Five Fairy Tale Poems

Hasan Alizadeh, with translations by
Rebecca Ruth Gould and Kayvan Tahmasebian
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Snow Queen

She puts her head on his restless shoulder

& bursts into tears.

Doors of light open
so that

the wind

shakes

the snow

off his shoulder

& in cool sheets
love
rests her head on his happy shoulder,

half asleep.

Crystal ball:

A town that snows the sun
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Little Prince

| have a little castle
out of town

on ahill.

You, my beloved, are

more beautiful than

your earrings.

Those earrings, genuine emerald
safe in their golden jewellery box.
When you were leaving

furtively

| saw you put them under my pillow

& walk away in the distorting, misty, blurry mirror.

| wish you were my little castle

with your earrings

or instead of the little castle & those earrings
only you stayed with me

with your little salmon ears

whether in a crystal ball

or in an island of stone

silent

in that other one thousand nights and a night.
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Snow White

Out there, it was white, all white;

inside the cottage, there was the black mouse’s chewing sounds.
One of the seven dwarfs was stately

peeping through the window

with a red tufted hat

and a well-shaped nose down his chin.

& his small nail-less fingers

knocked on the window pane silently.

Behind him dwarfs all on impatient feet

in cold air.

All seven were alike

with their well-shaped red tufted hat

and each knocked on the window pane one after the other.
The black mouse’s chewing sound grated until morning

& the seven dwarfs’ knocks on the window pane but

our Snow White was like the moon

then our Snow White fell asleep like snow

on the black mouse’s red tongue.

QOut there, it was white, all white.
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Sleeping Beauty

&

again

following her

without her

in her house

& in all her rooms one by one.

Her perfume only, not her body's odour,
the odour that got lost with herself.

Her perfume

in the armchair beside the bed

& in a flower, dried,

in the warp and woof of the dusty blue sheet

and her cushion that is like a grey bristling cat.

The black books' spines.

Her perfume

only

imprisoned in air

& in a flower, dried

& suddenly breeze, flower’s fragrance ...

& | reach out to the rose ...

A thorn pierced my finger. Oh,
bleeding,

here!

Here and stirring yearnings

Sleeping Beauty

the fragrance of a blossoming flower

here, and again bleeding.

The golden dead’s eyes.
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Sleeping Beauty Awakes

He

kissed her lips and she awoke

in dream —

she awoke. There was neither the prince nor yellow flowers
on the palace terraces that were the prince’s tresses and black:
the blue lakes of his eyes.

The white horse became a cloud, the cloud became tears and tears dropped.

She was awake. At the window a black chough
pecked at the window pane.

A witch?

—1 wish it were so

No!

Not a witch

was that ridiculous chough

pecking its yellow beak at the window pane.

The window was broken

with inkpot

& the chough was sitting on the dry branch
&

the sky

looked

black

by leaked ink spots.

The chough's beak was the horizon line.
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