
[image: image1.emf]A Weeping Maiden     Listen, my countrymen, and judge my plight   I would like you to do justice     My father is merciless and selling me for money    He is secretly using me as a commodity                                       Looking at him with shock, I am burning  like a candle                                      I am weeping because my parents are barbarically selling me with          force     What kind of justice do my parents give me?    They do not consult me or ask me; without thought or care, they sell me    Oh, my God,  what should I do, living such a difficult life?    Quickly they take me from my home with tied hands                                          What is my sin that I am fried in a fire?                                        How long must I suffer these sorrows?      I am always thinking about my future    Lost to me are sleep and laughter, and I am always in pain   My grandpa puts me, outraged, in a cage    I live in a dark, murky corner of a windowless room                                              I prefer to die, than to  have such a bad life                                         Oh, my people, I am complaining about my own father!     Still like a burning candle, I am weeping    I cannot do anything without screaming inside    Always waiting to gain my own wishes    I am coming to  you, my people, suffering from worry.                                              Look at Naqshbandi, who has heard my complaint                                         Then, he has written about my cries in his poem     Dr.Shir Mohammad Naqshbandi Thutakhil       Tra nslated by: Dr. Hassan                  


