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Swan Lake

By Majid Naficy

Does the person playing the violin
On the other side of the wall
Hear the sound of my sobbing?

| am coiled up on the couch and wailing.
My world has ended in the pit of this grave
And the walls of this room

Show the end of my wishes.

But the wave rising from the other side
Slowly brings my couch into movement.
| disentangle from myself

Hang my arms from two sides of a boat
And rowing slip out of the window.

The world welcomes me like a lake,
The playful waves talk to me
And | am encircled by high-necked swans.

“Get up! Get up!

Open your hands from two sides,
Walk out of your lifeless body
And let beauty talk to you again.”

| slowly fill with particles of air

And come to dance, lightly

With my partners dressed in white.
| will dance on the lake
Throughout the night

Letting my eyes fill with stars

And | will never return

To the corner of that coffin.

Suddenly my neighbour stops playing.
Ah! If | could only shout:

Don'’t stop! Play!

Don't let my lake

Depletes its water



And return my dance partners
To their remote islands.

The one who is playing violin
On the other side of the walll
Has heard my inside cry.

Her light bow once again

Slips on the strings of the violin
And brings me to dance

Over the “Swan Lake”.
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