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Farewell to Parviz Owsia  
  

Ahmad Ebrahimi 

  

  

"Speak of things that die but  

   Speak out against death" 

                                         Volker von Törne 

  

  

Neither hollow snowflakes remain on the soil  

Nor this vacant love, journeys out of my soul 

  

Like the distance to another bereavement! 

The uninformed heart wrinkles  

How remote this room of solitude and forgotten pledges 

From a last embrace forfeited and from an unrehearsed lament! 

  

The phone - which has remained silent for weeks - rings  

And I am disconnected to your voice, lost forever 

In life, you were composed 

How come you are already decomposed? 

  

Already aiming at me from the trenches: A fresh agony 

Already soldering on my forehead: A fresh drop of sweat 

Already mourned to death; already deaf! 
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Through the no man’s land of awakened nightmare I have to go 

To look straight into the eyes of you undead  

Shed cardboard tears from the fish of an eye 

Needlework the stitches of memory 

With the nail of speech 

  

Handing out a rosary out of all those image-beads? 

I have to be vigilant 

Memory plays up when stepping down on a slant  

No longer possible to plunder the coffers of grief so frequently 

  

How far we travelled  

Like a trapeze artist  

On the invisible string of death 

Juggled with deaths of friends, companions 

And what kept us together  

Was accepting to become clowns 

As of our sincerity and hardship endured  

Men were hardly convinced  

Except when seeing us unmasked by death: 

The black phosphorous coat 

Reflecting the mirror of life 

  

  

There is no antidote for every pain 

There is no consolation for every grief 

There is no capacity for enduring the ceaseless avalanche of throbbing throughout 
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And there is no allegory for a postmortem 

  

Neither hollow snowflakes remain on the soil 

Nor this vacant love, journeys out of my soul 

  

  

Parviz bestowed upon us the man he was 

A poet, a novelist, a photographer and a lawyer 

But most of a all, a noble being that is very rare  

The ecstasy of his companionship   

Death has crossed out but not his legacy, 

  

Transparent as the youngest person present 

And old as wisdom 

More loveable than a beautiful female 

That brings a sudden beat to the night 

An argument with him one never got hurt 

His purity and dominance in thought 

One always rejoiced at rather than envied  

  

Parviz was a village-head, a catalyst, a referee 

Among the tribe of discord 

Generous even when broke 

Poised with dignity 

Even in the nakedness of friendship 

And bare-limpid-slackening of drinking alcohol 

  

He brought us souvenirs  
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From cities of thought and oasis of love he had inhabited 

Insightful, fair and gay 

An early victim of the Islamic revolution that imprisoned him  

Just because he was the best advocate, the most successful international lawyer  

  

The regime released him at last because he was innocent 

But the Iranian Writers’ Association - that he later became co-executive in exile  

Was too weary to come out in his defense at the time 

Even to that 

He never complained! 

  

Yet for this another colleague buried in Pere la Chaise, this is hardly an elegy 

My companions never die of a natural death! - That is the treachery!  

  

Neither hollow snowflakes remain on the soil  

Nor this vacant love, journeys out of my soul 
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