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To My Beloved Iran
oo P ol

To the land of epic warriors,
To the cradle of art and flame,

To the soil where cypress and oak still rise,
And the stars still whisper your name—
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To my motherland: | stand with you.
You are the breath within my chest,
And while you live, | live too—

Which means forever, without rest.
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For five long millennia you’ve faced the storm,
Time’s trials and fire's form.
Yet still you rise — unbroken, proud,

Like Alborz piercing every cloud.
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We are lions when it comes to land,
We fight, we guard, we make our stand.
Not ruthless, no — but firm and true,

Our borders red with honor’s hue.
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From Tabriz, the heart that beats for you,
To Zahedan, the gate of the eastern blue.
From Khorasan’s dawn to Shalamcheh’s flame,

Each inch of you — we bless your name.
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We stand against the fiends and flames,
Who seek to break you, chant their claims.
But they are wrong — for we are flame,

And will not fall in fear or shame.
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Until the last of us draws breath,
We'll guard you still — in life or death.
And kiss each stone from sea to peak,

For every inch of you we seek.
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O Iran, my soul, my scar, my sun—
You're beautiful as you are, and one.
Your wounds will heal, your skies will clear,

And we — your children — still stand near.
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Stay strong. The night is almost gone.

The dawn is yours
And we shall lift you, hand in hand,

To take your place across the land.
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To the top of the world, again you'll climb—
For you are Iran. Eternal. Sublime.
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