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  انجنيرسيد مختار دريا
  ٢٠٢٢ می ٠٧

  

  مختار دريا

 دـــيـد عـلبخن
  يک لبخنديستۀعيد ما لحظ

 که به لب ھای يتيمی رويد

  شاداب و پر از عطر سرورۀھمچو يک غنچ

 در دل دشت تمنای رسيدنھايش

 رامآيک کفی نان و مکانی 

  پيرھن و پطلونی، نوکفش

 ذ و بکسغقلم و کا

 خرسالآ ۀمکتب و دلھر

 امتحا ن و نمرات عالی

  طب رفته و داکتر گرددۀتا به فاکولت

 درد بيماری بابای مريضش ھرکز نرود از يادش

  چيچک و سل چند رفيقش را کشت،سرخکان

 پدر و خاله و مامای عزيزش رفتند

 سفری دور درازی که ندارد برگشت

 ش بيماری و فقر جانکاهآتر قريه د

 سوزد ھر زمان می

 یی نه طبيبی و نه بيمارستانئنه دوا
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 ھوا سرد و زمستان قاتل  دور وهقري

 چرخد خاطراتی ست که در مغز سرش می

  لبھای پر از اميدی ستۀعيد ما خند

 که به ديوار رخ طفل وطن رخنه کند

  ان لبخند استۀعيد ما لحظ

 مختار دريا: شعر از

 ابوالقاسم غضنفر: به انگليسی ازبرگردان 

The Smile of Eid  

Our Eid is the moment of a smile 

That would grow on the lips of an orphan  

Like a fresh flower bunch full of fragrance of happiness 

In the heart of the desert of reaching his wishes 

A loaf of bread, a peaceful space 

A pair of new shoes, new shirt and new pants 

Pen, paper, briefcase 

School and the worries of school year ending 

Examinations and high grades 

To go to medical school to become a physician  

He never forgets the pain of his father's ailment 

Whooping cough, small pox and tuberculosis killed several of his friends 

His father, his aunt and his dear uncle lost 

To a far and long journey that has no return 

His village in the soul burning fire of illness and poverty 

Burning everyday 

Neither medicine, nor doctor, nor hospital 

The village far away, the weather cold, and winter murdering 

These are the memories whirling in his head 

Our Eid is the smile of the lips full of hope 

That should find its way onto the face of our land's child 

Our Eid is the moment of that smile.  
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