Ghazal 169, Hafiz
Translation by Joshua Hall

Succor now in none I see; what clime are friends gone
to?

When did friendship die, and lovers true become so
few?

Blackened is the fount of life; where is the Khizr of
fortune?

Roses’ stems weep blood; where are the breezes that
renew?

No man saith there be a friend with care for
friendship's right;

In what pit have fallen those respecting friendship’s
due?

Years no gem hath come forth from the mine of
chivalry.

Sunshine and the works of wind and rain, are they gone
too?

Denizens of kindly climes are now but dust that’s
scattered;

When had kindliness died out, its cities bid adieu?

In the field the ball’s been cast of magnanimity;

None rides forth. Where are the riders wonted to
pursue?

Roses by the thousand are open but bereft of birdsong;
Where are now the nightingales whose absence we thus
rue?

Venus play’th not pleasing tunes; indeed, her lute hath
burned.

None is there with taste for wine; do all their drink
eschew?

Hafiz, godly secrets such as these none knoweth; be
silent.

Whom about the turning spheres art thou to ask; yes,
who?
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