ّ ثْی 

تـرن ًتْامتَ ثَ ّّْس هٌْٚؿ ًْیٌؼٍ ؿا ثَ عْاًٌؼٍ ثـمبًؼ. هتي کتبة ثب ایٌکَ کبهلا ػؿمت ًْىتَ تـروَ گـ٥تَ امت ّ ه

 ىؼٍ ثْػ ّ ُیچگًَْ ١لٔ ػمتْؿی ای ًؼاىت، ًویتْاًنت اصنبك ؿا ثَ ػؿمتی ثَ عْاًٌؼٍ هٌت٪ل کٌؼ.

ٚـ هي یک ىبُکبؿ اػثی امت کَ صتوب ػؿ آعـ ثبیؼ ثگْین کَ ایي کتبة، کتبثی ٧ْ٥ الٞبٍ فیجب ّ ػّمت ػاىتٌی امت ّ اف ً

 ثبیؼ عْاًؼٍ ىْػ.
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 طیشدٍ دلیل تزای ایٌکَ...

 

By Hanieh Fathi 

 درتارٍ کتاب ّ ًْیظٌذٍ

تْمٔ ؿافؿت ثیل، ًبىـ کتبة ُبی رْاى ّ ًْرْاى  1113اکتجـ 61میقػٍ ػلیل ثـای ایٌکَ ؿهبًی امت اف ری اىـ کَ ػؿ 

ىؼ. ری اىـ ؿهبى ًْینی آهـیکبیی امت ّ ٥ٞبلیت صـ٥َ ای اّ ثَ ٌْٝاى ًْینٌؼٍ ؿا ثب چبپ اّلیي گـٍّ پٌگْئي، هٌتيـ 

فثبى ػًیب ؿا ػؿ کبؿًبهَ  41هیلیْى ًنغَ ّ تـروَ ثَ  1ؿهبًو، میقػٍ ػلیل ثـای ایٌکَ، هی ػاًٌؼ. ایي کتبة ؿکْؿػ ٥ـّه 

٩ـاؿ گـ٥ت ایي کتبة ؿا ػؿ ایـاى ٥ـهِـ  1166ػؿ ژّئیَ عْػ ػاؿػ. ایي ؿهبى ػؿ ٥ِـمت کتبثِبی پـ٥ـّه ًیْیْؿک تبیوق

 اهیـػّمت تـروَ کـػٍ ّ تْمٔ ًيـ هلیکبى هٌتيـ ىؼٍ ّ ثَ چبپ چِبؿم ؿمیؼٍ امت.

 خلاصَ

میقػٍ ػلیل ثـای ایٌکَ ؿّایت ػعتـی ٦ُؼٍ مبلَ امت ثَ ًبم ُبًب ثیکـ کَ ثَ ػلیل ؿّیؼاػ ُبی تلظ فًؼگیو ػمت ثَ عْػکيی 

 یو اف هـگو ٦ُت ًْاؿ کبمت ّجٔ کـػٍ ّ ػؿ آى میقػٍ ػلیل عْػکيی عْػ ؿا تّْیش ػاػٍ امت. فػٍ امت. اّ پ

ػؿ اثتؼای ػامتبى کلی رٌني پل اف ثبفگيت اف هؼؿمَ ثب ثنتَ ای ٝزیت ؿّثَ ؿّ هی ىْػ کَ ًبهی اف ٥ـمتٌؼٍ ؿّی آى 

 ًینت ّ ...

 تخؼی اس کتاب

تْ هؼؿمَ. آػم ُیچ٩ْت ًوی٦ِوَ تْ فًؼگی ػیگـاى چی هیگؾؿٍ. ٥٪ٔ  ًویؼًّیي تْ فًؼگی هي چی گؾىتَ، تْ عًَْ، صتی

فًؼگ عْػه ؿّ هیؼًَّ ّ ٩ّتی ثب فًؼگی ػیگـاى ثبفی هی کٌیي، ٥٪ٔ یَ ٩نوت کْچیکو کَ ًینت. هتبم٦بًَ آػم ًویتًَْ 

 و ثبفی کـػیي...ػمت ثَ اًتغبة ثقًَ ّ ػ٩ی٪ب یَ ً٪َٖ ؿّ ًيًَْ ثگیـٍ. ٩ّتی ثب فًؼگی آػهب ثبفی هی کٌیي، ثب کل
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 طزیال

مـیبلی ه٨٥ْ ثـگـ٥تَ اف ُویي ٥یلن  ّ ثب ُویي ًبم  ثب ُویي ًبم تْمٔ کوپبًی ًت ٥لیکل ثَ کبؿگـػاًی  1163ػؿ مبل 

 تْهبك هک کبؿتی مبعتَ ىؼ. ژاًـ ایي ٥یلن ػؿام، هٞوبیی ّ هِیذ امت. 

 دیذگاٍ

ػثیـمتبًی هیپـػافػ. پل اف اتوبم ایي کتبة ىوب یبػ هی گیـیؼ کَ میقػٍ ػلیل ثـای ایٌکَ ثَ هنبئل ّ هيکلات ػاًو آهْفاى 

ثیيتـ ثَ آـا٥یبى ّ ؿ٥تبؿ آى ُب تْرَ کٌیؼ. ُوچٌیي هتْرَ هیيْیؼ کَ ؿ٥تبؿ ىوب تب چَ صؼ هیتْاًؼ ؿّی ػیگـاى تبحیـ 

 ثگؾاؿػ.

 

 

 

 

  

 

 أ
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By Maedeh Ghorbani 

Once upon a time, after a long day strolling over the city and carrying all those heavy pockets, 

Mr and Missis Foreigners sank into the chairs in the restaurant. "Hey, John watch out" Missis 

Foreigner “they might break”. He took a cursory glance into the packets and said: "All's right 

dear". Both of them were feeling pleasant fatigue. Missis Foreigner said:" It wasn't a bad idea to 

choose Iran for our annual trip". Mr. foreigner smiled and nodded his head. The waiter arrived 

with menus. Going through the menus, with those perennial foods, simultaneously, they exclaim 

"fish out of ozone". They looked at the waiter with great wonder and asked for an explanation. 

The waiter could reply just “no, English" Inevitably, to satisfy their curiosity he asked for two 

dishes. "It may seem as incredible as alien and that's why they call it like that," said Mr 

foreigner. "It may survive whit out the effect of the ozone layer," said Missis Foreigner "or above 

the it". They were so eager that they couldn't wait anymore. Finally, the white elephant came 

prancing. As soon as the dishes were put on the table, the flame of curiosity and enthusiasm died. 

He looked at his wife's face and started laughing. "I'm so sorry darling, know that you can't stand 

starry sturgeon," said Mr foreigner. "Why did we leave the tour?" she said while she was starring 

furiously at the dish. "Maybe it is a mistranslation of this word!" said Mr foreigner while he was 

pointing to “هبُی اّفّى ثـّى” 
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Crossword Puzzle 

 

By Hanieh Fathi 
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1- spy-barrier 

2- skew -back 

3- mom 

4- temperature- brain 

5- treasure 

6- we- water- pottage(Iranian 

traditional food) 

7- accent- perpetuity 

8- forceps  

 

1- solid-sailor                                                                                                                                                    

2- cemetery- hair  

3- cement - separate 

4- cholera- dignity 

5- dread-wide 

6- van- that                                                     

7- poison- meteorite 

8- valley-became-clay 

9- ready- male 

10- new- narcissus 

Vertica

l 

Horizontal 
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Crossword Puzzle 

 

By Maryam Lorzani 
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CFP: JOURNAL 
 

Cognitive Linguistic Studies 
Developments in Cognitive Translation and Interpreting Studies 

 
This special issue aims to present the most up-to-date research and developing trends 

within Cognitive Translation and Interpreting Studies (CTIS). The editors welcome 

contributions that explore cognitive theoretical models of translation/interpreting, 

empirically investigate cognitive aspects of translation or interpreting, or critically 

engage with the philosophical foundations of Cognitive Translation and Interpreting 

Studies (CTIS). 

 Possible topics include (but are not limited to):  
 

tion/interpreting production or reception  

 

-machine interaction/collaboration in translation/interpreting  

 

ting  

 
 

Important Dates  
 
Please submit an abstract of approximately 500 words including the title, references 
(not included in the word count), author’s names, affiliations and contacts to both Dr. 
Kairong Xiao (kairongxiao@163.com) and Prof. Sandra L. Halverson 
(sandra.l.halverson@uia.no).  
 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

https://benjamins.com/catalog/cogls 

 

 

https://benjamins.com/catalog/cogls
https://benjamins.com/catalog/cogls
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CFP: CONFERENCE  

Technology and Translation in Trends New 
 

The aim of the conference is to bring together academics in linguistics, translation 
studies, machine translation and natural language processing, as well as developers, 
practitioners, language service providers (LSPs) and vendors who work on or are 
interested in various aspects of technology for translation. The conference will be a 
distinctive and interdisciplinary event for discussing the latest developments and 
practices in translation technology. NeTTT has been received with great enthusiasm 
from academia and industry alike, attracting renowned invited speakers and sponsors. 

The new dates are the following:  

• 3-4 July 2021: Summer School on Neural Machine Translation 

Conference NeTTT’2021 2021: July 7-5 • 

 
 https://nettt-conference.com/ 

 

CFP: CONFERENCE  

International Symposium PaCor 2020 

The research group TRALIMA/ITZULIK GIC IT 1209-19 of the University of the Basque 
Country/Euskal Herriko Unibertsitatea (UPV/EHU) is pleased to organise the III 
International Symposium on Parallel Corpora, PaCor 2020. This conference will take 
place on 19-20 November 2020 at the Micaela Portilla Research Institute in Vitoria-
Gasteiz (University’s Campus of Álava). 

 
PaCor 2020 aims to contribute to the scientific dissemination initiated by the research 
group SpatiAlEs, from the University of Santiago de Compostela, in 2016, later 
reinforced by the Instituto Universitario de Lenguas Modernas y Traductores (ULMYT), 
at the University Complutense of Madrid, in 2018. TRALIMA/ITZULIK together with the 
abovementioned research groups, and many others, take part in CORPUSNET. The 
goal of this network is the development of (parallel or comparable) corpus-based tools, 
applications and resources to satisfy needs in the realms of research, teaching and/or 
intercultural communication (http://corpusnet.unileon.es/). 

Vitoria-Gasteiz, 19-20 November 2020 

https://www.ehu.eus/en/web/pacor2020/aurkezpena 

 

 

https://nettt-conference.com/invited-speakers/
https://nettt-conference.com/sponsors/
https://nettt-conference.com/
https://www.ehu.eus/en/web/pacor2020/aurkezpena
https://www.ehu.eus/en/web/pacor2020/aurkezpena
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CFP: CONFERENCE  

Pragmatics of translation 

In 2021 the 13th meeting of the international Symposium on (Im)Politeness and the 7th 
meeting of the biannual iMean  (interaction and meaning)  conference will be merged for 
a meeting on the ―pragmatics of translation‖ on 24-26 June, 2021. We hope that you will 
hold the dates and be able to join us. 
 
We will invite papers on translation outcomes and processes which highlight a 
pragmatic angle of understanding the transfer of language phenomena across cultures 
and intra-culturally. We approach translation from a broad perspective, including written 
textual translation from source to target language as well as other modalities such as 
signing, simultaneous translation or audiovisual translation by professional and lay 
people. We also include topics such as explaining meaning to each other or translating 
sensual experience into language. 

The conference takes place from 24-26 June 2021. 

imean21.philhist.unibas.ch/en/home/-https://sympol 

 

CFP: CONFERENCE  

Fifth International Conference on Research into the Didactics of Translation 

  
PACTE (Process of Acquisition of Translation Competence and Evaluation) is 
organising the Fifth International Conference on Research into the Didactics of 
Translation (didTRAD), which will be held at the Universitat Autònoma de Barcelona, 8-
10 July, 2020. This conference aims to provide a forum for researchers in the field of 
translator training. 

Important dates 

 Presentation of abstracts: deadline January 19, 2020. Further information in the 
second circular (October 2019).  

 Notification of acceptance: March 20, 2020. 
 Registration: March 23 – May 1, 2020 (reduced rate); May 2 – June 19, 2020 

(normal rate). 

 http://grupsderecerca.uab.cat/pacte/en/circular1en 

 
 
 

https://sympol-imean21.philhist.unibas.ch/en/home/
https://sympol-imean21.philhist.unibas.ch/en/home/
http://grupsderecerca.uab.cat/pacte/en/circular1en
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CFP: Seminar  

Fourth Specialist Seminar on the Didactics of Translation 

The Specialist Seminar on the Didactics of Translation is designed to provide a forum 
for the discussion of issues of interest to translator trainers. 
The main aims of the Specialist Seminar are to: 

1. Discuss innovative teaching practices in translator training. 
2. Discuss aspects of the teaching of other disciplines involved in translator training. 

Important dates 

 Presentation of abstracts: deadline January 19, 2020. Further information in the 
second circular (October 2019).  

 Notification of acceptance: March 20, 2020. 
 Registration: March 23 – May 1, 2020 (reduced rate); May 2 – June 19, 2020 

(normal rate). 
 7 July, 2020 

http://grupsderecerca.uab.cat/pacte/en/circular1en 

 

CALL FOR UNIVERSITY ASSISTANT 

University Assistant (prae doc) at the Centre for Translation Studies 

The Centre for Translation Studies is seeking a University assistant (prae doc) in the 
field of Transcultural Communication (Prof. Dr. Cornelia Zwischenberger) with a focus 
on the use of the translation concept beyond Translation Studies ("translational turn") 
from a transdisciplinary/transcultural perspective on translation. 

The Centre for Translation Studies (ZTW) at the University of Vienna, Austria is one of 
20 academic units (faculties and centres) of the University of Vienna. In addition to the 
area of teaching (transcultural communication, translation studies, translation and 
interpreting education in 14 languages, etc.), the Centre conducts research in several 
key research areas. Cutting-edge research is conducted by professors, habilitated staff 
members, predoctoral and postdoctoral researchers, senior lecturers and many more. 
More than 120 lecturers teach translation-related subjects to about 3,000 undergraduate 
and postgraduate students. 

https://univis.univie.ac.at/ausschreibungstellensuche/flow/bew_ausschreibung-

flow?_flowExecutionKey=_c959594EA-A20F-0228-BA21-DA099B78431D_k906217C0-3D06-

A35A-111B-1D230EF4E00C&tid=77424.28 

http://grupsderecerca.uab.cat/pacte/en/circular1en
https://univis.univie.ac.at/ausschreibungstellensuche/flow/bew_ausschreibung-flow?_flowExecutionKey=_c959594EA-A20F-0228-BA21-DA099B78431D_k906217C0-3D06-A35A-111B-1D230EF4E00C&tid=77424.28
https://univis.univie.ac.at/ausschreibungstellensuche/flow/bew_ausschreibung-flow?_flowExecutionKey=_c959594EA-A20F-0228-BA21-DA099B78431D_k906217C0-3D06-A35A-111B-1D230EF4E00C&tid=77424.28
https://univis.univie.ac.at/ausschreibungstellensuche/flow/bew_ausschreibung-flow?_flowExecutionKey=_c959594EA-A20F-0228-BA21-DA099B78431D_k906217C0-3D06-A35A-111B-1D230EF4E00C&tid=77424.28
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CALL FOR POST-DOCTORAL POSITION 

University Assistant (post doc) at the Centre for Translation Studies 

A half-day post-doctoral position (with the option to extend it to a full position) with a 

focus on online collaborative translation, limited to 6 years is advertised at the Centre 

for Translation studies (collaboration with Prof. Dr. Cornelia Zwischenberger). It is 

desirable that the successful candidate writes a habilitation dedicated to the issue of 

online collaborative translation (e.g. Translation Crowdsourcing, Fansubbing, 

Fandubbing, Translation hacking etc.) as a specific type of transcultural communication 

where both the translation product and process are characterised by particular hybridity. 

Therefore, relevant previous experience with the topic and respective publications 

should already be available. 

 

The Centre for Translation Studies (ZTW) at the University of Vienna, Austria is one of 

20 academic units (faculties and centres) of the University of Vienna. In addition to the 

area of teaching (transcultural communication, translation studies, translation and 

interpreting education in 14 languages, etc.), the Centre conducts research in several 

key research areas. Cutting-edge research is conducted by professors, habilitated staff 

members, predoctoral and postdoctoral researchers, senior lecturers and many more. 

More than 120 lecturers teach translation-related subjects to about 3,000 undergraduate 

and postgraduate students. 

https://univis.univie.ac.at/ausschreibungstellensuche/flow/bew_ausschreibung-

flow?_flowExecutionKey=_cD9F00A14-EAB1-64F9-7C52-5CC74E25F15B_k9954C0E3-0EF7-

D44F-8573-99FA5ECFB602&tid=77605.28 

 

PRIZE 

The Stephen Spender Prize 2020 for poetry in translation in association with the 

Guardian 

Translate into English any poem from any language – ranging from Arabic to Uzbek, 
from Danish to Somali—and win cash prizes!  

You are warmly invited to enter the Stephen Spender Prize for poetry in translation, with 
categories for young people (14-and-under, 16-and-under, and 18-and-under) as well 
as an open category for adults. All entrants must be UK or Irish citizens or residents, or 
pupils at a British School overseas. Please study the guidelines below carefully, as 
some elements have changed from previous years. Closing date: 17 July 2020 

http://www.stephen-spender.org/spender_prize.html 

https://univis.univie.ac.at/ausschreibungstellensuche/flow/bew_ausschreibung-flow?_flowExecutionKey=_cD9F00A14-EAB1-64F9-7C52-5CC74E25F15B_k9954C0E3-0EF7-D44F-8573-99FA5ECFB602&tid=77605.28
https://univis.univie.ac.at/ausschreibungstellensuche/flow/bew_ausschreibung-flow?_flowExecutionKey=_cD9F00A14-EAB1-64F9-7C52-5CC74E25F15B_k9954C0E3-0EF7-D44F-8573-99FA5ECFB602&tid=77605.28
https://univis.univie.ac.at/ausschreibungstellensuche/flow/bew_ausschreibung-flow?_flowExecutionKey=_cD9F00A14-EAB1-64F9-7C52-5CC74E25F15B_k9954C0E3-0EF7-D44F-8573-99FA5ECFB602&tid=77605.28
http://www.stephen-spender.org/spender_prize.html


VOLUME 3, Issue1, WINTER 2019  Journal of Elite Translator 
 
 

71 
 

 

Publication 

Essays on Conference Interpreting 

This book condenses the important lessons learned at key points during the author’s 
30-year career as an intergovernmental conference interpreter and trainer, seeking to 
define what constitutes good interpreting and how to develop the skills and abilities that 
are conducive to it, as well as fostering practices and technologies that help to maintain 
high professional standards. The book places interpreting in its historical context as a 
time-honoured discipline and discusses the effect of modern technology on translating 
and interpreting, identifying areas where it is most useful (electronic communications 
media, broadcasting) while stressing that professional education and training of linguists 
are more important than reliance on technological shortcuts. The book is an invaluable 
resource to all those working or training in conference interpreting, as well as being a 
stimulating read for those engaged in the wider work of interpreting. 

This book covers the intricacies of conference interpreting from linguistic issues and 

training to considerations of ethics, etiquette and protocol. It is destined to become an 

invaluable reference in the classroom and for anyone interested in the fascinating world 

of interpreting. This book is a gift to students of interpretation, fellow interpreters and 

trainers alike. It is an invaluable training resource for those specifically interested in the 

demanding field of conference interpretation as it addresses many intricacies and 

challenges related to our profession. 
 

Author: James Nolan 

http://www.multilingual-matters.com/display.asp?isb=9781788927987 

http://www.multilingual-matters.com/author_results.asp?sf1=contributor&st1=James%20Nolan&sort=uk_pubdate/d
http://www.multilingual-matters.com/display.asp?isb=9781788927987
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