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THE ARMENIAN SOUL

What is the soul, th' Armenian soul, of myself sometimes | asked?
And sometimes wept my soul, and sometimes laughed,

Hopelessly wept and darted hopefully,

With tempestuous flight darted till glory,

And then once more sadly did | call,

What is the soul, th’ Armenian soul?

What is the soul, th' Armenian soul, yet of myself 1 asksd?
And as a cloud, to me, it itself unmasked,

That descending, sometimes to fog it turns,

And sometimes in white and pink colours it burns
Spreading o'er the face of the skies all,

Infinite soul, Armenian soul ...!

What is the soul, th' Armenian soul, alas, I still inquire?
And | find it half-sunk into the mire,

But as a soldier fighting with nail and teeth,

I see e'en the mire cannot dirty it;

And amid its mire, and in a shiver

I kiss that tired, holy soul ever.

Trans. M. MANOUKIAN VAHAN TEKEYAN
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