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 íOiv éF ÚCoÞk ÚA ok éÆ kßF í¤Dµ Þ gDOwÊ ,CÞpJíF êCæpµDz kCrhp¾ ¹Þp¾ 
 Þ Ýì¬Ôv PwÛCßN éÆ PÂÞ ÚA DN .lÜÆ ÐìØeN Úq l¨ é·×DV éF Co kßh PwÛCßN 

 PìØvo éF Þ lÛpìËF êlV Co ÞC DN lÜÆ oCkCÞ Co éÛD×q ÙwìÎDÛoßR Þ MDìFkC ÚCoCkpv 
.lì¡Æ ÙOv oDìwF ,lÜvDÜ¡F 

 
Forugh Farrokhzad (1935-1967) was a fearless, auspiciuous, and 
rebellious poet who in her time was able with difficulty to impose 
herself on that population that did not support women (lit. "was 
against"). She had endured much oppression until she was able to 
convince the leaders of literature and journalism of the period to take 
her seriously and officially recognize her.  
   

 oßè± qC ¢ìJ êDçÍDv éF «ßFp× éÆ yCéÛCpµDz êDçkßØÛ ÝìOwiÛ ok kCrhp¾ ¹Þp¾ 
 XëCo íOÜv Ýì×D©× Þ ÙìçD¿× pF íwÜV fëp¤ p·z Èë DF ,kßF lè·O× pÜç Þ MDìFkC 

 qC ÚDèÊDÛ ÞC .lz ´Þpz kÞpv éÆ êp·z HÎDÂ ok ¹Þp¾ íwÜV yoßz .kpF yoßë  
:kCk pv ÝìÜZ ÝëC Co kßh rì×Ap¿Æ ÖÔÆ íËÛDh íÊlÛq p·Â 

 
Forugh Farrokhzad in her first poetic expressions related to the years 
before being considered literary or artistic, with one clearly sensual 
poem attacked the concepts and beliefs popular of the day. The 
sexual revolution of Forugh had begun in the framework of the poems 
she composed. Suddenly, she "let go" from the abyss of domestic life 
these culturally blasphemous (lit. "infidel" words: 
 

MnÎ q pJ íçDÜÊ ÖkpÆ éÜÊ 
kßF Ýì¡NA Þ ÖpÊ éÆ ízßºA ok 

íÛCÞqDF ÚDì× ÖkpÆ éÜÊ 



kßF ÝìÜçA Þ êßV éÜìÆ Þ ¹Ck éÆ 
 

 yß×Dh Þ ÈëoDN éËNßÏh ÚA ok 
 yqCo q pJ Ù¡Z éF ÖkpÆ éËÛ 

lëqpÎ éÛDFDNíF éÜìv ok ÙÎk 
yqDìÛ pJ Ù¡Z êDè¡çCßh q 

 
yß×Dh Þ ÈëoDN éËNßÏh ÚA ok 

 ÙOw¡Û ÞC oDÜÆ ok ÚD¡ëpJ 
 Piëo ußç ÙëDèGÎ êÞo pF ¢GÎ 

 ÙOvo éÛCßëk Ík æÞlÛC q 
 

Ä¡µ é¥Â ¢zßËF ÖlÛCßh Þp¾ 
 Ý× éÛDÛDV êC ÙçCßhí× CpN 

 ¢iGÛDV yßºA êC ÙçCßhí× CpN 
Ý× éÛCßëk ÄzDµ êC ,CpN 

 
 PhÞp¾C éÏ·z ¢ÛDÊlëk ok ußç 

 lì¥Âo éÛDØìJ ok gpv ECpz 
 ÖpÛ pOwF ÚDì× ok Ý× ÝN 

lëqpÎ éÛDOw× yCéÜìv êÞpF 
  

 MnÎ q pJ íçDÜÊ ÖkpÆ éÜÊ 
 yßçl× Þ ÚCqpÎ êoDÇìJ oDÜÆ 
 ÖkpÆ éZ ÙÛCkí× éZ lÛÞClh 

 yß×Dh Þ ÈëoDN éËNßÏh ÚA ok 
 
 

I sinned, a sin full of pleasure 
Wrapped in an embrace, warm and fiery 



I sinned in a pair of arms 
That was virile, iron and hot 
 
In that secluded and dark place 
I looked into his eyes full of mystery 
My heart beating excitedly in my chest 
From the glow of his desire 
 
In that secluded and dark place 
Scattered, I sat next to him 
And as his lips poured their lust onto mine 
I became free from my hearts sorrow 
 
I whispered in his ears, 
"I want you, soul mate 
I want you, embrace of life 
I want you, my crazy love!" 
 
Desire flashed in his eyes 
Red wine danced in the cup 
My body trembling on his chest 
In the middle of the soft bed 
 
I sinned, a sin full of pleasure 
Next to a quivering, unconcious body 
God, I do not know what I did 
In that secluded, dark place 

 
 ÖDÜzk Þ ¢Ûqpv ¼ìN pFCpF ok Co éÜìv Þ PhDv éÜçpF Þ PiÎ Co kßh p·z ÝëC DF ¹Þp¾ 

 Ùç ¹Þp¾ .koÞAíØÛ EDN é·×DV .kÞpv ,lëCpwF PwÛCßNíØÛ éØì·Û Co éZÚA ÞC .kpÆ pKv 
 qC .lÛkCk yCÁÔ¬ Dë ,P¾pÊ ÁÔ¬ .P¾pÛ ok DV qC ÞC .kCkí× é×CkC Þ P¾DNíØÛ pF êÞo 

 kDë qC êÞo bìçéF Co êpµDz .kÞpv ÚDÜZÙç D×C ,lìOÏº ok yßºA ÚA éF yßºA ÝëC 
 ÚCoCkpv .PzCkíØÛ qDF pÜç êÔOµC qC Co ÞC íwÜV íÊlÛq qC ízDÛ ÚD×pd .kpFíØÛ 



 Þ PiëpÊí× ÚDzíÇë yßºA qC æDÊpç .lÛkpÆ ßWç oDìwF Co ¹Þp¾ p¤D·× EkC Þ p·z 
 Co kßh êéÛDÃzDµ MCp¬Dh Þ kpFí× ÙÏÂ éF Pvk kÞp®× kp× ,PiëÞAí× êpËëk éF 

 ok é·ÂCÞ ÝëC .PzCnÊí× ÚDì× ok Ökp× DF Þ kpKví× MÔW× éF íÂoÞDJ Moß¤ éF 
 Èë êDV ok Co ÞC éÆ ÚDÛA éF ÖDWÛCpv Þ l×A ÚDV éF ¹Þp¾ .lz oCpÇN oDìwF ¹Þp¾ íÊlÛq 

 oD¡OÛC qC l·F .kpÆ íWÆ ÚDçk lÛkßF ækpÆ í¾p·× p¤D·× MDìFkC ok íwÜV PF 
 p²OÜ×DÛ éÆ lìvo IDZ éF ÞC qC êpRC ÚDèÊDÛ ,ÚDì¥µ Þ oCßëk Þ pìvC êDçp·z éµßØW× 

 ,éµßØW× ÝëC ok ¹Þp¾ .PwF Co DçÚDFq ,pËëk êlÎßN p·z éµßØW× éñCoC DF ¹Þp¾ .kßF 
 êælz éO¾pënJ Íß¤C DF Co DçHÎDÂ Þ kßF ækÞr¾C kßh íwÜV rìN êærëpº éF Co é¡ëlÛC 

 íwÜV êDçéµßÜØ× qp× qC oDF Èë éÆ ¹Þp¾ ÚßÜÆC .kßF ækpÆ ÌÜçDØç p¤D·× p·z 
 PwÛCßNí× ,kßF ælz oClÛClì× íëDìdíF Þ íëCÞpJíF éF êpµDz ÚClì× ok Þ ækpÆ onÊ 
 Þ lÛkßF kp× ùD×ßØµ éÆ p¤D·× lè·O× êCp·z DF íÛDvÙç Þ PFDÂo ok Co kßh íOvkpFq 

 oD¡OÛC DF ¹Þp¾ .lÛÓßGÃF lÛkßF ælz ÚCoÞk l×A pv íµDØOVC êDçé¡ëlÛC ÞpØÏÂ ok 
  .kCk oCpÂ ÚDzPvkÞp¾ éÛ ,ÚDÜëC oDÜÆ ok Co kßh ,pËëk êlÎßN êéµßØW× 

 
With this poem Forugh bared herself naked and surrendered her 
chest (i.e. "heart") to the blade of her enemies. She composed what 
nobody else was able. People could not endure (it). Forugh did not 
turn away and instead continued. She did not leave her place. She 
got a divorce (or they gave her one). She rolled from this to that 
embrace but still she composed. She never forgot in any situation that 
she was a poet. Privation and disappointment resulting from her 
sexual life did not dissuade her from exalting art. The leaders of 
contemporary literature and poetry satired her. When she would leave 
the embrace of one man and hang herself to another, the rejected 
would pick up a pen, write memoirs of their love and send them to 
periodicals for consideration like soap operas. This reality was often 
repeated in Forugh's life.  
 
She came to life (i.e. "got angry") and finally gave a crooked (i.e. 
"wicked") smile those that introduced her to literature as (nothing but) 
a sex-symbol. After publication of the collection "Captive, Wall, Sin", 
suddenly a work came to be published that was unexpected.  



 
With the production of the collection "Another Birth", Forugh stopped 
everyone from talking. In this collection, Forugh had added thought to 
her sharp feminine instincts, and she had molded her poems 
concordant to the agreed principles of contemporary poetry. Now that 
she had passed from the border of "forbidden" sex and had taken her 
spot in the middle of those other fearless (and impudent?) mostly 
male poets, she could show her skills and compete at the same level 
as them. Forugh had arranged a spot for herself next to these artists, 
not below them. 

 
 pËëk ¹Þp¾ D×C ,lÛkpF ÖDÛ p¤D·× p·z êéÇÏ× ÖDÛ ÞC qC íhpF .lÛkßOv Co ¹Þp¾ përÊDÛ 
 ÞC pF ÚCp²OÜ× .kpKvíØÛ oClÃ×íF ÄzDµ éF Co kßh PìwÜV ÞC .kßGÛ Ýì¡ìJ ¹Þp¾ 

 .lÜÆ qDºA Co kßh êpÜç íÎD·N Þ íÊlÛq qC êCæqDN ÚCoÞk ¹Þp¾ lÜOvCßhíØÛ .lÜOhDN 
 éO¿Ê Ýiv íFCkp× MCkßVß× éÛßÊ ÝëC DF koßhpF qC kßh êp·z êDçéµßØW× ok ¹Þp¾ 

 pF ¹Þp¾ pìRDN .PvC éOzCnÊ ¢ëDØÛ éF éÛClÜ×pÜç Co yCælz oCkéeëpV MDvDwdC Þ 
 HN .lÛlz éOiìËÛCpF ÞC qC lìÏÃN éF éëD×ÙÆ ÚDÛq  éÆ kßF ÚDÜZ p¤D·× EkC êDçkClëÞo 

 kßh ok êpµDz ok íOµD©F ÅlÛC éÆ kDO¾C íÛCßV ÚCpOhk Þ ÚDÛq ÚDV éF ¹Þp¾ 
 éF DçÚA .lÜÜÆ é¨pµ Pvok Co ÈZßÆ êéëD×Pvk ÝëC lÜOwÛCßNíØÛ Þ lÜO¾Dëí× 

 IDZ éF êp·z êDçéµßØW× ok xKv Þ íFkC MDe¿¤ ok êoDRC Þ oD·zC ,¹Þp¾ qC lìÏÃN 
 ÖDØN f®v ok DçÍDv ,ælz pì¿ÇN ¹Þp¾ .kßF Pwv Þ Àì·¨ ùDGÎDº éÆ .lÛlÛDvoí× 

 qC íÇëíÇë EA êÞo ÀÆ ÐS× lÛkpÆí× lìÏÃN ÞC qC éÆ íÛDÛq .lz pìSÇN ÚCpëC MDìFkC 
.lÜOzClÛ kßVÞ rÊpç íëßÊ ßN .lÜO¾o ÚDì× 

 
Helpless, they praised her. Some named her the Queen of 
Contemporary Poetry, but Forugh was not like the earlier Forugh. She 
did not give herself to worthless lovers and people piled on her (lit. 
"mounted"). They did not want her to begin a new era of her life and 
exalted status. Forugh spoke of her encounters with these types of 
"swamp creatures" and in her collections she artistically presented 
her sense of having been wounded. 
 



The impression Forugh had upon the events of contemporary 
literature was such that woman of meager means were motivated to 
imitate her. "Forugh Fever" had fallen upon the lives of woman and 
younger girls and some had found themselves involved as poets but 
they weren't able to present their limited talents in the right fashion. In 
imitating Forugh, they had their works published in the literature and 
in collections that were generally substandard.  
 
Over the years, the effect of Forugh the heretic has multiplied over 
the surface of Iranian literature. Those women that imitated her have 
all dissipated one by one like bubbles on the surface of water. One 
could say they never existed.  

 
 .PvßìJ íËÛCkÞDV éF Þ lz oDÊlÛD× ÚCpëC p·z ÚDØvA ok ¹Þp¾ D×C ,lÜO¾o ¹Þp¾ ÚClÏÃ× 

 qC éÆ íFkC oDRA ok ¹Þp¾ .kß¡Ê qDF Co kßh éÛDÛq pìØ¨ éÆ PvC íÛCpëC Úq ÝìOwiÛ ÞC 
 ÝëC .PvC éOhDv êoDV p·z ok Co kßh ÝN êDç¢çCßh éÛDhDOwÊ ,ælÛD× DV éF ÞC 
 íFßh éF íÛCpëC ÚDÛq qC íÊorF ¢iF êCpF EÔÃÛC qC l·F ívDìv MÓßeN ok ælëlJ 

.lz ælìØè¾ Þ ußØÏ× 
 

The imitators of Forugh departed, but Forugh became permanent in 
the domain of Iranian poetry and united to eternity. She was the first 
Iranian woman who opened her feminine awareness. In her literary 
works, she impudently flowed her desires in poem. In the political 
changes after the revolution, this phenomenon has become tangible 
and is well understood by a large segment of Iranian women. 

 
Draft translation November 2007 Larry Klein 

 


