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Lament in the middle of your prison, lament for its echo is deep in my soul
Lament, for your wounds’ blood has flown just as my wounds did

Lament, oh how precious is your evening drink, it is more wholesome than my
morning

Lament and in sacred secrecy keep quiet, or else let it out

Lament, for your body is just like mine, oh how much has misery weakened it
Lament, for your soul 1s just like mine, oh how much has love burned it
Lament, for your spirit 1s just like mine, never finding sustenance nor water to
quench its thirst

Alas, what misery, and misery loves company

Lament, for your heart 1s just like mine, its thirstiness has not been washed away
Lament over the ruins of yearning, and show off its days

Lament over our innocent love and shroud its dreams

Lament over your wounded heart and lay its illusions to rest

Lament over your hope’s grave in the hollow of your depressed throbbing heart
Lament, for spring has come to an end, and the bloomy valley has become a dryland
Lament, oh how many months have mourned, and nightingales as well

Oh how many flowers out there have wilted, and how many twigs have become

bedewed

Layla, my saviour, my life, my only hope

Our different paths have caused our tale to end, and our delightful lives have worn a
disguise

And our memories are looking at us through the window of a faraway past

Gaze upon our miserable present and the scarring of our joyous past

You are the daughter of the ones who buried virtue amidst depravity

And they tyrannized, so they became wet with the blood of the vengeful 1ll-fated
I am longing over those noble feelings and emotions

And over your beauty and tender youth, I am longing, lively one

Such viciousness, such recklessness, such foolishness, such 1gnorance

Such vileness, such absurdity, such depravity, such lowness

They sold you for a cheap price, so where 1s justice, Layla?

And they quenched your thirst with a cup afflicted with sorrow until you were drunk

Alas, they married you off in the prison of old customs
And by God have you suffered from its futile ways
May God damn a mannerless father and a vile mother

Bigotry-filled customs, hated by God Himself, how many crimes have you brought
forth?
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