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Homa Katouzian

Iraj, the Poet of Love and Humour

Iraj was a leading poet of the late Qajar era, a major poet in the whole history of Persian poetry and by far the greatest of the poets who descended from Fath'ali Shah. Two things in particular distinguish Iraj's poetry: eloquence and humor. It is difficult to describe him as a satirist in the strict sense of this term since satire in his works is normally incidental and a natural result of his unique humor when writing about most subjects. His best works are Aref-Nameh, Enqelab-e Adabi and Zohreh o Manuchehr, although there is hardly any piece by him which is less than delightful, especially those which he wrote during the Constitutional era. 

Iraj Mirza Jalal al-Mamalek popularly known as Iraj , the name and title which he himself preferred, was son of Gholamhossein Mirza, son of Malek Iraj Mirza who was a son of Fath‘ali Shah Qajar.  Fath‘ali Shah himself was a poet of note and has a published divan. Both his son Malek Iraj Mirza and many of his other numerous sons and grandsons were private or professional poets. Iraj’s own father was a professional poet and had been given the title of Sadr al-Sho‘ra. Another grandson of Fath‘ali Shah, son of Mohammadqoli Mirza Molk Ara was a professional poet and entitled Shams al-Sho‘ara, from whom descend the Qajar families Shams and Shams-e Molk Ara. Apart from Iraj two other descendents of Fath‘ali Shah became famous poets, Abolhasan Mirza, Sheikh al-Ra’is I and Mohammad Hashem Mirza, Sheikh al-Ra’is II. Both of the latter poets who came in two generations were Iraj’s contemporaries. And Iraj was a personal friend of Hashem Mirza. In an ekhvaniyeh or poetical fraternity he says, addressing Aref: Ask Shahzadeh Hashem Mirza / Why he does not he get in touch; If this is what being an MP does to one / Then being an MP is indeed bad for one:

بگو شهزاده هاشم میرزا را 


نمی پرسی چرا احوال ما را

وکالت گردهد تغییر حالت 


عجب چیز بدی باشد وکالت 

But among all of these Qajar family poets including the two Sheikh al-Ra’is Iraj stands out as one of the most able and most eloquent Persian poets of all time. He did not write much. The whole of his poetry is no more than 4000 beits or distiches. But virtually everything he has written is of the highest quality and deserves to be preserved in the annals of Persian poetry. He belonged to a generation of poets who, although not modernists, modernised neo-classical poetry within the existing classical structures. They were not modernists but they were modern. They chose forms which were most appropriate to the expression of contemporary themes and ideas, and they employed wholly new metaphors, puns, asides, allusions, imageries and other figures of speech and literary devices. Reading the poems which they wrote after the Constitutional Revolution of 1905-1906, it would be impossible for anyone familiar with classical and neo-classical Persian poetry to mistake them for such, in spite of the fact that they retained the basic neo-classical structures. There were of course many other poets, such as Ebrat-e Na’ini, Adib-e Pishavari and Vahid-e Dastgredi who remained almost completely faithful to the classics both in form and substance and so their works did not survive beyond their own time.
Iraj more or less shared this kind of modernity with Bahar, Dehkhoda, Eshqi, Aref and Lahuti, at least three of whom were his friends and collocutors. Bahar was seldom humorous, wrote only a few lampoons and his satire was normally subtle.  Much of Dehkhda’s limited poems are more like poetical jokes. Most of the nationalist poetry of Eshqi and Aref are either laments for the backwardness of the contemporary Iran or offensive hajv and lampoons against the political establishment and foreign powers.  But even – to a certain extent – Adib al-Mamalaek Farahani’s poetry of the period reflects the new mood of politics and humour in Persian literature.  For example, his humorous qasideh which begins with the following couplets: God bless the late Hajji Mirza Aqasi’s soul / And grant the public, instead, political parties all of them foul:
 خدا رحمت کند مرحوم حاجی میرزا آقاسی را

ببخشد جای او بر خلق احزاب سیاسی را

ترقی، اعتدالی، انقلابی، ارتجاعیون


دموکراسی و رادیکال و عشق اسکناسی را

وزارت دادن طفلان، وکالت کردن پیران

مجاهد ساختن افیونیان ریقماسی را ...

اونیورسیته و فاکولته در ایران نبد یارب

کجا تعلیم دادند این گروه دیپلماسی را ...   


Undoubtedly the two most outstanding poets of the period were Iraj and Poet-Laureate Bahar. It would be difficult and somewhat futile to try and determine which one of the two was better. Bahar is better known probably because he lived longer, wrote much more in more poetical forms and on many more subjects. He was also both a politician and a scholar. He was a master of qasideh in particular, and the last of the great poets who wrote in the Khorasani style.  He wrote in his elegy upon the death of Iraj: Truly, Sa‘di of Shiraz died:
بی تو رندی و نظربازی مرد

راستی سعدی شیرازی مرد 

  In many ways Iraj’s poetry was different from Bahar’s, particularly the poems which he wrote in the Constitutional era and which make up the most enduing part of his works. In fact Iraj’s poetical career may be divided neatly between the period before the Constitutional Revolution when he was thirty-four and the period after it until he died prematurely in 1924 at the age of fifty-two. In the first part of his career Iraj was a traditional court poet, writing ,mainly, though not entirely, panegyrics for princes and notables, and poems in glorification of the Prophet Mohammad and the Shi‘a Imams and martyrs. For example, he has a qasideh in praise of Imam Ali in the form of reporting a conversation, which is as good as any that has been written on the subject before and since. It is in thirty couplets and begins: I said this sad heart of mine is bound by your love / She said pity the heart which is bound by anyone’s love: 
گفتم رهین مهر تو شد این دل هزین

گفتا حزین دلی که به مهری بود رهین

گفتم روم گزینم یاری به جای تو

گفتا اگر توانی رو زود تر گزین

گفتم علی خلاصه تشکیل کاف و نون

گفتا علی نتیجه ترکیب ماء و طین
گفتم خداش خوانده گروهی ز روی شک
گفتا خداش داند یک فرقه بر یقین ...

گفتم که انگبین را مهرش کند چو زهر

گفتا که زهر گردد با مهرش انگبین 


The most remarkable art of the whole of Iraj’s poetry, both traditional and modern, is the clarity and fluency of the poem, the art of ‘shal o motane‘’ or ‘easy and impossible’, unsurpassed since Sa‘di who perfected it both in his poetry and prose.  This is the art of writing so clearly and concisely that it would not be possible to re-write the poem or prose line in a shorter from. It looks easy because of the clarity, fluency and ready comprehensibility of the piece, but very difficult or virtually impossible precisely because of the great economy in the use of words. No-one since Sa‘di has quite perfected this art as much as Iraj.  For example, in the long poem Arefnameh at one point he describes his own state of being drunk: Tonight, brother, I am as drunk as a lord / What can I do? wine IS yours truly’s Lord:

من امشب ای برادر مست مستم

چه باید کرد، مخلص می پرستم ...

کنار سفره از مستی چنانم 


که دستم گم کند راه دهانم

گهی بر در خورم، گاهی به دیوار

به هم پیچد دو پایم لام الف وار
چو آن نو کوزه های آبدیده


عرق اندر مساماتم دمیده

اگر کبریت خواهم بر فروزم


همی ترسم که چون الکل بسوزم

من ایرج نیستم دیگر، شرابم


مرا جامد مپندارید، آبم
 
It was from the dawn of the Constitutional Revolution that Iraj’s poetry became modern as well as humorous such that he often wrote on serious subjects also in a humorous way.   Like so many other things modern and Iranian, modern Persian humor begins with the Constitutional Revolution. Indeed, to the extent that the new press, prose and poetry were political they were also humorous. 

Revolutions normally escalate in tone as well as aspiration and violence. In the French revolution, the elegance of Mirabeau's rhetoric was duly followed by the violent language of Marat's Ami du Peuple, and Hébert's gutter newspaper Père Duchesne. The Constitutional Revolution led to hopes, despairs and discharge of emotions lasting for almost a quarter of a century.  A good deal of fashionable prose and poetry was political or social, humorous, and often violent in tone.

Of the poets who continued - indeed advanced - the writing of harsh political poetry in the period of post-revolutionary conflict and chaos, the most active were Aref-e Qazvini, Mirzadeh-ye Eshqi and Farrokhi Yazdi. Much of the humorous effects of their political lampoons is due to the coarseness of the language, although Eshqi's poetry is considerably more mature than the other two, and he might even have made a major poet had he not fallen victim to political assassination. The young Abolqasem Lahuti was also a fiery poet, but very seldom used coarse language.

Iraj did occasionally raise social and political problems in his poetry, but he was not a political poet in the style of the others. He only wrote two political lampoons, one in 1907 against Sheikh Fazlollah Nuri, and another in 1921 against Qavam al-Saltaneh when the latter had put down the revolt of Colonel Mohammad Taqi Khan Pesyan, a personal friend of Iraj and the highly popular gendarmerie chief in Khorasan.  At one stage in the ongoing conflict between Sheikh Fazlollah and the constitutionalists the sheikh took bast against the Majlis in the shrine of Hazrat-e Abdol‘azim.  Iraj wrote a light and humorous qasideh attacking the Sheikh and defending the Majlis: The Hojjat al-Islam will beat you quick / He will beat you on the head with a donkey stick:  

حجت الاسلام کتک می زند


بر سر و مغزت دگنک می زند ...

چک زن سختی بود این پهلوان

ملتفتش باش که چک می زند

دستش اگر بر فکلی ها رسد


گوز یکایک به الک می زند ...
حالا در حضرت عبدالعظیم


شیخ در دوز و کلک می زند
ان شاءالله دو روز دگر


خیمه از آنجا به درک می زند 

Nevertheless, as noted, he wrote hardly any political poems despite the popularity of the genre in the whole of the Constitutional era, i.e. between 1905 and 1925. On the other hand, he was, and remained, the best modern humorous poet. Despite its frequently coarse, even obscene, language, his Aref-nameh is a masterpiece. In 1920, when Iraj was a civil servant in the department of finance in Mashhad, Aref, Iraj’s old and close friend, paid a visit to that city and, despite Iraj’s expectations that he would be his guest, he became a guest of Colonel Pesyan at the gendarmerie headquarters. Not only that, but he did not even go to see Iraj. Finally, he added insult to injury by organizing a concert in which he himself sang and vehemently attacked the Qajars. It is clear from much of Iraj’s poetry, including his short lampoons about Ahmad Shah, that he did not have any family or clan  prejudice, but in the circumstances he took Aref’s attack on the Qajars personally: I heard that in the Bagh-e melli theatre / You showed how stupid you are by nature:
شنیدم در تئاتر باغ ملی 


برون انداختی حمق جبلی

نمود اندر تماشاخانه عام


ز اندامت خریت عرض اندام
به جای بد کشانیدی سخن را


بسی بی ربط خواندی آن دهن را
نمی گویم چه گفتی، شرمم آید

ز بی آزرمیت آزرمم آید
چنین گفتند کز آن چیز عادی


همی خوردی، ولی قدری زیادی ...  

That is how Arefnameh or the Aref Saga came into existence. It is a long poem and not just a lampoon against Aref, although Aref is somehow there from the beginning till the end of the poem.  There are parts of it, not least where he attacks hejab, which cannot be repeated in polite society even though like the rest of the poem they are hilariously funny as well as poetry at its best.  He begins by attacking Aref for not having become his guest, nor even come to see him. 
شنیدم من كه عارف جانم آمد


 رفیق سابق تهرانم آمد
شدم خوشوقت و جانی تازه کردم

نشاط  و وجد بی اندازه کردم

به نوکرها سپردم تا بدانند


که گر عارف رسد، از در نرانند ...
نهادم در اطاقش تختخوابی 


چراغی، حوله ای، صابون و آبی ...
نمی دانستم این نامرد ..نی


که منزل می کند در باغ خونی   

A very interesting aspect of Arefnameh is its ekhvaniyat or fraternities. Ekhvaniyat are a category or genre of classical Persian poetry when the poet writes to or about his friends in poetical forms. Often the addressee or others who are named in the ‘fraternity’ were themselves poets or men of letters. In fact much of Arefnameh consists of such ekhvaniyat either addressed to Aref or about their mutual friends. For example, until recently Aref had been wearing a traditional head-dress like a little turban which they used to call Mawlavi, but had then decided to become more fashionable and replaced it by a hat. Iraj makes fun of this and says that it is too late for the likes of him and Aref to become young and good-looking by employing such tactics:

شنیدم تا شدی عارف کلاهی


کلاهت رفته از مه تا به ماهی ...
زن و مرد از برایت غش نمایند

برایت نعل در آتش نمایند

گرت یک نکته گویم دوستانه


به خرجت می رود این نکته یا نه؟

من و تو گر به سر مشعل فروزیم

به آن جفت سبیلت هر دو گوزیم  

He then turns to the praise of Colonel Pesyan, the gendarmerie chief,  who was a good friend of his as well as host to Aref: But you are living in the best possible place / Because your host is so full of grace: 
ولی در بهترین جا خانه داری

که صاحبخانه ای جانانه داری
گوارا باد مهمانی به جانت


که باشد بهتر از جان میزبانت....

مودب، با حیا، عاقل، فروتن


مهذب، پاکدل، پاکیزه دامن
خلیق و مهربان و راست گفتار

توانا، با توانائی کم آزار ...
چو دیده مرکزی ها را همه دزد

خیانت کرده و برداشته مزد

ز مرکز رشته طاعت گسسته

کمر شخصا به اصلاحات بسته ...   

Iraj’s direct addresses to Aref in this poem continues and although the tone is usually one of complaint and criticism, both friendly and unfriendly remarks follow one after the other: You Aref were really like a donkey / This time that you stayed aloof from me:
تو عارف واقعا گوساله بودی

که از من این سفر دوری نمودی
گرفتی گوشه ژاندارمری را


به موسی برگزیدی سامری را

بیا امروز قدر هم بدانیم


که جاویدان در این عالم نمانیم

بیا تا زنده ام خود را مکن لوس

که فردا می خوری بهر من افسوس

پس از مرگم سرشک غم بباری

به قبرم لاله و سنبل بکاری 

At this point Iraj writes the fullest and most authentic ‘fraternity’ of the whole poem. Addressing Aref he asks after their mutual friends in Tehran, nearly all of them literati and intellectuals. They include, Ali Akbar Dehkhoda, the future encyclopaedist; Poet-Laureate Bahar; Yusef E‘tesam al-Molk, Scholar, critic and father of Parvin E‘tesami; and Ahmad Kamali, poet, critic and owner of a shop specializing in the sale of tea: Tell me, Aref, of our friends in Tehran / Who appear in my nightly dreams of Tehran:
بگو عارف به من زاحباب تهران

که می بینم همه شب خواب ایشان
بگو آن کاظم بد آشتیانی


اخیرا با تو الفت داشت یا نی

کمال السلطنه حالش چطور است

دخو با اعتصام اندر چه شور است ...

ادیب السلطنه با آن مرارات 


موفق شد به جبران خسارات؟

چه می فرمود آقای کمالی


دموکرات، انقلابی، اعتدالی ...

کمالی را کمالات است بی حد

نداند لیک چای خوب از بد

تمیز چای خوب از بد ندارد


وگرنه هیچ عیبی خود ندارد ...

ز من عرض ارادت کن ملک را

به هر سلکی شریف منسلک را

ملک، آن طعنه بر مهر و وفا زن

به هر سلک شریفی پشت و پا زن

ملک، دارای آن مغز سیاسی


که می خندد به قانون اساسی

ملک دارای ان حد فضائل


که تعدادش به من هم گشته مشکل 


Finally, he advises Aref to exchange his little head-dress or mawlavi for a big turban and become a rawzeh-khan, a religious figure who addresses shi‘a congregations on the life and sufferings of shi‘a Imams and martyrs but who might also speak on various social, even political, topics. Making fun of Aref who like himself was very intolerant of the shi‘a ulama, he tells him to wear a big turban, mount the pulpit and speak highly of ministers and Majlis deputies so that instead of being persecuted for his political views he would be rewarded with a good living: If you want to have a roaring business/ With a luck that every day makes you richer; Add a couple of yards to your turban / And turn yourself into a proper preacher: 
اگر خواهی که کارت کار باشد

همیشه دیگ بختت بار باشد
دو زرعی مولوی را گنده تر کن

خودت را روضه خوانی معتبر کن

چو ذوقت خوب و آوازت ستوده ست

سوادت هم اگر کم بوده، بوده ست

تمام روضه خوان ها بیسوادند

تو را این موهبت تنها ندادند ...

سر منبر وزیران را دعا کن


به صدق ار نیست، از روی ریا کن

بگو از همت این هیات ماست

که در این فصل پیدا می شود ماست

ز سعی و فکر ان دانا وزیر است

که سالم تر غذا نان و پنیر است ...

شب و روز آن یکی قانون نویسد

ببیند هر چه گه کاری بلیسد

وکیلان را بگو روح الامین اند

ز عرش افتاده، پابند زمین اند

غم ملت ز بس خوردند، مردند

ورم کردند از بس غصه خوردند ... 


Iraj has other ejkhvaniyats many of which are likewise light and humorous. One of these is addressed to the brothers Abdolhossein and Abolhasan Saba. They were sons of Kamal al-Saltaneh, descendent of Poet-Laureate Saba of Fath‘ali Shah’s court, and physician and personal friend of Iraj. Abolhasan Saba, then a young man, went on to become a great composer and instrumentalist. They lived in Tehran while Iraj was then working for the finance department in Mashhad. Both they and their father wrote poetry and greatly admired Iraj’s work. They had written a joint letter, perhaps in verse, to Iraj and he wrote back an ekhvaniyeh in reply. Abdolhossein suffered from migraine and Abolhasan had gone completely bald at a young age. In his humorous reply Iraj made plenty of the fact that both of them had something odd about their heads. He began by addressing the elder brother Abdolhossein making fun of his migraine and saying that the reason why it has not yet been cured is due to the laziness of their father who, as noted, was a physician:
ای تو عبدالحسین شاعر ما


شاعر سالم المشاعر ما
عربی دان و انگلیسی دان


صاحب نظم و دفتر و دیوان ...


باز گو، اولا، سرت چون است

- چه کنم من که قافیه کون است

گرنگشته هنوز خوب سرت


باشد از کون گشادی پدرت

پدرت گر مواظبت می کرد


رفته بود از سر تو بیرون درد

تو علیلی، برادرت کچل است

سگ زرد و شغال هم مثل است

He then changes the address to Abolhasan. And since he has been poking fun at his baldness he tells him that, ironically, bald people are very important, that some of the prophets were bald, and that the Germans were winning the war from the Russians (in World War One) because they had many bald soldiers in their army:
بنده ام بنده خان ذی شان را


کچل آقا ابواحسن خان را
کچلی را تو کار  خرد مگیر


کچلان عاقلند و با تدبیر

ز انبیا خوانده ام که کل بودند

بعضی از اولیا کچل بودند

هر که با مکر و دانش و حیل است

غالبا دیده ام سرش کچل است ...


فتح دانی چرا ز آلمان است؟


در قشونش کچل فراوان است
گر کچل بود جمله لشکر روس

همه عالم بدی مسخر روس ... 


What up till now we have cited from Iraj’s poetry are all post-constitutional except for the few verses of the qasideh for Imam Ali as a sample of his pre-constitutional works. It may be observed that in the latter part of his career, i.e. the last eighteen years of his life, he wrote lighter, more fluent and more humorous poems on modern subjects mainly in the masnavi form whereas his traditional poems are largely in the form of qasideh and ghazal. 
   One of the themes that Iraj is famous for is the subject of hejab. This at the time included the covering by women of their faces and hands as well, and it is this in particular that Iraj attacks in various poems. He is explicit on this point when he says in a verse: Covering your hands and your face, without a doubt / Goes against everything that the  Holy Qor’an is about:

حجاب دست و صورت خود یقین است
که ضد نص قران مبین است 

The story in Arefnameh against hejab, although brilliant, is too explicit to be directly quoted in polite society. Briefly, the narrator says that as a young man he had once invited a woman into his home on a bogus pretext. He had then asked the woman to take off her hejab and the woman had severely rebuked him:
پری رو زین سخن بی حد برآشفت

ز جا برخاست و با تندی سخن گفت

که من صورت به نا محرم کنم باز؟

برو این حرفها را دور انداز ...       

As a result he had changed tactics and, instead, made physical passes at the woman. The woman had responded positively and they had ended up copulating while she was holding fast onto her hejab, refusing to show her face:  
دگر اسم حجاب اصلا نبردم


ولی آهسته بازویش فشردم 
یقینم بود کز رفتارم این بار


بغرد همچو شیر ماده در غار ...
ولی دیدم، به عکس، آن ماه رخسار

تحاشی می کند، اما نه بسیار
از آن جوش و تغیر ها که دیدم

به "عاقل باش" و "آدم شو" رسیدم ...

گشادم دست بر آن یار زیبا


چو ملا بر پلو، مومن به حلوا

چو گل افکندمش بر روی قالی

دویدم زی اسافل تا اعالی ...
ولی چون عصمت اندر چهره اش بود

از اول تا به آخر چهره نگشود 

The poet then concludes that ignorant women wearing the burka are far less capable of defending heir honor compared with liberated women:

حجاب زن که نادان شد چنین است

زن مستوره محجوبه این است ...
اگر زن را بیاموزند ناموس


زند بی پرده بر بام فلک کوس ...

چو زن تعلیم دید و دانش آموخت

رواق جان به نور بینش آموخت


به هیچ افسون ز عصمت برنگردد

به دریا گر بیفتد تر نگردد

زن رفته کلژ، دیده فاکولته


اگر آید به یه پیش تو دکولته

چو در وی عفت و آزرم بینی

تو هم در وی به چشم شرم بینی 

Criticising hejab, he says in another poem that they once drew the picture of a woman above the gate of a caravanserai. The ulama, whom he calls ‘the turban masters’, hear of it and arrive at the scene without delay. They mix dust with water, make a burka for the picture and thus save the faith - he comments - with a fistful of mud:
بر سر در کاروانسرائی


تصویر زنی به گچ کشیدند

ارباب عمائم این خبر را


از مخبر صادقی شنیدند

گفتند که واشریعتا، خلق


روی زن بی حجاب دیدند

آسیمه سر از درون مسجد


تا سر در ان سرا دویدند

ایمان و امان به سرعت برق


می رفت که مومین رسیدند

این آب آورد، آن یکی خاک


یک پیچه ز گل بر او بریدند

ناموس به باد رفته ای را 


با یک دو سه مشت گل خریدند

غفلت شده بود و خلق وحشی


چون شیر به خود همی کژیدند

بی پیچه زن گشاده رو را 


پاچین عفاف می دریدند

درهای بهشت بسته می شد


مردم همه می جهنمیدند 

Iraj also maintained his highly effective humor in poems and pieces where he talks about his own life and experiences. And unlike most Iranian poets only very rarely does he display self-pity and anger at his lot. Enqelab-e Adabi is one of his best poems and a most remarkable piece containing scattered autobiographical remarks. In it he talks, sometimes hilariously, about his life, his poverty, his jobs, his misfortunes and his disappointments. But there is not a single word of serious complaint, that is, even such words are couched and coated in fun and humor. First he talks generally about how he ended up being penniless after thirty years of work:
بعد سی سال قلمفرسائی


نوکری، کیسه بری، ملائی ...
گرد سرداری سلطان رفتن


"بله قربان، بله قربان" گفتن ...
مدتی خلوتی خاص شدن


همسر لوطی و رقاص شدن ...

باز هم کیسه ام از زر خالی است

کیسه ام خالی و همت عالی ست
با همه جفت و جلا و تک و پو

دان ما پش ایل نیامم ان سل سو

He then proceeds to describe his job situation:
همه گویند که من استادم


در ادب داد تجدد دادم
هر ادیبی به جلالت نرسد


هرخری هم به وکالت نرسد ...

من از این پیش معاون بودم


نه غلطکار، نه خائن بودم
جاکشی آمد و معزولم کرد


سه مه آواره و بی پولم کرد

چه کنم، مرکزیان رشوه خورند

همگی کاسه بر و کیسه برند

بعد گفتند که این خوب نشد


لایق خادم محبوب نشد

پیش خود فکر به حالم کردند


انسپکتر ژنرالم کردند ...

یک معاون هم از آن کج کلهان

پرورش دیده در امعاء شهان ...

آمد از راه و مزن بر دل شد


کار اهل دل از او مشکل شد

چه کند گر متفرعن نشود


پس بگو هیچ معاون نشود ... 

And he ends this part of the poem by describing his daily office work with great fun, throwing French words here and there and creating a humorous masterpiece:

 بس که در لیور و هنگام لته


دوسیه کردم و کارتن ترته

بس که نت دادم و انکت کردم

اشتباه بروت و نت کردم ...


هی نشستم به مناعت پس میز

هی تپاندم دوسیه لای شمیز

هی پاراف هشتم و امضا کردم

خاطر مدعی ازضا کردم ...

تو بمیری ز آمور افتادم


از شر و شور و شعور افتادم
چه کنم زین همه شیفر و نومرو

نیست در دست مرا غیر زرو

هی بده کارتن و بستان دوسیه

هی ببر از در دکان نسیه

Finally, mention must be made of Iraj’s long poem Zohreh o Manuchehr, which is an unfinished piece and probably the last important poem he wrote before his untimely death.  This masterpiece is based on Shakespeare’s Venus and Adonis which was in turn based on a famous piece of ancient Greek mythology.  Iraj has taken the basic idea, that Venus sees Adonis and falls madly in love with him, and then develops it in a totally original way, fluent, clear, humorous and with a wealth of imageries and metaphors.  Manuchehr is a young army officer looking like a prince of love. When he first turns down Zohreh’s approach, the goddess is shocked and in a very long speech tries to entice him to embrace her:
گفت ز من رخ ز چه برتافتی

بلکه ز من خوبتر یافتی ...

جز تو کس از بوسه من سر نخورد

هیچکس این طور به من بر نخورد ...

اخم مکن، گوش به عرضم بده

مفت نخواهم ز تو، قرضم بده

نیست در این گفته من سوسه ای

گر تو به من قرض دهی بوسه ای

بوسه دیگر سر آن می نهم


لحظه دیگر به تو پس می دهم ...

من نه شکارم که ز تو رم کنم

زحمت پای تو فراهم کنم


تیر بینداز که من در هوا


گیرم و در سینه کنم جا به جا

باش تو چون گربه و من موش تو

موش گرفتار در آغوش تو


گربه صفت ورجه و گازم بگیر

ول ده و پرتم کن و بازم بگیر

دست بکش بر شکم صاف من

بوسه بزن بر دهن ناف من

ماچ کن از سینه سیمین من


گاز بگیر از لب شیرین من

At one stage the goddess tells her beloved that all the creators of beauty on earth – whether Michelangelo or Iraj - are under her patronage:
گه رافائل، گه میکل آنژ آورم

گاه هومر، گاه هرودوت پرورم

گاه کمال الملک آرم پدید


روی صنایع کنم از وی سفید ...
گاه به خیل شعرا لج کنم


خلقت فرزانه ایرج کنم ...
گاه زنی همچو قمر پرورم


در دهنش تنگ شکر پرورم

After a long resistance, in the end reason gives way before love, Manuchehr surrenders and there follows the subtle scene of their love-making:

زهره پی بوسه چو رخصت گرفت

بوسه خود از سر فرصت گرفت
جست و گرفت از عقب او را به بر

کرد دو پا حلقه بر او چون کمر


داد سرش را به دل سینه جا


به به از آن متکی و متکا ...

تار دو گیسوش کشیدن گرفت

لب به لبش هشت و مکیدن گرفت

زهره یکی بوسه ز لعلش ربود

بوسه مگر آتش سوزنده بود

بوسه ای از ناف در آمد برون

رفت دگر باره به ناف اندرون


هوش به هم برده و مدهوش هم

هر دو فتادند در آغوش هم

There is much more to Iraj’s poetry than the present compass would allow to be cited and discussed. The whole of his works, and especially those written between 1906 and 1924, are poetical jewels and deserve to remain permanently alive.  Every one of the long pieces cited here is worth studying at least in article length.  He has a charming masnavi written especially for his gravestone which visitors can read at his grave in the grounds of the tomb of Zahir al-Dawleh, in the elevations of Darband in Shemiran: Here’s buried the love of the world / Here’s hidden love as big as the world:
ای نکویان که در این دنیائید


یا از این بعد به دنیا آئید

این که خفته ست در این خاک منم

ایرجم، ایرج شیرین سخنم

مدفن عشق جهان است اینجا


یک جهان عشق نهان است اینجا

عاشقی بود به دنیا فن من


مدفن عشق بود مدفن من ...
هرکه را روی خوش و خوی نکوست

مرده و زنده من عاشق اوست ...

بنیشنید بر این خاک دمی


بگذارید به خاکم قدمی

گاهی از من به سخن یاد کنید

در دل خاک دلم شاد کنید. 

***
� Divan-e Kamel-e Iraj-Mirza, edited by Mohammad-Ja’far Majub, Ketab Co., USA, 1986, p. 90.
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� Iraj p. 8 (?).


� Iraj, pp. 86-87.


� Iraj, p. 12.


� Iraj, p. 92.


� Iraj, p. 75.
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� Iraj, p. 87.


� Iraj, p. 89.
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� Iraj, p. 95.


� Iraj, after page "ت", under the title "سگ زرد و شغال".
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