
Mahmoud Darwish 
The Butterfly’s Burden 

Translated by Fady Joudah 





C4 8 2ك‎ Pe 

Ded. 5 7 6 4 

 + ‎ىلوو

THE BUTTERFLY’S BURDEN 



English Translations of Books by Mahmoud Darwish 

POETRY 

Why Did You Leave the Horse Alone? 
Translated by Jeffrey Sacks (Archipelago Books, 2006) 

Unfortunately, It Was Paradise 

Translated and edited by Munir Akash and Carolyn Forché 
(University of California Press, 2003) 

The Adam of Two Edens 
Edited by Munir Akash and Daniel Moore 

(Syracuse University Press and Jusoor, 2000) 

PROSE 

Memory for Forgetfulness 
Translated by Ibrahim Muhawi (University of California Press, 1995) 



The Butterfly’s Burden 

POEMS BY 

Mahmoud Darwish 

Translated from the Arabic by Fady Joudah 

 نوال
SNC‏ 

atمي ‏ 
Gx,3 1( ‏ 

ai 5:فه ‏ 

i= ١ wW‏ 

‘eae ral‏ 
X DETRO é‏ 

ae38 ‏ 

Copper Canyon Press 



Copyright 2007 by Mahmoud Darwish 

Translation and preface copyright 2007 by Fady Joudah 

All rights reserved 

Printed in the United States of America 

Cover art: Mohammed J. Abusall, Identity, 2000. Ink print, 20 x 20 cm. 

Copper Canyon Press is in residence at Fort Worden State Park in Port Townsend, 
Washington, under the auspices of Centrum Foundation. Centrum is a gathering 
place for artists and creative thinkers from around the world, students of all ages and 
backgrounds, and audiences seeking extraordinary cultural enrichment. 

LIBRARY OF CONGRESS CATALOGING-IN-PUBLICATION DATA 

Darwish, Mahmoud. 

[Poems. English. Selections] 
The butterfly's burden: poems / by Mahmoud Darwish; translated from the Arabic by 
Fady Joudah. 

. cm. 
Includes bibliographical references. 
ISBN-10: 1-55659-241-8 

ISBN-13: 978-1-55659-241-6 (pbk: alk. paper) 
1. Joudah, Fady, 1971-11. Title. 
PJ7820.A7A212 2006 
892.716 —dc22 

2006000464 

COPPER CANYON PRESS 

Post Office Box 271 
Port Townsend, Washington 98368 

www.coppercanyonpress.org 



ACKNOWLEDGMENTS 

Beloit Poetry Journal: “Sonnet v,” “Cadence Chooses Me” 

Denver Quarterly: “Another Day Will Come” 

Dragonfire: “Your Night Is of Lilac” 

Drunken Boat: “Sonnet 111,” “I Waited for No One,” “The Damascene Collar of the 

Dove,” “This Is Forgetfulness” 

lowa Review: “Sonnet 1,” “Set Down, Here, and Now,” “I Didn’t Apologize to the Well,” 

“And We Have a Land” 

The Kenyon Review: “On a Day like Today,” “In Jerusalem,” “Don’t Write History as 

Poetry” 
Literary Imagination: “Don't Apologize for What You've Done,’ “They Didn’t Ask: 

What's After Death” 

The Manhattan Review: “I Have the Wisdom of One Condemned to Death,” “Dream, 

What Is It?” “Now When You Awaken, Remember,” “Nothing Pleases Me,” “He’s Calm, 

and I Am Too,” “What Will Remain?” The Kurd Has Only the Wind” 

Michigan Quarterly Review: “Describing Clouds,” “Not as a Foreign Tourist Does” 

Mississippi Review: “We Walk on the Bridge,” “No Banner in the Wind,” “They Don’t 

Look Behind Them,” “Murdered and Unknown,” “The Coastal Road” 

New American Writing: “Thanks to Tunis,” “I Have a Seat in the Abandoned Theater,” 

“In Syria,” “In Egypt,” “Like a Mysterious Incident’ 

Perihelion: “Two Stranger Birds in Our Feathers,” “Sonnet v1” 

Poetry: “To Our Land,” “In Her Absence | Created Her Image,” “If 1 Were Another” 

Prairie Schooner: “Wedding Song,” “She’s Alone in the Evening,’ “While Waiting” 

Seneca Review: “In My Mother's House,” “Wednesday, Friday, Saturday” 

Washington Square Review: “Low Sky,” “And I, Even if I Were the Last,” “A Noun Sentence” 

Words Without Borders: “Housework,” “Jameel Bouthaina and 1” 

I would like to thank Sam Hamill, Michael Wiegers, and the family of Copper Canyon 

for their vision and hospitality; Eleanor Wilner and Deema Shehabi for their support 

and love; Hana el-Sahly for supplying me with books all these years; Bouthaina Dabaja; 

my father, my first teacher of language, and my reference; Khaled Mattawa and all the 

editors of the journals in which the above poems appeared, for their generosity and 

insightful remarks. ; 



 ‎ 0 oeري 5

a: 
ie 

75 
iS ١ 

2 

ARO AE OM coon ya rate shew acl ad we > ل هيلا‎ 7 
 ْ ‎وسل دامس

 ممنوع ممل 11“ موس يزن ارمدج ‏cach atte id wi ١ اج“ قسما

belهورس دن ‏ ty ee ai ARIF Pinan Ne Cmca nk yeh‏ 
ue tare gt al? wee ears > aخور 0 مليح طدم - وطمس ميوطنالا زوطنمب اميل ‏ 

HSA A W a ete “ae at” as met me 3ا ادع ‏ 

tet dinدل ‏ nen rte deny a‏ ~ 

 ‎ Sita see anette tl 0وجم 1
vi! met a ely a 
cA bie hoon e-ccrewh thal eae th Sa int ah 

 دهر !مجتاسسسو ناي ف مهول



Contents 

Translator’s Prefaceد1 ‏ 

The Stranger’s Bed 1998 

5 We Were Missing a Present 

11 Sonnet I 

13. Low Sky 

19 We Walk on the Bridge 

25 Your Night Is of Lilac 

25 Sonnet II 

27. The Stranger Stumbles upon Himself in the Stranger 

29 ACloud from Sodom 

31 <A Doe’s Young Twins 

33 Sonnet tl! 

35 Take My Horse and Slaughter It ... 

37. The Stranger’s Land / the Serene Land 

41 Inanna’s Milk 

45 Sonnet Iv 

47. No More and No Less 

51 Wedding Song 

55 Housework 

59 ~=Sonnet v 

61 Two Stranger Birds in Our Feathers 

65 1 Waited for No One 

69 Drought 

73 Sonnet v1 

75 The Subsistence of Birds 

Contents vii 



Maybe, Because Winter Is Late7و ‏ 

Who Am], Without Exile?89 ‏ 

93 Jameel Bouthaina and | 

97. AMask... for Majnoon Laila 

101 A Lesson from Kama Sutra 

105 The Damascene Collar of the Dove 

A State of Siege 2002 
” 121 “Here, by the downslope of hills, facing the sunset 

Don’t Apologize for What You’ve Done 2003 

I. IN THE LUST OF CADENCE 

179 Cadence Chooses Me 

181 I Have the Wisdom of One Condemned to Death 

183 Another Day Will Come 

185 And I, Even if I Were the Last 

187. In My Mother's House 

189 Don’t Apologize for What You’ve Done 

191 Ona Day like Today 

193 Set Down, Here, and Now 

195 If You Return Alone 

197 ‘I Didn’t Apologize to the Well 

199 No Banner in the Wind 

201 The Horse Fell Off the Poem 

203 To Our Land 

205 And We Have a Land 

207 Nothing but Light 

209 The Beloved Hemorrhaged Anemones 

viii MAHMOUD DARWISH 



In Jerusalem 

In Her Absence I Created Her Image 

Wednesday, Friday, Saturday 

Two Olive Trees 

They Don’t Look Behind Them 

They Didn’t Ask: What’s After Death 

Murdered and Unknown 

The Cypress Broke 

A Man and a Fawn Are in the Garden 

This Is Forgetfulness 

You'll Be Forgotten, As If You Never Were 

As for Me, I Say to My Name 

Dream, What Is It? 

Now, When You Awaken, Remember 

The Shadow 

Nothing Pleases Me 

He’s Calm, and I Am Too 

Describing Clouds 

A Noun Sentence 

Say What You Want 

Don’t Write History as Poetry 

What Will Remain? 

I Don’t Know Your Name 

She’s Alone in the Evening 

While Waiting 

If I Were Another 

Thanks to Tunis 

I Have a Seat in the Abandoned Theater 

In Syria 

Contents ix 

211 

213 

215 

217 

221 

223 

225 

227 

229 

233 

235 

239 

241 

243 

245 

247 

249 

251 

255 

257 

259 

261 

263 

265 

269 

271 

273 

275 

277 



279 ~=— In Egypt 

281 1 Recall al-Sayyab 

II. THE COASTAL ROAD 

285 “Aroad that leads to Egypt and Syria” 

III. NOT AS A FOREIGN TOURIST DOES 

291 “I walked on what remains of the heart” 

IV. A POETRY STANZA / THE SOUTHERNER’S HOUSE 

299 = “Standing together beneath a window” 

V. LIKE A MYSTERIOUS INCIDENT 

307  ~=“In Pablo Neruda’s home, on the Pacific” 

VI. THE KURD HAS ONLY THE WIND 

315 “The Kurd remembers, when I visit him, his tomorrow” 

3521 # Notes 

327 About the Author 

327  ~ About the Translator 

x MAHMOUD DARWISH 



Translator’s Preface 

It is tempting to describe Mahmoud Darwish’s writing life through 
geography and history. His early poetry transformed the dispossessed 
land into the unattained beloved whose images inform the poet’s lexi- 
con. The features of Palestine—its flowers and birds, towns and wa- 

ters — became integrated in the poet’s witness to the string of tragedies, 
political and humanitarian, that have continued to afflict his people. 
Yet, over the decades, Darwish’s search beyond mere place never left 

him. Now, in his most recent poetry, translated in this volume, his 

writing stands clearly at the border of earth and sky, reality and myth, 

love and exile, poetry and prose. 
The long, circuitous journey Darwish has undertaken since his 

family fled his native Galilee to Lebanon in 1948 (when he was six 
years old) can be viewed as an odyssey. Mahmoud Darwish returned 
with his family to Israel months after its creation, where he grew up 

as a present-absentee who didn’t return in time (from fleeing) to be rec- 

ognized as an Israeli Arab. When he left for Moscow in 1970, he had 

already published four volumes of poetry and had known the Israeli 

prison system firsthand. His long life of exile had begun. One year 

later he moved to Cairo, and from there to Beirut. Ultimately, it was 

the Israeli invasion of Lebanon in 1982 that precipitated Darwish’s 

pursuit for the sovereignty of song. Leaving Beirut to roam the Medi- 

terranean (Greece, Cyprus, and Tunisia) proved heart wrenching for 

Darwish, who seemed unable, outside of his own writing, to survive 

another glaring mirror of exile, of dispossession. His long 1983 epic 

of the Beirut invasion, Praise to the High Shadow (Documentary Poem), 

and his 1984 collection, A Siege to the Eulogies of the Sea, depicted his 

woe, and addressed many of his close friends who had been killed or 

assassinated: 

My friends, do not die the way you used to die 

I beg you, do not die, wait another year for me 

one year 
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just one more year 

we might trade ideas for walking on the street 
free of the hour and the banner ... 
we have other tasks beside searching for graves and elegies 

In 1986 Darwish had just moved to France and published two po- 
etry collections and his artistically brilliant prose memoir of the siege 
of Beirut, Memory for Forgetfulness. In the first of these poetry volumes, 
he declared his aesthetic in the title It’s a Song, It’s a Song: “Nothing 
concerns it other than its cadence; a wind rising for itself to rise / and 
a fragility that checks in on the human within his relics.” It was “Time 
the poet killed himself,” he said in another poem from the same vol- 
ume, “not for a reason other than to kill himself.” And pressing deeper, 
“Where is my humanity?” 

The other collection from the same year, Fewer Roses, was less dia- 

lectic than its predecessor. Composed of fifty-one short lyrics (ten long 
lines each), Roses confirmed Darwish’s ripe resolve to shuffle cadence, 

voice, and dialogue, and to maintain a transformative, restless art, as 
though it were borne by gusts. Darwish had discovered the necessity 
for perpetual renewal of his poem: a song that anchors long enough to 
know itself, its reason for jubilance, before departing toward another 
reading, another writing. This conjuring of the phoenix from the latest, 
cooled-off ashes of exile would become a signal for an idea of return, a 
sublime aesthetic of resistance that Darwish would revisit in his work: 
a phoenix in search of its butterfly. 

Around 1988, during the first Intifada, Darwish was a member 
of the executive council in the Palestinian Liberation Organization 
(PLO). Along with Edward Said, he was assigned the task of drafting a 
new charter toward peace. It was a prickly and odd time for Darwish, 
“for what is a poet doing there, there in the executive council?” he 
asked himself. In an essay titled “Before Writing My Resignation,” 
Darwish became uncomfortably aware how “the creative Palestinian is 
prohibited from the luxury of vacated and dedicated time for the sake 
of creativity, because this is bound to a direct cessation from patriotic 
activity. Yet prisoners grow flowers in their prison yards. And in front 
of the zinc huts mothers plant basil and mint. The creative person 
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must create his flexible margin between the patriotic, the political, the 
daily, the cultural, and the literary. But what am I to do? What does a 
poet do in the executive council? Will I be able to write a book of love 

when color falls on the ground in autumn?” 
Some time had to pass before Darwish would answer his question 

about a book of love. The first Intifada was another phoenix upon 
whose wings the poet soared higher and higher. This time Darwish 
was facing, as he had done before, a quintessential predicament for the 
poet: how to carry the “I” of the “we” without betraying one percep- 
tion for the other. The result was two great epics of collective memory 
that display Darwish’s mastery of the long poem. In I See What I Want 
(1990), he captured what is mythic and visionary about return, oscil- 
lating between, on the one hand, the dream of “a stone scratching 

the sun” and, on the other hand, shedding “the skin of the earth” and 

flying “just to fly.” Eleven Planets (1992) expounded collective memory 
by invoking the voices of ancient and contemporary peoples. In it 
Darwish strewed the seeds of a universal voice— beginning with the 
Andalusian, sailing across the Atlantic to evoke the Native American, 

moving back in time to the Canaanite and the Greek, and ending with 
an Iraqi poet. 

Perhaps it was what Darwish needed: to consume his self in the 

“we” of the “I” before leaping toward a new liberty. This emancipation 
came in 1996, following the bitter failure of the Oslo accords (over 
which he resigned from the PLO). He published his luminous, highly 
personalized account of place and nonplace: Why Did You Leave the 
Horse Alone? is where the longtime courtship between self and other in 
his poetry crystallized into mystical union. That was the year the poet 

came home. After twenty-six years of exile from his native Galilee, he 

returned to Ramallah. There, he completed The Stranger’s Bed (1998), 

his book of love, the first of the three books translated in this collec- 

tion. When, so soon after his return, The Stranger’s Bed appeared, many 

readers were ambivalent about—some alienated by—a book of love. 

Perhaps many expected a glorious eulogy for the new Palestinian state 

yet to come. They had often imagined his poetry as their love poetry, 

but here he was singing about love as a private exile, not about exile as 

a public love. Eventually readers embraced the book. 
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The Stranger’s Bed is a journey of, and through, voice. There is a 
delicate speech that gives birth to itself here. There is an “I” that over- 
flows from the “you,” and a duality that merges beyond the narrow 
constructs of language. There is dialogue between masculine and femi- 
nine, prose and poetry, self and its others. 

Not enough can be said about the metaphysics of identity in this 
book of love. An appeal to healing begins the collection: “We came / 
with the wind from Babylon / and we march to Babylon,” “Am I another 
you / and you another I?” “Then let’s be kind.” The subtle dialogue be- 
tween tone and cadence in poems such as “Low Sky” and “We Walk on 

the Bridge” ushers the tender musical exchange throughout the book, 
where even the mythic can be treated with “one cup of hot chamomile 
/ and two aspirins.” And the sonnets —a stranger’s template for anoth- 
er’s vernacular—develop the spine that gives the book its sway as man 
and woman, poetry and prose, commune with each other. Duality (or 

the annihilation of it) becomes “the necessary clarity of our mutual 
puzzle.” In many respects The Stranger’s Bed is a conversation that, once 
begun, compels the reader through to its last utterance, uninterrupted, 

where the Familiar and the Stranger become “two in one.” Arabic love 
poetry is a primary wellspring here. Whether in the Jahili night, in 
Majnoon Laila and Jameel Bouthaina fourteen centuries ago, in a Sufi 
east or an Andalusian west, it has always had its roots in an exile that 
slackens the bind to “the gravity of identity’s land.” 

One year after the publication of The Stranger’s Bed, Darwish would 
have died from a sudden illness, had it not been for a lengthy stay in 
intensive care. Subsequently, he wrote his Mural (2000) as if it were to 
be his last work. In it he celebrated life: “Green is the land of my poem, 
green and high.” “All the arts have defeated you, Death!” “One day I 
will become what I want.” “And I want, I want to live.” Soon he began 
developing a more colloquial and conversational breadth in his writ- 
ing. Then the terrible events of the second Intifada erupted. He was in 
Ramallah, and immediately found himself looking another Palestinian 
death in the eye, living another siege. 

Comprising lyrical, journal-like entries, A State of Siege (2002) is 
witness not only to human suffering but also to art under duress, art 
in transmutation: “Our losses,” Darwish says, “from two martyrs to 
eight ... / and fifty olive trees, / in addition to the structural defect / 
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that will afflict the poem and the play and the incomplete painting.” It 
is difficult not to draw a parallel to twenty years ago, when the siege of 
Beirut exalted the poet to search for what’s beyond the siege. “Besiege 
your siege” was his famous cry in 1983’s Documentary Poem. Now he 
repeats the same words as a quiet but resolute one-line address “To 

poetry.” In the end, it was “the butterfly light, in / this tunnel’s night” 
that guided the poet out. 

Similarly, the forty-seven short lyrics of Don’t Apologize for What 

You’ve Done (2003) are yet another incarnation/incantation of the 
poet after the carnage, just as Fewer Roses was seventeen years earlier. 

These lyrics (“In the Lust of Cadence”), however, are more varied in 

pace, tone, and music, grouping more distinctly into twos and threes 
or more, in dialogue with one another. They begin by reintroducing 

the self, weaving through place and time, constantly looking for a new 
powerful center, as in the stunning pentad of death that begins with 
“They Don’t Look Behind Them.” After that, “Cadence” continues its 
colloquial leap, often with refreshing and playful attention to the daily 
and the ordinary. Darwish then concludes his “Lust” in a wonderful 
hovering over the body of his exile, through another pentad sequence 
that lands him, once more, into the twins of exile and experience, po- 

etry and Iraq. 
The beautiful poems that constitute the latter part of the book epito- 

mize, in their discursive and lyrical conversation, the rich, incessant 

metamorphosis in Darwish’s oeuvre. In them language is loosened 
from being “an adjective of place,” and this language wants “from the 
thing only the transparency of the thing.” In further contrast to the 
poems of 1984, language also takes “revenge on absence.” Yet, what- 
ever the transfigurations may be in Darwish’s poetry, and however 

tempestuous the calendar of his writing life, reading Darwish has al- 

ways the constant of passage through his private vocabulary. It prob- 

ably would take pages to catalog the words that recur—and how they 

recur—in his poems: anemones and lapis lazuli, gazelles and clouds, 

almond blossoms and rivers, mirrors and windows, abyss and olives, 

endlessness and its infinite chores ... 

Translation should, as Darwish suggests, become more than a new 

poem in another language. It should expend into that language new 

vastness. Darwish is a songmaker whose vocabulary is accessible but 

Translator’s Preface xv 



whose mystery is not bashful. Finding a way to accentuate the oral- 
ity of the written, that which is on the tip of the reader’s tongue, is 
essential to translating his work. I chose to adhere to the structure of 
the Darwish poem in order to experience what might emerge when 
“physical” mimesis occurs, and to honor my faith in the harmony of 
the human mind. Structure here is syntax as primary tool for translat- 
ing cadence and tone. 

Reading the Arabic line aloud helped me achieve a transfer of the 
taf’eelah (the basic unit of prosody in Arabic) to the English meter. 
The syllable, of course, exists as a common denominator in the ear for 

both, permitting the phrase to “make its free rhythm dance.” Darwish 
abides by the taf’eelah, but employs a “circular” prosody, wherein the 
line does not consist of a discrete whole or a fixed number of taf’eelahs. 
This is like saying that the line is often not made up of a whole num- 
ber of metrical measures. Instead, the unity or wholeness (of prosody) 
is within the stanza or poem entire. 

Perhaps it is more accurate to say that Darwish considers the whole 
of the poem “circular,” as if it were made up of one continuous line of 

prosody in prose, broken up into shorter lines by the limitation of the 
printed page. The line is further destabilized as Darwish frequently 
seeks musical (and syntactic) enjambment—the former made possible 
in Arabic through the use of inflection. His irregular, or blithe, use of 
punctuation enhances this “bursting of shape /out of the frivolity of 
no-shape” —as if what is “circular” in his poem also draws from the 
mutability of clouds. The poet encouraged me to redistribute the lines 
and stanzas as I saw fit for the English poem, but I furthered my focus 
on syntax, while giving the English reader the same “view” an Arabic 
reader has of the page. The reader is invited to participate through 
the privacy of his/her eye-ear coordination—to dance and breathe, 
whether with consonants or vowels—to meet the curvature of the 
phrase in the Darwish poem. 

No matter how the bifurcations of structure and syntax in trans- 
lation may lead or mislead the reader, one thing is certain: Darwish 
does not disengage the act of writing from its subject matter. Instead, 
he performs a twinning. The beloved is not exclusively a woman or a 
land, self or other, but also poem and prose. 
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And now, when you awaken, remember. Did the butterfly 
illuminate you when it burned with the eternal light of the 
rose? Did the phoenix appear to you clearly, and did it call 
you by name? Tell me how you lived your dream in some 
place, and I'll tell you who you are. 

Fady Joudah 

7 December 2005 

Translator’'s Preface xvii 
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THE BUTTERFLY’S BURDEN 
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The Stranger’s Bed 

——oo 

1998 



 رضاح انصقني ناك
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 اهتاراجو انيثأ نيب برحلا ةمئاخ َدَهْشَنو
 جاطرقو امور نيب ام ملسلا ةلفح ىرنو

Jul los‏ 
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We Were Missing a Present 

Let’s go as we are: 

a free woman 
and a loyal friend, 
let’s go together on two different paths 
let’s go as we are united 
and separate, 

with nothing hurting us 
not the divorce of the doves or the coldness between the hands 

nor the wind around the church ... 

what bloomed of almond trees wasn’t enough. 
So smile for the almonds to blossom more 
between the butterflies of two dimples 

And soon there will be a new present for us. 
If you look back you will see only 
the exile of your looking back: 
your bedroom, 
the courtyard willow, 
the river behind the glass buildings, 
and the café of our trysts ... all of it, all 
preparing to become exile, so 

let’s be kind! 

Let’s go as we are: 

a free woman 
and a friend loyal to her flutes. 

Our time wasn’t enough to grow old together 

to walk wearily to the cinema 

to witness the end of Athens’s war with her neighbors 

and see the banquet of peace between Rome and Carthage 

about to happen. Because soon . 
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 ّرخآ وحن ِنَمَّز نم ُرْيَطلا لقتنتس ٍليلق اًمعف
 ًءابه قيرطلا اذه ناك له

Ly slug «pine JSS ىلع‎ 
 نيتروطسأ نيب ًارباع ًارَفَس
 انم َّذُي الو ءهنم َّذُب الف

 ؟هتبيرغ ايارم يف ُهَسْفَن ىري ًابيرغ
 يدَسَج ىلإ يقيرط اذه سيل ال»
 ةّيدوجُو موُمُهل ةّيفاقث لولُح ال»

Gln تناك تك‎ Lisl» 

 نيقباسلا دمَقلاو نشل ‏(cl cl نانو

905 LS add 
Be jase 

Lejslig 

 نم طقاست ام ًايفاك نكي مل
 يمستتباف ءَلّوُأ نوناك جلث

Gayٌيحيسملا تاولص ىلع ًانطق جلثلا ‏» 
 ‏ALE ءاندع ىلإ دوعن ليلق اًمع

cao! Jl a Gente dhe ES das 

 ‎تييلوجو ويمور ةصق بعلن

 مؤَنلا ّنم شاَرَقلا راط

 عيرس مالس بارس لثم

 مسالا ىلع عارصلا يف انّلتقيو
 نيتذفان نيب ام

13) umd 

 نيبّيط نكنلو

G55 امك ءْبَهْذَتل‎ 
ee 

dg ًاقيدصو‎ 

lite نحن امك.‎ bid 

 ‎لباب نم حيرلا َعَم
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the birds will relocate from one epoch to another: 
Was this path only dust 

in the shape of meaning, and did it march us 
as if we were a passing journey between two myths 
so the path is inevitable, and we are inevitable 
as a stranger sees himself in the mirror of another stranger? 

“No, this is not my path to my body’ 
“No cultural solutions for existential concerns” 
“Wherever you are my sky 
is real” 
“Who am I to give you back the previous sun and moon” 

Then let’s be kind ... 

Let’s go, as we are: 

a free lover 

and her poet. 
What fell of January snow 
wasn’t enough, so smile 
for snow to card its cotton on the Christian’s prayer, 
we will soon return to our tomorrow, behind us, 

where we were young in love’s beginning, 
playing Romeo and Juliet 
and learning Shakespeare’s language ... 
The butterflies have flown out of sleep 

as a mirage of a swift peace 

that adorns us with two stars 
and kills us in the struggle over the name 
between two windows 
so, let’s go 
and let’s be kind 

Let’s go, as we are: 

a free woman 
and a loyal friend, 
let’s go as we are. We came 

with the wind from Babylon 
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 ... لباب ىلإ ٌريسنو

 .ًايفاك يِرَفَس ْنُكي م
 يرثأ يف ُرَبْؤَنُّصلا ريصيل

push Alaa)يونجلا ناكملا ‏ 
 ‏Alb gdb انه نحن

di git يناغألاو ءانُحير‎ 
 نرد أ نأ لق

cals؟رخآ انأ ‏ 

 يتّيرُح ضرأ ىلإ يقيرط اذه سيل»
Nie Gudىلإ يقيرط ‏ Sind‏ 

 ‏«O54 «bil نوكأ نل ءانأو
 يدغ م 5-5 ل دقو

 نيتأرما ىلإ ُتْمَسَقناو
 ةّيقرش انأ الف

cass ob انأ الو‎ 

 ‏ost Ell ٌةنوتيز انأ الو
 .اذإ ءْبَهْذَتل
 ةّيصخش ّسجاوهل ةّيعامج لولح ال»

 ‏lee نوكن نأ ًايفاك نكي مل
 :. اعم1نؤكتل

GH pole Lady Of 

See antsy 

 ًايدق ًاقيدصو
Candidنيفلتخم نيقيرط يف ًاعم ‏ 

 ءاعم بهذنل

 ...نيبّيط نكنلو
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and we march to Babylon ... 
My travel wasn’t enough 

for the pines to become in my trace 
an utterance of praise to the southern place. 
We are kind here. Northerly 
is our wind, and our songs are southerly. 
Am | another you 
and you another I? 
“This isn’t my path to my freedom’s land” 
this isn’t my path to my body 
and I won't be “I” twice 
now that my yesterday has become my tomorrow 
and I have split into two women 
so I am not of the east 
and I am not of the west, 

nor am I an olive tree shading two verses in the Quran, 
then let’s go. 
“No collective solutions for personal scruples” 
it wasn’t enough that we be together 
to be together ... 
we were missing a present to see 
where we were. Let’s go as we are, 
a free woman 
and an old friend 
let’s go on two separate paths 
let’s go together, 
and let’s be kind ... 
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 [1] اتانوس

 ْنكيلف هيل هللا 6 ‏bs َرخآ ِتْنُك اذإ

 انل ىبوطو .ىّنَُملا يف «انأ» لا َنوُن كلوزن
 انه ‏egy pla bd 385 Salil رَّوَن دقو

 ُماميلاو اطقلا كيلع ٌفرو ‏elcid ىلع

 ُمالكلا لاسف .ءامسلا َتْنَعط لازغلا ِنْرَقِب
 ةديصقلا مسا ام .ةعيبطلا قورع يف ىدن

 ‏!Buus ءامسلا ‏a «قحلاو ‏gli a acs مامأ

 ؟ةاخرلا نايو ‏fal م م ‏jou oe «كريرس ٍذرَأو

goٌماحزلا اذه .كلوح سُمشتلل ٌةروطسأ ‏ 

Sly)!نهباوثأ نرّيغُي ليخنلا تحت َرَموَسو رضم ‏ 
 ...ةيفاقلا رخآ ىلإ ٌنهتالحر مك هيلا ًءامسأو

é 

 ‎ٌرعش ٌرعشلا ال :سفنتلل يقدوشنأ جاتحتو

 ‎ُهَلاق ام ٌرخآ كّنأب تملح .رثن رثنلا الو
 ‎...ٌمالكلا ناكف «مانملا يف امكتيأر نيح ُهللا يب
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Sonnet I 

If you are the last of what god told me, be 
the pronoun revealed to double the “I.” Blessedness is ours 
now that almond trees have illuminated the footprints of passersby, here 

on your banks, where above you grouse and doves flutter 

With a gazelle’s horn you stabbed the sky, then words flowed 
like dew in nature’s veins. What’s a poem’s name 
before the duality of creation and truth, between the faraway sky 
and your cedar bed, when blood longs for blood, and marble aches? 

A myth will need to sunbathe around you. This crowdedness, 
these gods of Egypt and Sumer under palm trees change their dresses 
and their days’ names, and complete their journey to the end of rhyme ... 

And my song needs to breathe: poetry isn’t poetry 
and prose isn’t prose. I dreamt that you are the last of what god told me 

when I saw you both in my sleep, then there were words ... 
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Aorةضفخنم ‏ 

uy GS MESنيتِيِريِرَحلا ِهْيَمَدَف ىلع ‏ 
 ,عراوشلا يف هتَْرُعب ًاديعس
 ٌرباع ٌرَطَم ُهَّلُلَبُي ٌريقف ٌريغص بح
 :نيرباعلا ىلع ضيفيف
 ينم ٌربكأ ياياده»

TAS |p» ply 
de Sloudْمُكَل يضرأو يفتك ‏... 

ced Jsَعاَمَملا نيمسايلا َمَد ‏ 

ye‏ / 
 ‏BU ٌرضخأ ًارئاط يعم ترظتناو

 ؟هَل مْساال

 شكرت نيأ ىلإ :يعادتلل ًامِلْسَتْسُم
 ؟ءاملا َسَرَف اي

Sow! Later ليلق امع‎ 
 ءٌيرايتخالا ‏E555 ىلإ ىنيوهلا شماف
 !ءاملا َسَّرَق اي

ake J cS Ja 

 ‎نوكي نأ يغبني امك ُناكملا ناكو
 ‎ es؟كتايركذ ىلع افيفخ اف

dS) شطَع نع‎ bos 

 ‎؟ىضم ٍنامز نع ْمأ

 دحاو فّرط نمو .ريقف ٌبُح كلانه
 مك ال ءىداه ةىداه
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Low Sky 

There’s a love walking on two silken feet 
happy with its estrangement in the streets, 

a love small and poor made wet by a passing rain 
that it overflows onto passersby: 
My gifts are larger than I am 
eat my wheat 
and drink my wine 
my sky is on my shoulders and my earth is yours ... 

Did you smell the jasmine’s radiant blood 
and think of me 
then wait with me for a green-tailed bird 
that has no name? 

There’s a poor love staring at the river 
in surrender to summoning: Where do you run to 

seahorse? 
Soon the sea will suck you in 
so walk leisurely to your chosen death, 

O seahorse! 

Were you as two embankments for me 
and was the place as it should be 
light-footed on your memories? 
What songs do you love 
what songs? The ones 
that speak about love’s thirst, 
or about a time that has passed? 

There’s a poor love, one-sided 
and quite serene it doesn’t break 
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 ‏SHEL ِكِماَيَأَرْوَل
 دراب ٍرَمَك يف ّرانلا ُدقوُي الو

ery‏ 
 ءسجاه نم َنيكبت َنيح هب َنيِرعشت ال

Ata Voy LG}‏ 
 َنيّمُضَت نيح نيّسحُت اذامب نيفرعت ال
 !كيعارذ نيب كّسفن

 يلايللا يأ ءنيديرت يلايللا يأ
 ‏Seales al ٍنويعلا َكْلت نول امو
 ؟نيملحت امدنع اهب

Gas LS WSنيفرط نمو ‏ 
jo Slitنيسئايلا دَدَع ‏ 

 .نيبناجلا ىلع ‏ples! vie ٌعقريو
elleكسفنب يدوقت نأ ءاذإ ‏ 

 َنيِبَحُت ْنَم ىلإ َعيرسلا عيبرلا اذه
 ‎ GI eg 3 Ol giنامز 7

 املك :اذكه اذكه .ةرعاش حبصأل
udeاهّرس ىلإ ءاسملا يف ٌةأرما ‏ 

 .اهسجاوه يف ًارئاس ًارعاش تَدَجَو
 ‏Selb dui ف ضاع ابك
 ...هتديصق مامأ ىّرعتت ٌةأرما َدَجَو

gl؟نيديرت ّىفنم ‏ 
 َكَدْحَو نيريست ْمأ ءيعم نيبهذت له

Cate JIS Gite alas!‏ 
 ؟هئآلألب

 ءانب ُرْمي ٌبحُح َكِلاَُه
 0 نأ نود

 يرْذَن نحن الو يرْدَي َوُه الف
 ميدق رادج يف ةدرو انّدرِشُت اذامم

 ءصابلا فقْؤَم ىلع ًةاتف يكبتو
 :كحضت ذتو يكبت مث ةحافت ُمضقت

 رثكأ َءيش ال .ءيش ال»
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your select day’s crystal 
and doesn’t light a fire in a cold moon 
in your bed, 
you don’t sense it when you cry from an apprehension, 
which might replace it, 

you don’t know what to feel when you embrace 
yourself between your arms! 
Which nights do you want, which nights 
and what color are those eyes that you dream 
with when you dream? 
There is a poor love, and two-sided 

it diminishes the number of those in despair 

and lifts the pigeons’ throne on both sides. 
You must, then, by yourself lead 
this swift spring to the one you love. 

Which time do you want, which time 
that I may become its poet, just like that: whenever 
a woman goes to her secret in the evening 
she finds a poet walking in her thoughts. 
Whenever a poet dives into himself 
he finds a woman undressing before his poem ... 

Which exile do you want? 
Will you come with me, or walk alone 
in your name as an exile that adorns exile 

with its glitter? 

There’s a love passing through us, 

without us noticing, 
and neither it knows nor do we know 
why a rose in an ancient wall makes us fugitives 
and why a girl at the bus stop cries, 
bites on an apple then laughs and cries: 

Nothing, nothing more 
than a bee passing through my blood ... 
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 و

 ٌراتخيو «نيرباعلا يف َلُمأتلا
 ةجاح يف ‏Cal Ind ْمُهَرَكصأ
 ‘ ًاعافترا ّلقأ ءامسل

 ْعستَت يبحاص نكف
 نافرعي ال نينث | ةّينانأل

 ... امُهَروُهُز ٍنايِدْهُي نم
 امر ءينَُدصَقَي ناك امتر

 ةبَتْنَت نأ نود انُدصقي ناك
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There's a poor love, it contemplates 
at length the passersby, and chooses 
the youngest moon among them: You are in need 
of a lower sky, 
be my friend and the sky will expand 
for the selfishness of two who do not know 
to whom they should give their flowers ... 
Maybe it meant me, maybe 
it meant us and we didn’t notice 

There is a love ... 



 رسجلا ىلع يشمن

 رْيَط ةلحرب «يلثم «نيب
ae‏ 

 ‏ne dL ge aa قت ثيح

 0و عب

Jodi le UJ] Leadsٌةاَشّملا ‏ 
en use‏ 

Jae Up»ءاذه ٌريغ ٌرخآ ‏ 
ds»ةنيفسلا يف ٌدعقم ‏ 

 ةايحلا يف ٌةّصح يل»

di «اًمأو‎ 
 يحاوضلا ورتمب ‏!Slow يلعف

 يتايركذ نع ٌتْدَخَأت»

 ,نوفسكاسلا دعوم نعو

 ٌليلق يِْيَلَو

 ّيفخ نينح نم انب ام ىلإ يغصُنو
 كانه ‏ee يل :ضماغ عراش ىلإ

dleيتلا ‏ Giniٌتَفَّرصناو لفاوقلا ‏, 

 ‏Sue 8 ىلع يتايح يل انهو

 ‏jale dish ريصم نع يتلئسأو

 ٌليِمَج قوضوف ٌدَعو ٌرباع

«sual Guoانأ ,مالكلا اذه لاق اني ‏ 
isl y primes] elٌعيطتسي ‏ 

 ‏Sau عنصت . ‏eel ىلإ عوجرلا

 ...ُرُمَعُتو انرمع نم ةّيوديلا اهلاغشأ

 كيلو ‏HEI Oe bye ESI نكيلف

 ٌتبجع ينإ .ٌّبُحلا نم ًابرض ُبيغلا

 دقف !بحُي فيك ‏!Cod فرعي نمل
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We Walk on the Bridge 

You're afflicted, like me, with a bird’s journey 

and this happens in the afternoon, 
when you say: Take me to the river 

you foreign man, to the river take me 
my road upon your banks is long 

And we listen to what pedestrians say 
on the bridge: 
“I have other things to do” 
“I have a place on the ship” 
“I have a share in life” 
“And as for me, 

I must catch the subway 
I am late for memories 
and for the saxophone lesson, 

and my night is short” 

We listen to what hidden longing for a mysterious street 
is in us: I have my life over there 
my life that caravans made then went on their way, 
and here I have my life as my bread’s worth 
and my questions about a destiny a passing present 
tortures, and IJ have a beautiful chaotic tomorrow 

Echo for echo: who of us said those words, me 

or the foreign woman? No one can 
return to another. Eternity performs 
its manual chores out of our lives then thrives ... 

So let love be an unknown, and 

the unknown a kind of love. How strange 
to believe this and still love! Because 
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02569 BBY go Ld CSI! Czas 
gi ال ُهّنكل‎ 

 يفكي .تقولا نم يفكيس ام اندغ ىدل

 ,ىرخأ قئاقد َرْشَع رسجلا ىلع يشمنل
 حمالم ىسننو ٍليلق امع ٌرّيغتن دقف
 تيبلا ىلإ قيرطلا ىسنن ءتوم لا /انثلاث

 ‏igs انتلذخ يتلا ءامسلا برق

 هي ‏ul ىلإ ينيذخ

 كا دقو .ليلق ‏ey se دق

 ٌليحتسم ا

 ‏oe Sb ,ةباتكلا يف امك
 ارف ءلم ‏Lal 1,03 هنيح يف

5 La oor ال .ةديصقلا‎ 

 حيحصلا ناكملا يف يعض . ‏Lola ينيذخأت

 ليلدلا تنأو ٌليبسلا تنأف .حيحصلا َنامزلا

Meld Glee Y A Liao ob 
 ‎سّدَقُملا باتكلا برق كلانه ...يلوح

 ‎.انهه وأ ‎ wiظّفحت دق :لاق

aw FES]امم ‏ obنم اهب ‏ 

yeنَم ؟رعشلا رصتنا اذإ ‏ 

ol Goce tet 

 لاط املك .دحاو أطخ نم رثكأ

ge iis 
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love might tire in us from waiting and fall ill, 
but it never says 

Our tomorrow has enough time, enough 
for us to walk on the bridge for ten more minutes, 

we might change soon and forget the features 
of our third (death), forget the way to the house 

near the sky that has often failed us, 
so take me to the river, foreign woman, 

we might change soon. And the impossible 
might happen 

As in writing, the necessary comes 

on time, a feminine moon to fill the poem’s 
emptiness. Do not leave me completely, and do not 

take me completely. Put the right time 
in the right place. You are the means and the guide 

A real country, not a metaphor, your arms 
around me ... over there by the holy book 
or right here. Who of us said: Language 
might preserve the land from the plight 
of absence if poetry wins? Who 
of us said: I will forget, and forgive the heart 
more than one mistake, the longer 
this departure takes ... 
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alll Julesنم كيل .نينوكت ثيح ‏ 
ae)نيح نيب ‏ Bele] Cubs 52s‏ 

ast. 01رسكتف كئتزامتغ ‏ olsذيبنلا ‏ 

 - ‏alls dlls .موجنلا ءوض لعشتو
 نيب ام ةاواسملل ةّيفارخ ‏wl ٌةعطق

 ‏de edly وأ رفاسم اب ‏bl ام .انمالحأ
fut aوه انأ ‏ oFناك ْن ‏ teas‏ 

B iseكيف لبللا ققْعْشَع ‏ Save‏ 

 الف ‏als نيب ام بلقلا ةَلزْنَم

 يفو .ىضرت خورلا الو ءىضرت =
slow WASقناعت ‏ alls, ish‏ 

USI p05 hots J aly55 ‏ 
 يدسج يف فحزي .ليللا ةّمذ ىلع
 ًاضومغ ثني ليل .بلاعثلا ساعتك ًارَدَخ
 ٌتدَدزأ َحَضَنا ‏WIS يتّكُل ىلع ًائيضم

 ليل .ديلا ةضبق:ف دخلا نم فوغ
 ال ىلإ ًانئمطم ًانمآ ‏ee 3 قدح

 هتآرم ٌريغ هب ‏bos «هتاياهن
 ةرطابأ فيصل ىماَدُقلا ةاعُرلا يناغأو

 هرغش يف عرعرت ليل .ٌبحلا نم نوضرمي
ale!نيرخآلاو سيقلا ءىرم أ تاوزن ىلع ‏» 

 رمق ىلإ بيلحلا قيرط نيملاحلل عّسوو
 ...مالكلا يصاقأ يف عئاج

 انتل
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Your Night Is of Lilac 

The night sits wherever you are. Your night 

is of lilac. Every now and then a gesture escapes 

from the beam of your dimples, breaks the wineglass 
and lights up the starlight. And your night is your shadow — 
a fairy-tale piece of land to make our dreams 
equal. I am not a traveler or a dweller 
in your lilac night, Iam he who was one day 

me. Whenever night grew in you I guessed 
the heart’s rank between two grades: neither 
the self accepts, nor the soul accepts. But in our bodies 
a heaven and an earth embrace. And all of you 
is your night ... radiant night like planet ink. Night 
in the covenant of night, crawling in my body 
anesthetized like a fox’s sleepiness. Night diffusing a mystery 
that illuminates my language, whenever it is clearer 

I become more fearful of a tomorrow in the fist. Night 
staring at itself safe and assured in its 
endlessness, nothing celebrates it except its mirror 
and the ancient shepherd songs in a summer of emperors 

who get sick on love. Night that flourished in its Jahili poetry 

on the whims of Imru’ el-Qyss and others, 

and widened for the dreamers the milk path to a hungry 

moon in the remoteness of speech ... 
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[IT] Gigs 

 ‏JB Gyd Did Deed ريغ رهنلا ّنِم
Js Sues B35ةدراش ةميغ نم املا ‏ 

LS1 نم انل َتْكَرَت ام ىلع ‏Sليخرلا ‏ 

 اهل مسا ال ّبكاوك ٌرابغ .بيلحلا ُبْرَد كضومغ

dasءاملا ىوس ٌءيضُي ال 3 يف كُضوُمُع ‏» 
ulةدحاو ِة ةدرفمب ءيضي نأ هنأش نمف مالكلا ‏ 

a «doleنيب رجاهملا ‏ Juss (425 pial’‏ 

sh gaul HM, 31 848 Gly 52 انأ‎ 
Slade qd ىلع ُريخألا‎ ¢ sll yds ليطانأ‎ 

 دئاقلا ٌةميخلا انأو .اهدعب 0 ةميدقلا دالبلا لبق

 ا

 ...ليلق امع ثدحي فوس امم ‏Giro عئاقو
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Sonnet II 

Perhaps when you turn your shadow to the river you ask 
of the river only obscurity. Over there a little autumn 
sprinkles the stag with water from a fugitive cloud 
there, on what you have left for us of departure’s crumbs 

Your mystery is the Milky Way. The dust of nameless planets, 
and your mystery is night in pearls that illuminate only water. 
Whereas speech can illuminate with one phrase 
“I love you,” the emigrant’s night between two odes and two palm tree rows 

I am who saw his tomorrow when he saw you. I am who saw 

gospels the last idolater wrote on Gilead’s slopes 
before the ancient lands or after. And I am the returning cloud 
to a fig tree that bears my name, as a sword bears the murdered’s face 

Perhaps, when you turn your shadow to me, you give incident 

to metaphor as a meaning to what is about to happen ... 
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 بيرغلا يف هسفن ىلع ةبيرغلا عوقو

Jolyنينثا يف نحن ‏/ 
 عوُقُو دنع ٌةبيرغ اي ءانل مسا ال
 نم اَنَل .بيرغلا يف هسفن ىلع بيرغلا
 يرهظُتلف .لظلا ُةَّوُق انفلخ انتقيدح

 ‏hws ءكليل ضرأ نم نيئاشت ام
 هر .نيئاشت ام

 ًاعم انثحبو هدحاو نمز يف نيناكم
 ءكّلظ فْنَخ يبهذاف :اننيوانع نع

 ءاطقلل ًةيعار ديشانألا ديشن َقْرَش
 ًالَبَج يدعصاف ءاهتوم ْتَنَكَس ةمجن يدجت

Magsيدغ يف ُهترود ُلِمكُي سمأ يدجت ‏. 

 ‏das نوكن نيأو ,انك نيأ يدجت
Jolyنينث أ يف 05 ‏/ 

 «كباتك َبْرَغ ‏[coud! J بهذاف
 لمحت كّنأك ًافيفخ ًافيفخ سظغاو

Laddنيتجوم يف ةدالولا دنع ‏» 

desًاءامسو ةيئام شئاشح نم ًةباغ ‏ 
 ًافيفخ شطغاف : ةارضخ ءاملا نم
 .ءيش ّيَأ يف ءيش ال كنأك ًافيفخ

G08 Jolyنينث أ يف ‏/ 
aeاي ءانه انك فيك ىرن ‏ 

 ام ىلع ناقلغنيو ناحتفني نيّلظ ,ُةبي

Sob ob ay lacs ees‏ 
eeةيئانثلا ‏ 

 نينثا ىلإ دوعن نأ انُّصقني .ةيدبألا

 ةبيرغ اي انل مسا ال .رثكأ قناعتن يك

 !بيرغلا يف هسفن ىلع بيرغلا عوقو دنع
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The Stranger Stumbles upon Himself in the Stranger 

We are one in two / 

There’s no name for us, woman, when the stranger 

stumbles upon himself in the stranger. Of our 
garden behind us we have the force of shadow. So show 
what you want of your night’s land, and conceal 
what you want. We came in a hurry from the twilight 
of two places at one time, and searched together 

for our addresses: Go behind your shadow, 
east of the Song of Songs, a shepherd of sand grouse, 
you'll find a star dwelling in its death, then climb a neglected 
mountain and you'll find my yesterday completing its cycle in my tomorrow. 
You'll find where we were and where we'll be together, 

we are one in two / 

Go to the sea then, man, west of your book, 

and dive lightly, lightly as if you were carrying 
yourself at birth in two waves, 
you'll find a wetland forest and a green sky 
of water, then dive lightly 
lightly as if you were nothing in anything, 

and you'll find us together ... 
we are one in two / 

We need to see how we were here, 

stranger, as two shadows opening and closing on what 
has been shaped of our shape: a body disappearing then reappearing 

in a body disappearing in the mystery of the eternal 
duality. We need to return to being two 
to embrace each other more. There’s no name for us, 

when the stranger stumbles upon himself in the stranger! 
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 مودس نم ةميغ

 ريخألا ءاتشلا ليل هكلْيَل َدْعَب

hull ٍسّرَح نم رحبلا ٌعراش‎ VE 
GUS Bs lose 2h JB Y 

 يل لوقي ْنَم .يتينغأ سمش يف
all go des 2Gلماكب ْمّلْخاو ‏ 

 ؟ٌرحلا كيعو ال

 ىلعو يعم ءيبرق نآلا سلجت يتيّرخ
 17 6تين ميا لنك بك
 كلاش :يل سمألا نم تكرت دق

«Slنم ًادقعو بائذلا نيب صقرلا نع = ٍطئارش ‏ 
acdتدعلا بلغ وع ‏: 

 ‏AL Jy «يتيّرخ عنصتس اذام

 ؟ريخألا ءاتشلا ليل

 لباب ىلإ َموُدَس نم ٌةَمْيَع ْتَضَم»
 لوب» اهرعاش نكلو ءنينسلا تائم نم

 .سيراب رهن يف «مويلا ءرحتنا «ناليست
 ‏pile ae Ser ينيذخأت نل
 َنَعلَت نل ؟مويلا كّمسا ام :ٌسراح

 ‏Jet Glas نل .مْلسلا َنَعْلَت نل .ّبرحلا
 نيتفاصفص نيب ام ليللا نع اثحب ةقيدحلا
 حتفي ىتم :ينيلأست نلو «نيتذفانو
 ؟مامحلل انتعلق َتاوبأ ُمّلسلا

 ريخألا ءاتشلا ليل ءكليل دعب

 ديعب ناكم يف . مهركسعم ٌدونجلا ماقأ

 ضيبأ رمق يتفرش ىلع طحو

 انليل يف ٌقِّدَحُت نيتماص يتيّرَحو تسلجو
 ‏MWS say Ul Sa sui ْنَم

 ؟ريخألا ءاتشلا ليل
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A Cloud from Sodom 

After your night, night of the last winter, 
the sea road was empty of its night guards, 
no shadow follows me after your night dried up 
in my song’s sun. Who will say to me 
now: Let go of yesterday and dream with all 
of your subconscious? 
My freedom sits beside me, with me, and on 

my knees like a house cat. It stares at me and at 
what you might have left of yesterday for me: your lilac 
shawl, videotapes of dancing among wolves, and a jasmine 
necklace around the algae of the heart ... 

What will my freedom do, after your night, 

night of the last winter? 
“A cloud went from Sodom to Babylon,” 
hundreds of years ago, but its poet Paul 

Celan committed suicide, today, in Paris’s river. 
You won’t take me to the river again. No guard 
will ask me: What’s your name today? We won't curse 
wat. We won't curse peace. We won't climb 

the garden fence searching the night for two willows 

and two windows, and you won't ask me: When 

will peace open our citadel doors to the doves? 

After your night, night of the last winter, 

the soldiers pitched their camp in a faraway place 

and a white moon alighted on my balcony 

and I sat with my freedom silently staring into our night: 

Who am I? Who am I after your night 

night of the last winter? 
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 نامأوت ةيبظ انداش

 ‏cps tara pal نتف لع ادام
 .يّنَم ٌدغلاو ‏Susi) Cozy د «كيدهن

Gisنأ ةديصقلل يغبني امك ‏ SESS‏ 

dys uyٌلظلاو ,كفاحل تحت ‏ 

 كفافض نيب كلانهو انهه كبت

 ‏Wes ىلإ ‏wisest يتلا تاملكلاو
Cid»ينيم ‏ zi yds (le‏ 

 65 ‏At Gols Ye يلامشو
 «...ٌصاخلا انلْيَل ىلإ انرسو
 ‏ui مأ ؟انه ًاقح ‏ci له
 ؟هيضام لاوحَأ ُدقفتي قباسا قشاع

 نيب ةّنئمطملا كسفن ىلع يمان
 يردص قوف ًادي يمان .تاءالملا 195

 خارفل ‏LB} 0 Clin le ىلع ىرخأو
 نم ‏dis tol يغبني امك يمان .تاماميلا

gf goانألتما ...مانت ‏ cuels‏ 

 ‏bal sage Vile ساوسوب انألتما
 .اهّلظ تعبت ةّيسالُح ِةاَنَق نم ...اهل اي

 نم رئانتي ام ‏BE جايه نم ...اهل اي

 يمانف .جايسلا لوح درولا 53

Ladd oud Ueحتفي نأ لبق ًايناث ‏ 
 ٌرئاط يل سيل .اهّنُك قذفان ُسمألا
 5585 ‏Vo «ٌينطو ٌرَجّش الو ءٌينطو

 .سمألاو َدَعلا كُمِساقُأ - يلثم ُرفاَسُي
 شمت يف ألألتي يذلا ٌداذرلا الول كالول
 ‏ad ثثفرحنال ,كيدهن نيب ام ءوضلا

 ءكّمأ ةديصقلاو انأ مك .اهتثونأ نع

 ةيِبَظ ٍقِداَش ىلع وفغن ءكانباو
 ايمو

30 MAHMOUD DARWISH 



A Doe’s Young Twins 

In the evening, by the freckled light between 
your breasts, yesterday and tomorrow approach me. 

I came into being as a poem should come into being ... 
the night is born under your bedcover, and shadow 
is fretful here and there between your riverbank 
and the words that carried us back to their tone: 
“I placed my right hand on her hair 
and my left on a doe’s young twins 
then we walked into our private night ...” 
Are you really here? Or am I 
a previous lover who checks in on his past? 
Sleep within your self secure among your 
bedsheet flowers. Sleep with one hand on my chest 
and the other on the down that will sprout on baby 
pigeons. Sleep as the garden 
around us should ... we’ve become filled with yesterday, 
filled with wicked whispers of a bedless guitar. 
(And what a mulatto she is ... following her shadow. 

What a tumult ... tearing up what scatters 

of rose petals around the fence.) Sleep 
upon my breath as a second breath before yesterday 
fully opens my window. I have no national 
bird, no national tree, and no flower 

in your exile garden. But I—and my wine 
travels as I do—split with you yesterday and tomorrow. 

If it weren’t for you and for the drizzle 
that glimmers in the freckled 
light between your breasts, my language would have swerved 
from its femininity. But the poem and I are now your mother, 
and your two children, falling asleep on a doe’s young 

twins! 
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 [111] اتانوس

lee glib louse AUST Lull Go deol 

 اعطقم ًاعطْقَم ‏ees ًاديور ًاديورو ديب ادي

 اعرشُت الو ‏lal Gerke اي .قوف ءيب ناريطت
 ُةَبَعْتُم ةوُنوُنُس يحانج لثمك ّيبناج ىلع امانو

 اليلق نأتي نأ يانلا ىلعو .ٌنخاس امكريرح
 اليمج ًاضومغ يلع ناعقت امدنع ةَنانوُس َلقصيو
 الوصولا ٌعيطتسي ال ءي يزُعلا ِةَبْهَأ ىلع ىنعمك
 ‏ace ينراتخيف مالكلا ‏aul ليوطلا َراظتنالا الو

 ةيفاخلا ةروصلاو رثنلا ‏i yas رعشلا نم عكا

 ةيفاقلا كت ةيفاح نيريست نيح : :ةغالبلل ٍرَمَق الب

 ةبرجتلا ة ةورذ يف رولا رسكنيو ‏!SI عامج

 يلباب نم جرخأل ‏AL كبرق ليللا نم ٌليلق
 يعم يل ةقيدح ال .يرخآ يرهوج ىلإ

Assكنم ضاف امو .تنأ ‏ tbl 23! «b>‏ 
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Sonnet III 

Of night, I love the beginning, when you two come together 
hand in hand, and bit by bit embrace me one section at a time 
then in flight take me, higher. Stay my friends, don’t hurry 
and sleep on each of my sides like the wings of a tired swallow 

Both of your silks are hot. But the flute should be patient 
and polish a sonnet, when you two descend on me as a lovely mystery, 
like a meaning on the verge of nakedness, incapable of arrival 
and of long waiting in front of speech, it chooses me as a threshold 

Of poetry, I love the spontaneity of prose and the hidden image 
without a moon for rhetoric: when you walk barefoot rhyme abandons 
copulating speech, and meter breaks in the climax of experience 

A bit of night near you is enough for me to get out of my Babylon 
and into my essence — my other. No garden for me within me 
and all of you is you. And what overflows from you is “I” the free and kind 
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 . اهيحبذاو يسرف يذخ

 يسْرُع ,تاحوتفلاب يسَوَه ال «تنأ
quid E555كسفن نيطايش نم اهنارقأو ‏ 

 «نيبلطت امل لاثتمالا ةّيرُح

eit git 
 ءاهيحبذاو

 ةميزهلا َدْعَت ٍبراَحُملا ‏dite يشمل

ses els se نم‎ 

 = نم نيديرت ام قلع ًامالس

 لافتحال بساط نو يملا[ شألل

 ‏LIE piles Gil .فيصلاب تافيصولا
 ‏wile be US نم نيديرُملاب ٌةلفاح كعيمج
 نم كسفنب تغنص ام ىلع ًامالس

 رسكي ‏IRS Gogh :كسفن لجأ

 يسزتو يفيس

 هئْؤَص يف لمحي كصيمق ٌرزو
 ‏apie IS "نم ‏abl) ul ةظفل

igi igo gidٌبيجتست ةراتيج ‏ 

Gulls Ubيسلدنأ .حيرلا نم ‏ ils‏ 
 ًادحاو 153 يعّدت الف ءكيدي يف

 ‏asl wit يف سفنلا نع عافدلل

ysl Bouرخآ نمز يف ‏. 

 يسأيب ٌترصتنا ينَأ كردأ فوس
Glo Ses ilyكلانه ‏ 

dye seيسمأ برق ‏ 

 ٍيسرف يذخ

 ‏diag 0 يسفن لمحأل .ءاهيحبذاو

 ...ىسفنب

MAHMOUD DARWISH 34 



Take My Horse and Slaughter It ... 

You, and not my craze with conquest, are my wedding. 
I left to myself and its match in your devil self 
the freedom to comply with your demands, 
take my horse 
and slaughter it, 
and I will walk like a warrior after defeat 

without dream or sense ... 
Salaam upon what you desire of fatigue 
for the captive prince, and of gold for the maidens 
to celebrate the summer. And salaam upon you 

abounding with suitors of every jinn and man, 
for what you’ve done to yourself for 
yourself: your hairpin breaks 
my shield and my sword, 
and your shirt button bears in its glare 
the secret word of birds of every sort, 
take my breath the way a guitar responds 
to what you demand of the wind. All of my Andalus 
is within your hands, so don’t leave a single string 
for self-defense in the land of my Andalus. 
I will realize, in another time, 

I will realize that I have won with my despair 
and that I have found my life, over there 
outside itself, near my past 

take my horse 

and slaughter it, and I will carry myself dead and alive, 

by myself ... 
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= 

j ةنيكسلا ضرأ/ةبيرغلا ضر 

vil ee aضرألا ةّفاح قع ‏ 

aleكبايغب وأ كب ‏. yٌفرعأ ‏ 

 ‏yu انأو ‏ly نيشهجت يتلا تاينغألا

 ام ضرألا نكتلف .كبابض يف

 ةتيلعفت امو ...هيلإ نيئموت

 ,ٌةّيبونج
GSSاهسفن ىلع نارّوَدلا نع ‏ 

 لوح ناريصق نادعوم اهل .كيلعو
fled celalٌحيبرلا اًمأو .ْفْيَصَو ‏ 

 ا ‏ols %5 ,ةراوطأو
wsرشتنت كيف ةأرم أ ةّيأ ىلإ ‏ 

 ‏dual 3 ةّفان ‏Js ىلع اتيرغرم لا

uly ريغصلا ريمألا.‎ lS Ute 
 وهف ‏Lak’ Las ةليوأتو فيرخلا

 سئانكلا ‏3b gab! cro di ينأش

 ‎ “Sieنيب نيريست تنأو ىسنأو _

Rilo «Spork! رَجَحلا ةّيرح ليثامتلا‎ 
1 a ةنيردنملا ةحئار‎ 

blue 

 ال» :كايارم يف اهتّروُص لوح
 «انه ينيدلف يتتتنا اي يل ّمأ

 ‏Low dine 3 ضرألا ‏eas اذكه

 ينيذخف 8 ىلإ ىثنأ 85535

 يلخاد .انه ‏!Jus J كيلإ اهيلإ

 يسفن ‏esa ينيذُخو .يجراخ
 ‏SSN ess ols «كيلإ
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The Stranger’s Land / the Serene Land 

In me, as in you, a land on the edge of land 
populated with you or with your absence. I don’t know 
the songs you sob, as I pass 
through your fog. So let land be 

what you gesture to ... and what you do 

Southerly, 
and doesn’t cease orbiting around herself 
and around you. She has two brief appointments 
around the sky: summer and winter. As for spring 
and its phases, that’s your concern alone: 
rise to any woman within you and the margarite 
will spread to every window in town 

Gilded, 

as the little prince’s summer. And as 
for autumn and its tired gold interpretation, that 
is my concern, when I feed the church birds 
my bread. And I forget, when you walk among 
the statues, the freedom of marble, and I follow 

the mandarin scent 

Traveling, 
around her image in your mirrors: “My daughter 
I have no mother so give birth to me here.” 
That’s how the land places in a body her secret, 

and weds a woman to a man. Take me 
to her to you to me. There here. Inside me 
outside me. And take me so that my self is serene 
in you, and that I reside in the serene land 
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Bi gle 

 كيف ضرألا نع ٌلوقَأ ام يل سْيَ
Soles ٌبيرغلا ل:‎ eae 

 ‎.ةّيمارآ فورُح ظفلب ُءابَرْغلا ٌءىطْخُي امر

 {‎ suai LEَالَوَم نم ْمُهَتَملِإ نوُحَنْصَي
 ,رهنلا ةفض ىلع اهودَجَو ةّيئادب

Sa oisٌةّيوامس :ءانغلا ‏ 

 ‏Bad lea She ضرألا هذه

 ةنيمساي نم َرْخَبَت

 َبَأ ال» :ةباتكلا لبق ةديصقلاك

 ُضرألا يل لوقت 3 «يفذلف ‏CH» دب اي يل

Seeيف ءضرألا ىلع ًافيفخ ‏ 
3h JJتاشارفلا نيب ءيلالتملا ‏. 

Shows ya ثيراحملا.‎ 98 @5 Y 

 هيلع نوكت نأ يعغبني ام مسا ال

 ...هنيعنصت امو يحورب َتْعَنَص ام ىوس ٌةايحلا
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Heavenly, 

I have nothing to say about the land in you 
other than what the stranger says: Heavenly ... 
The strangers might err in pronouncing Aramaic letters, 
they might make their gods out of primitive 
elements they found on the riverbank, 
but they master singing: Heavenly 
this land like weightless clouds 
evaporated out of jasmine 

Metaphorical, 
like the poem before writing: “I have no father 
my son so give birth to me,” the land says to me 
when I pass lightly upon the land, in 
your shimmering crystal night amid the butterflies. 
No blood on the plows. A virginity renewing itself. 
There is no name for what life should be 

other than what you’ve made of my soul and what you make ... 
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 تنأو ,نادحُتَي ٌرعشلاو ٌرثنلا كل :نامأؤتلا كَل

 ٌةلماك ةملاس ءَرَخآ وحن ٍنَمَر نم نيريطت
 نيبيطلا ‏alg S  كآلْثَق بكاوك نم ٍجَدْوَه ىلع
 .ةلفاق ةلفاق َعْبَسلا كتاوامس نولمحي م ْمُهَو

Bie er le}نوبرتقي كِيَرْهَنو ‏ 

ieىلوأ» ءاملا ‏ ine 58 51 Sly!‏ 
 ُنَجْيف .ةلاعفأ ُلمْأَتَي قش شاع ‏ei .«انب

 ؟ُتْلَعَف ام ةيناث ُلَعفأأ أ :هيلإ نحو اهب
Otisْمُهُدافحَأو .ءامسلا ربحب نوقرتحي كقْرَب ‏ 

 ...ةّيرموُسلا 558 ‏A ونونسلا نورُشْنَي
 ‏Usb ْمَأ ُةَّيرموسلا تناك ًةدعاص

iوُهَبلا يف ةّديِدَملا تنأ ‏ 

 نولطنبلاو ‏fh صيمقلا تاذ

«Solelظقوأ «كزاجمل ال | ‏ 

gil «355,علطيس :يسفنل ‏ 
gos 

 ...ٌرَمَف يتمّتَع نم

 ٌيرموسلا قُقألا نم لزني َءاملا يعد
Laeريطامألا يف امك ‏. SS Sy‏ 

 انب طيحملا جاجزلا اذهك ًاحيحص يبلق
 هلهأ ىلإ َّدوُحَي ىتح كميغب هيئاماف
 ناك ‏us .ريقفلا ةالصك ‏Ute ًامئاغ

 ,لازغلا ‏Spa هب ‏wali الف ًاحيرج يبلق
iets 392) Oil Jg> 35 oo‏ 

 .بورحلا دعب قئاقشلا يف يمد لوُنُحل

 ٍتاهلإلا ذيبنل ٌةّرََج يدبعم يف َقْبَت مو
 ةلئازلا َرَموُس يف ةّيدبألا َرَموُس يف

wlوُهَبلا يف ةقيشرلا تنأ ‏ 

Sib BI hid Ol‏ 
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Inanna’s Milk 

For you the twins: for you poetry and prose unite, as you 

fly from one epoch to another, safe and sound 
on a howdah made of your murdered victims’ planets — your kind guards 
who carry your seven heavens one caravan at a time. 
And between the palm trees and your hands’ two rivers, your 
horse-keepers approach the water: The first goddess is the one most filled 
with us. And an infatuated creator contemplates his work, becomes mad 
with her and longs for her: Shall 1 make again what I did before? 
The scribes of your lightning burn in the sky’s ink, and their offspring 
strew the swallows over the Sumerian woman’s parade ... 

be she ascending, or descending 

For you, the one stretched out in the hall 
in the forest shirt, and the ashen 

pants, not for your metaphor, I awaken 

my wilderness, and say to myself: A moon 
will rise from my darkness ... 

Let the water flow down from the Sumerian horizon 
upon us, as in the myths. If my heart 
is as straight as this glass surrounding us 
then fill it up with your clouds until it returns to its folk 

overcast and dreamy like a poor man’s prayer. And if my heart 

is wounded, don’t stab it with a gazelle’s horn, 
there are no natural flowers left around the Euphrates 

for my blood to incarnate in the anemones after the wars. 

And there isn’t a jar left in my temple for the wine of the goddesses, 

in Sumer the eternal, in Sumer the ephemeral 

For you, the slender one in the hall 

with the silken hands 
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 وُهَّللا ةرصاخو

 «كزومرل ال
 :لوقأو ‏An ظقوأ
 اهبّرس نم ةلازغلا يذه نسا

 !اهب ...يسفن نعطأو

ysl Yةكريزنت نوكت نآ ةينغأل ‏ 
dst Jia ilsقارعلا ٌروث ‏ 

 عّدَصتُملا لكْيَهلاو رهدلاب هيَ رق ُحنَجُملا
 ‏ass] Chl adits .رجفلا ةضف يف

 ىمادقلا نيدشنملا َةَقْوََج يف ةّيندعم ا

 رّدحتملا'ءانأ امأ .رَصَتْذَخوُبَت سمشل

 يل َّدُب الف ءنامزلا ذه ريغ نم

 ناك ‏dls em اذه مئالُي ِن ناصح نم

 ًايلاع ...ًايلاع ْنكيلف ٍرَمَق نم ديال

 ًايسراف الو ‏ie ال ‏SES ب نمو

 ‏Le gS ds .انلوح نم ُثتاهلإلا هيعّدت الو
 علا َكولُملا 55 ‏Ob SUI نم

 َةَنْب ‏١ اي ةلمكن ءَسّدَقُملا فاقزلا اذه لمكُتل

 هتلر يذلا ناكملا يف انه ٌيدَبألا رمقلا

 ... !ةلفآلا ةّنجلا ةَقرُش نم ضرألا فَرَط ىلع كادي

 ىُمَبلا يف ةديرجلا

 ازْئوُفنإلاب ةباَصُملا تن
 ‏gels جنوُباب ‏ods ois :لوقأ

 «نيربسأ» ع ْيَتبَح يذُحَو
 ءانانإ ٌبيلح كيف أدهيل

 ‏ou قَمَرْلا اه قرعنو

 !نيدفارلا ىَقَتْلُم يف
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and the frolicking waist, 
not for your symbols, 
I awaken my wilderness and say: 
I will draw this gazelle out of her flock 
and stab myself ... with it! 

I don’t want a song to be your bed, 
so let the Bull, Iraq’s winged Bull, burnish 

his horns with the ages on the fissured altar 
in the silver of dawn. And let death carry its metal 
instrument amid the ancient choir 

of Nebuchadnezzar’s sun. As for me, the descendant 

from without this time, I must have 

a suitable horse for this procession. And if 
there must be a moon let it be high ... high 
and made in Baghdad, not Arabic or Persian 
and not claimed by any of the gods around us. And let it be empty 
of memories and of ancient kings’ wine, 
for us to complete this holy procession, together, you daughter 
of the eternal moon, in this place that your hands brought down 

to the edge of the earth from the balcony of the fading paradise! ... 

For you, the one reading 
the newspaper in the hall, 
the one sick with influenza 
I say: Take one cup of hot chamomile 

and two aspirins 
for Inanna’s milk to quiet in you, 
and for us to know what time it is now 
at the confluence of the two rivers! 
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 [171]'اتاَنَوُس

ised sisهيف انأ ٍيذلا مسا اي .كمون ‏ 
 وفغيسو ,ةراجشأ ليللا قمم 0 ملُحلا نم

 ‏by يمانو .ليلق بايغل ‏hog هضرأ ىلع

Sips serineاميوعا وعقب ‏ 

G55اوُهَس نوماني ًاوْدَب كماَحُر قوف َكْرْعَش ‏ 
 ِكْيَََك نم كاب اجور كُئيضُي .نوملحي الو
 كيلع .كيفو كيلع يمان .كمانم قاوظقأ لإ

 اوهبف 0 كَل هاهنا حتفت ضرألاو تاوامسلا مالس

als lasريرسلا نولمحي ةكئالم ال .يب مونلا ‏ 
 يمان ‏ES5bI Soul lb .ةنيمسايلا ظقوُي حبش الو

 يمايخ نم براه ِسرَق ىلع يّ يان الف

 ‏Aled yy] ALS اي «نينوكت نيملحت امك

 يمان م سو 3 فلألا هتاباغ ٌرْدَخُي

 يمانم يف ادم تش 1 يظقوت الو
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Sonnet IV 

Slowly I massage your sleep. You’re the name of what's in me 
of dream, so sleep. The night will blanket its trees, and will doze off 
on its earth as a master of a brief absence. Sleep and I will float 
on drops of light that leak from a moon I enclose ... 

Your hair above your marble is a tent for bedouins who absently sleep 
and don’t dream. Your pair of doves illuminates you from your shoulders 

to your daisy sleep. Sleep upon and in yourself. Upon you 
the salaam of heaven and earth opening up their halls one by one 

Sleep wraps you up with me. No angels carry the bed 
and no ghost awakens the jasmine. O my feminine name, sleep 
since no flute cries over a mare that escapes my tents 

You are as you dream, the summer of a northerly land 
anesthetizing its thousand forests in the pounce of sleep. Sleep 

and don’t awaken a body desiring a body in my sleep 
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 ‏PS Vy ّلقأ ال .ةأرمأ انأ

 يه امك ‏gle شيعأ

Aa gs2 x Slyال ‏ 

Lake depend لمكأل‎ 

 ىرأ ام ىرأو
als 3 2 امك‎ 

 نيح نيب ام قدح ‏ji ديب

 ‏alb يف ّرخآو
oeةراسخلا ضبنب ‏. 

juz CS 
 َتْوَص ال :سمألا ِقّرَو ىلع

 ؟فدضلا الإ

 يف ٌقرورضلا ضومغلا ٌبحأ
 ىفتخا ام ىلإ ًاليل رفاسملا تاملك

 مالكلا ‏cots قوف ريطلا نم

Sill geht قوفو‎ 
dt yo! Ulَرثكأ الو ّلقأ ال ‏ 

Sabزوللا ٌةَرْهَز ‏. 
 يتفرش نم ءراذآ رهش يف
 :ُيعبلا لوقي ام ىلإ ًانينح
 «عيبانيلا ءام يليخ ا ينيسملا»

dol, eels wis My Sl‏ 

 ًادَتَس ال ‏el امك َتنأ

Ss 9 

 كيلع ٌراهن ّيفتك نم علطيو

 ‏A] Jud َكّمضَأ نيح ءطبهيو
Calsكاذ الو اذهب ‏ 

 ًارمق الو ًاسمش تسل هال
 ‏BST الو َّلقأ ال ٌةأرما انأ
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No More and No Less 

Iam a woman. No more and no less 
I live my life as it is 
thread by thread 
and I spin my wool to wear, not 

to complete Homer’s story, or his sun. 

And I see what I see 
as it is, in its shape, 

though I stare every once 
in a while in its shade 
to sense the pulse of defeat, 
and write tomorrow 
on yesterday’s sheets: there’s no sound 

other than echo. 
I love the necessary vagueness in 
what a night traveler says to the absence 
of birds over the slopes of speech 
and above the roofs of villages 
I am a woman, no more and no less 

The almond blossom sends me flying 
in March, from my balcony, 
in longing for what the faraway says: 
“Touch me and I'll bring my horses to the water springs.” 
I cry for no clear reason, and I love you 

as you are, not as a strut 
nor in vain 

and from my shoulders a morning rises onto you 
and falls into you, when I embrace you, a night. 
But I am neither one nor the other 

no, I am not a sun or a moon 
I am a woman, no more and no less 
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ui aeقا ‏ 
 1 تئش اذإ

 انأ ‏LS Ls نأ ينيجعيف

yةَروُص ‏ 
 ‎ 3 aiوأ ,ةديرجلا 3,88

 ‎...لئايآلا نيب ةديصقلا يف قلم

 ‎ malةديعبلا ىليل ةخرص

 ‎ينيكرتت ال :مونلا ةفرغ نم
 ‎لئابقلا يلايل يف ةيفاق ةنيجس

ae مهل‎ ASH ال‎ 
FST Vy al Y diye {Ul 

Pay 

 املثم ءانأ نَم انأ
 3 ‏asus :تنأ ْنَم' تنأ

 كلو كيلإ كيف ُنكسَأو

 كرتشملا انزغل يف يرورضلا حوضولا ٌبحأ
 ليللا نع ٍضيفأ نيح كل انأ

lol Es as 

iio الو‎ 
 ٌرثكأ الو َّلَقَأ ال ٌةأرم أ انأ

 يوثنألا نقلا 5535

Ge Dyess‏ 
155 

1,35 
Ayo i UI 

daly 
 !رثكأ الو
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So be the Qyss of longing, 
if you wish. As for me 
I like to be loved as I am 
not as a color photo 
in the paper, or as an idea 

composed in a poem amid the stags ... 
I hear Laila’s faraway scream 

from the bedroom: Do not leave me 
a prisoner of rhyme in the tribal nights 
do not leave me to them as news ... 

I am a woman, no more and no less 

I am who I am, as 

you are who you are: you live in me 
and I live in you, to and for you 
I love the necessary clarity of our mutual puzzle 
I am yours when I overflow the night 

but I am not a land 
or a journey 

I am a woman, no more and no less 

And I tire 
from the moon’s feminine cycle 
and my guitar falls ill 

string 

by string 
I am a woman, 

no more 
and no less! 



 فافز ةينغ

 َنوّيكلفلا لقتنا امك ءَكيلإ ٌتلقتناو
 ‏uns يحور .رخآ وحن بكوك نم

 .رشعلا كعباصأ نم يدسج ىلع
Ald} GASىتح ةماميلاب قلطنا ‏ 

 ىدملا :كيبناج ىلع ليدهلا يصاقأ
 ‏Shs BSS LEI عّدَو .ىدصلاو
 ‏eh «hyo ىرأ ال انأف .ىدس

 اخ ىرأ ال ...اهئام يف

 ذاق كارادت :اذحأ ىراذل

 ‏Sd ُنجعت ّمأ ال ؟ةنيدملا ٍروُس

 تلال ‏Gal اهئاّنحب ليوطلا
 نيب روسلا جراخ انأ ْنَم .ُةرفضت
 نكتلف .ةّيدامر ءامسو ةّيدايح لوقح

Caiينذخو .ءاَبَرُغلا دّلَب يف َيّمأ ‏ 

 ادغ نوكأ ْنَم ىلإ قفرب

go dish. Uo Shae bg51 32 
delsاهل َموُمُه ال ًةأرم | ‏ ‘nbةنيز ‏ 

af adsىلع كانه بأ فوس ‏ 
 ‏FAR ءام ىلإ يميغ ُدِشْرُي ناك ٍرَجَح
 رخآ ىلإ ينذخ
 ناك ٍرَمَق ىلع حابصلا عولط لبق ضرألا

By diss ee les Se‏ 
 ٌىدُس اهيلإ نيماحلا ةمجنلا ْذْخَأت امك

 و

 ىدسو

 ءِباَؤُم لابج فلخ ُعّلطتأ .ٌىدسو
 كّبحأ .سورعلا بوث ٌعجْرُت حير الف

dy lbنحو ىدصلا عجرب ‏ 

 ‏asl G33 Whe Jo 51 ِنَسْوَس ىلإ
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Wedding Song 

And I moved into you, as astronomers move 
from one planet to another. My soul looks upon 
my body through your ten fingers. 
Take me to you, dash off with the dove to 
the remoteness of cooing on your two sides: expanse 
and echo. And let the horses run after me 
in vain. Because I do not, yet, see my image 

in its water ... I see no one 

I see no one, I do not see you. What 
have you done with my freedom? Who am I 
behind the city wall? No mother kneads my long 
hair with her eternal henna, and no sister 

braids it. Who am I outside the wall between 
neutral fields and an ashen sky. Be 

my mother in the stranger's land. And take me 
gently to who I become tomorrow 

Who do I become tomorrow? Will I be born 
out of your rib a woman without worry except to adorn 
your life. Or will I cry over there on a rock 
that used to guide my clouds to your water well? 
Take me to the end 
of the earth before morning rises on a moon that used 

to cry blood in bed, and take me gently 
as a star takes the dreamers in vain 

And in vain, I look behind Moab’s mountains, 

since no wind brings back the bride’s dress. I love you 
but my heart resonates with echo’s return and longs 
for another iris. Is there a sorrow more 
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 تنبلا حّرَق نم سفنلا ىلع ًاسابتلا
 ‏E585 lage كبحأو ؟اهسْرُع يف

cualٌتركذت امهمو ‏ Jlتيس ‏ 

 ىدصلا يف ىدصلا

 َكيِلإ ٌتلقتناو ءىدصلا يف ىدصلأ
 .رخآ وحن نئاك نم مسالا لقتنا امك

 ,ليلق لبق نيديعب نيدلب يف نيبيرغ انك
 حبصأ امدنع دغ ًةادغ نوكأ اذامف

 املك ؟يتّيرحب َتْعَنَص اذام ؟نينثا

 «كيلإ ٌتعفدنا كنم يفوخ دادزا

 ىوس بيرغلا يبيبح اي يل لضف الو

 .يمورك يف ًابّيط ًابلعث نكتلف »25
Glosنل .يعجو يف كينيع ةرضُخب ‏ 

 ًادبأ «يتيّربو يمس أ ىلإ دوعأ
 ادبأ

 .ادبا
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confusing than a woman’s happiness 

on her wedding night? And I love you no matter how often I remember 
my yesterday, no matter how often I remember that I forget 
the echo in echo 

Echo in echo, and I moved into you 
as a name moves from one creature to another. 
We were two strangers in two faraway lands a while ago, 
so what will I be tomorrow when I become 
two? What have you done with my freedom? Whenever 
my fear of you mounts I rush into you, 
my beloved stranger, since my ardent desire 
is my only credit. So be a kind fox in my vineyard 
and stare with the green of your eye into my ache. I 

won't return to my name and my wilderness, never 
never 
never. 
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 يلزنم ريبدت

 انأ مك
 موي قوس ىلإ ٌتبهذ حابصلا يف
 ‏(ail هرم ٌتيرتشا .سيمخلا

 .لئاسرلا تثعبو ةةيكرقأ ٌثرتخاو

Stal 465 villةلاقتربلا ةحئارب ‏. 

 ‏dale 4155 يننإ ‏aa J Els له
 يندجت مل لا ُتلّيخت مأ
 ءاوهلا ‏Bed 65 الف ‏che ُفرَأ

 ...انهلا َمْوَن يبيبح اي ْمَنَو

 ؟انأ مك
 ٌتددعأ .يايارم ‏(Sea ,ةريهظلا يف

 اخف ءقادهنو .ديعس ديعل يسفن
 .سمأ ةوهشب نائلتمي كيلايل مامي
 ‏SLI Cole ماخرلا قورُع يف ىرأ
 ءارعّشلاب خرصيو يرجي يحابإلا
 ‏oul .سوستير لاق ‏LS «ينوبتكأ

 ؟يتبغر نع قافنم تيفخأو تيفتخا
 ٌةَروُص الو كرش ريف ٍِقَروُص ىرأ ال
 اهَريِباَدَت ٌريِدُت ‏Lidl elas نم ةأرم ا

Ld Joo Zable1 ‏ 

 ؟انأ مك
 امنيسلا ىلإ ٌتبهذ .ءاسملا يف

 ٌدوُنُهلا ناك .تاقيدصلا ىدحإ عم

 ملسلاو برحلا نمز يف نوريطي ىمادقلا
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Housework 

I 

How often 

did I go in the morning to Thursday’s 
market. I bought our house supplies, 
and chose an orchid and mailed the letters. 
A rain made me wet and filled me with the scent of oranges. 

Did you tell me once that I was a pregnant palm tree, 
or did I imagine that? If you don’t find me 
fanning you, don’t fear the feeble air, 
and sleep, my love, a blissful sleep ... 

2 

How often? 
At noon, I brandished my mirrors. I prepared 
myself for a happy feast. And my breasts, your nights’ 
baby doves, were filling with yesterday’s lust. 
I see in the marble veins the milk of licentious 

talk running and screaming at the poets: 
Write me, as Ritsos said. Where 

have you hidden yourself 

and hidden my exile from my desire? 
I do not see my image in mirrors, or the image 
of a woman from Athens running her emotional 

errands as I do here 

3 

How often? 
In the evening, I went to the cinema 
with one of my girlfriends. The ancient American Indians 
were flying in the time of war and peace 
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 .كلثمو يلثم ةّيرثألا بُهّشلاك

 ‏isle ٌتيأرف رئاط يف ُتَقَّدح
 .سوتبيلاكألا رجش يف ّيحانج نايدتري

 نم رابغلا ةاجن وجنن نحن اه
 ملحِئلف َةّيحضلا انيف ناك ْنَم .رهنلا
 1 ‏ity cone نم رثكأ نآلا

 ؟انأ مك
 تقرشأ ءليللا فصَتْنُم دعب

 انمد يف ٌسمشلا
 يبحاص اي ءَسْنَأ انأ مك

 !انأ ْنَم !انأ مك
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like antique meteors, like you and me. 
I stared at a bird and I saw your wings 
wearing my wings in eucalyptus trees. 

We are rescued here the way dust is rescued 
from the river. Whoever the victim is between us should dream 
now, more than the other 

4 

How often? 

After midnight, the sun rose 
in our blood, 

how much of me is you, my love 
how often! Who am I! 
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[V] اتانوس‎ 

Lilديعبلا ناكملا يحاوض ديحولا نامكلا ٌسَم ‏ 
ley Jas Jeزطملا ذاذر نم هتّضح ٌرهنلا ‏ 

 ديصقلا يف رباع ‏sé اديور ًاديور ونديو

 زرفسلا قيرط يف ينلمحتو ديعبلا ضر ٌلمحأف

 0 ‏his كلاصخ = ‏vis ىلع

 يحورج ُنِبِإ و ‏wo يف كلاعف نبأ انأ
 ةقلغما كنيتاسب ‏!sis اهدحو تلعشأ دقو

 ‏ee .ضيبأ ليللا مد ليسي نيمسايلا نم
 كْرْعَشو .ىعفأ ةغدل لثم ينعبتي ‏thus يفعض

dassانأ يشمأ .نوللا ةّيفيرخ حيد ‏ Aly‏ 

 مامح يجوزل ّيودب اهلاق يتلا تاملكلا رخآ ىلإ

 ذيعبلا نامزلا ٌريرح نامكلا ٌسَِج كّسِجأ
 ٌديدج ميدق ناكم ‏Cube كلوحو ىلوح تبنيو
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Sonnet V 

I touch you as a lonely violin touches the suburbs of the faraway place 

patiently the river asks for its share of the drizzle 
and, bit by bit, a tomorrow passing in poems approaches 
so I carry faraway’s land and it carries me on travel’s road 

On a mare made of your virtues, my soul weaves 
a natural sky made of your shadows, one chrysalis at a time. 

I am the son of what you do in the earth, son of my wounds 
that have lit up the pomegranate blossoms in your closed-up gardens 

Out of jasmine the night’s blood streams white. Your perfume, 
my weakness and your secret, follows me like a snakebite. And your hair 
is a tent of wind autumn in color. I walk along with speech 

to the last of the words a bedouin told a pair of doves 

I palpate you as a violin palpates the silk of the faraway time 
and around me and you sprouts the grass of an ancient place— anew 
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 انشير يف نابيرغ نارئاط

dg gab Ld Holey Slow 

Bs يرعش لئادج «ٌبيرغ.‎ M ae ىلع‎ 

jog ds SAS § i 3 d 
 مالكلا ‏vax JB igs Jb يف
 ٌةأرم | يهتشت يذلا ٍمالكلا ...طيسبلا
 ةرابعلا 5 ‏y Léls اهل ‏ju نأ

a 3 GAS HLYL يفتكأ‎ ALIS 
d Ja سمشلاو.‎ oe نيب تاشارفلا‎ 

 ‎ ee dlءالتمال ال :مونلاك كل

 ‎طشبأو .كلوحو يلوح ءاملاب ةعيبطلا

 ‎ Ye...ياهناللا قرزألا نم ًاحانج

Boley Glow 5! 
 ‏US ALS حْوَل لثم ٌةّيدامرو
 يأ يمد ربحب اهيلع ْبّتك أف .ةباتكلا
 الب نيتظفل ...ةظفل :اهُريغُي ءيش

 ‏tl] Bs .ذاجملا يف ٍِفرْسُم ٍفَدَه
 يفو ٌرْصِم ضرأ يف ٍنابيرغ ٍنارئاط
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Two Stranger Birds in Our Feathers 

My sky is ashen. Scratch my back. And undo 

slowly, you stranger, my braids. And tell me 
what's on your mind. Tell me what crossed 
Youssef’s mind. Tell me some simple 

talk ... the talk a woman always desires 
to be told. I don’t want the phrase 
complete. Gesture is enough to scatter me in the rise 
of butterflies between springheads and the sun. Tell me 
I am necessary for you like sleep, and not like nature 
filling up with water around you and me. And spread 
over me an endless blue wing ... 
My sky is ashen, 
as a blackboard is ashen, before 

writing on it. So write with my blood’s ink anything 
that changes it: an utterance ... two, without 
excessive aim at metaphor. And say we are 

two stranger birds in Egypt 
and in Syria. Say we are two stranger birds 
in our feathers. And write my name and yours 
beneath the phrase. What time is it now? What color 

are my face and yours in new mirrors? 

I own nothing for anything to resemble me. 

Did the water mistress love you more? Did she seduce you 
by the sea rock? Confess now 
that you have extended your wilderness twenty years 
to stay prisoner in her hands. And tell me of what 
you think when the sky is ashen ... 
My sky is ashen 
I resemble what no longer resembles me. 
Do you want to return to your exile night 

in a mermaid’s hair? Or do you want to return 
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to your home figs. For no honey wounds a stranger 
here or there. What time is it now? 

What's the name of this place we’re in? And what’s 
the difference between my sky and your land. Tell me 
what Adam said in secret to himself. Was he emancipated 
when he remembered. Tell me anything that changes the sky’s 
ashen color. Tell me some simple 
talk, the talk a woman desires 

to be told every now and then. Say 
that two people, like you and me, 
can carry all this resemblance between fog 
and mirage, then safely return. My sky 
is ashen, so what do you think of when the sky 
is ashen? 
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I Waited for No One 

I'll know, no matter how often you go with the wind, how 

to bring you back. I’ll know from where your faraway comes. 
So go as memories go to their endless 

wells, you won't find a Sumerian woman carrying an urn 
of echo waiting for you. 

As for me, I’ll know how to bring you back 
so go led by the flutes of ancient sea peoples 
and by salt caravans in their endless march. And go 
while your anthem slips away from me and you and from my time, 
and search for a new horse that makes its free rhythm 
dance. You won't find the impossible, as it was 
the day I found you, the day my passion birthed you, 

waiting for you, 
as for me, I’ll know how to bring you back. 

And go with the river from one fate 
to another, the wind is ready to uproot you 
from my moon, and the last words on my trees 
are ready to fall on Trocadero square. And look 

behind you to find the dream, go 
to any east or west that exiles you more, 
and keeps me one step farther from my bed 
and from one of my sad skies. The end 
is beginning’s sister, go and you'll find what you left 
here, waiting for you. 

I did not wait for you, I waited for no one. 
I should have combed my hair 
slowly in the manner of lonely women 
in their nights, pondered my needs, broken 
a bottle of perfume over the marble, and prevented 
myself from attention to herself 

in winter, as if I were telling her: Warm me up 
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my woman and I'll warm you up, take care of your hands, 
for what's their concern with heaven's descent 
to earth or earth’s journey to heaven, 
take care of your hands so that they carry you: “Your hands 
are your masters” as Eluard said ... So go 
I want you or I don’t want you 

I did not wait for you, I waited for no one. 
I should have poured some wine 
in two broken glasses, and prevented myself 

from attention to herself while waiting for you! 
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Drought 

This is a difficult year 

autumn promised us nothing 
we waited for no messengers 
and the drought remains the same: a tortured land 
and a gilded sky, 
so let my body be my temple 

... but you must arrive to my soul’s bread 
to know yourself. There is no limit to me. 
If I want: 
I widen my field with a grain of wheat 
and widen this space with a turtledove, 
let my body be my country 

And the drought stares into the river, 
or looks toward the palm trees 
and misses my deep well, 
there is no limit to me with you ... 
the sky is real in autumn. 
Just imagine, if only once, you were a woman 
to see what I see. 

My body is my master 

And the drought remains the same: whenever 
the idea dries up, the choir 
of suitors prospers: water, water 
so what’s my need for prophecy? The kind 
angels are the guests of the dreamer’s cloud. 
And what’s my need for your book 
as long as what's in you ... is in me? 
My body blooms in mine 
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And the drought bids the seven emaciated years farewell 
because there must be a truce in the city, 
there must be goats that gnaw at the grass 
of Babylonian and other books, 
for the sky to become real ... 
So light up my darkness and blood with your wine 
and reside, in my body, with me! 
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Sonnet VI 

A pine tree in your right hand. A willow in your left. This 
is summer: one of your hundred gazelles has surrendered to the dew 
and slept on my shoulder, near one of your regions, and what 
if the wolf notices, and a forest burns in the distance 

Your sleepiness is stronger than fear. A wilderness of your beauty 
dozes off, and a moon out of your shadows wakes to guard its trees. 
What's the name of the place your footsteps tattooed on the ground 

a heavenly ground for the salaam of the birds, near echo? 

And stronger than the sword is your sleep between your streamlined arms, 
like two rivers, in the dreamer’s paradise, of what you do on the banks 

to yourself carried above yourself. The wolf might carry a flute 
and cry by the river: What isn’t feminized ... is in vain 

A bit of weakness in metaphor is enough for tomorrow 
for the berries to ripen on the fence, and for the sword to break beneath 

the dew 
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The Subsistence of Birds 

Along with bread, I was given your love to subsist on 
and my fate isn’t my concern 
as long as you are near 

so take this to any meaning you want 
with me, or alone 

for no home is closer than what I feel 
right here in this swift spring 
on others’ trees ... 

You were given to me as mother, father, friend 
and brother for the road, and no bird 

bears more than it can: its feathers and its longing 
and a grain of wheat necessary for song, so be 
in my sky as I am 
in your sky, or something like it, 

be, you stranger to the muwashah, mine. As I am 

yours: my water is for your water, my salt 
is for your salt, and my name upon your name is an amulet 
that might draw us near the hills of Samarkand 
in its golden age. Because you and I 
are inevitable, and others are inevitable 

for us to hear the trumpets of our previous brothers 
when they mount their horses, from either side, 

and never return. Be, stranger, another stranger's 
salaam in the truce of the weary 
and be her daydream, whenever 
a moon suffers her on its way back from Jericho, the way 
goddesses return after the wars to the dreamers 

since every there is here. And I 
don’t love coming back to my star 
now that my wisdom is older, so bring 
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the faraway to my tent as a ladder 
we can climb on higher like two branches of a birch tree 
on others’ walls (and we'll become others tomorrow). 

For no home is closer than what I feel right here 
while I’m pregnant with this swift spring. 
Along with bread I gave sustenance to your love 
and my fate isn’t my concern 
as long as you are near 
and I wish I never loved you 
I wish I never loved you! 
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Maybe, Because Winter Is Late 

1 

Less than the night beneath the rain 
is a pentad’s longing 
for its awaited past, 

but more than what a hand says to a hand 
in the hurry of travel’s draft 

2 

Northerly is the wind 
so let the sentimentalists, kin of wounded talk, write 

other letters to nature’s beyond 
as for me 
I'll throw myself to the wind ... / 

3 

You have no night, when you saunter 
toward the night alone. You are here 
breaking time with your look. You 
are still here in place after me and you 

neither you wait, nor anyone waits 

4 

Perhaps my imagination is more lucid than my reality 
and the winds are northerly. I won't love you more 
if you are not with me 
here, now between two icons 

and a guitar that has opened its wound to the moon 
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5 

Christ and I are as we've been: 
he dies and lives, Mary within him 
and J live, and I dream again that I dream 
but my dream is quick like a telegraph 
reminding me of the brotherhood between earth and sky ... / 

6 

Unintentionally, 

pebbles become language or echo 
and emotions are within every hand’s reach. 

Maybe this longing is our way of surviving 
and the smell of grass after rain 

7 

Without purpose, the sky placed us 
on earth as two harmonious intimates with two different names, 

so that my name would not adorn your gold ring 
nor would your name ring 
as a rhyme in the book of myth ... / 

8 

The likes of us don’t die, not even once, 

from being in love with the nimble modern song 
and they don’t stand alone on the sidewalk 
because trains are more numerous than words 

and we can always reconsider 
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9 

And the likes of us return only 
to approve of their footsteps 
on their dreamland, 

or to apologize to childhood about a wisdom 
they reached at the edge of the well ... / 

10 

I have in me what’s in you of night’s craving. 
A man screams in his sleep: “I am my woman!” 

And a woman screams: “I am my man.” 

Which one of us are you? You? We become narrow 
narrow, and the descent widens ... / 

11 

I embrace you, until I return to my void 
as an eternal visitor. No life and no 

death in what I sense 
as a bird passing beyond nature 

when I embrace you ... / 

12 

What will we do with love? you said 
while we were packing our suitcases 
do we take it with us, or hang it in the closet? 
I said: Let it go wherever it wants 
it has already outgrown our collar and spread 
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15 

Our fragility is the pearl of losers. 
The likes of us never visit their present 
and don’t want a country 
on the road to the wind, where we were born 

in two thrusts: your beauty and 1... / 

14 

Near my life you sprouted as one 
of Caesar’s gardens. How often have the mighty left 
trees for us. How often have I picked lilies 
secretly off your fence. How often were you 
a meaning and its image at treetops 

15 

I embrace you, dark white, until vanishing 
I scatter your night. Then I gather you whole ... 
Nothing in you is more or less than 
my body. You are your mother and her daughter 
you are born as you ask of god ... / 

16 

What will we do with yesterday? you said 
while we were heaping the fog upon our tomorrow 
and the modern arts were throwing the faraway into 
the trash canister. Yesterday will follow us, 
I said, as the nahawand follows the string 
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17 

On the bridge, near your life, I lived 
as a guitar player lived near his star. 
Sing for me, she said, a hundred of your love songs 
and you will enter my life! So he sang ninety- 
nine songs about love, then killed himself 

18 

Time passes through us, or we pass through it 
as guests to god’s wheat. 
In a previous present, a subsequent present, 
just like that, we are in need of myth 

to bear the burden of the distance between two doors ... / 

19 

A generous exile on the edge of the earth. 

Had you not been there the strangers would not have 
built their castles nor would Sufism have spread, 
had you not been here I would have been satisfied 

with what the river would do with me ... and with the face of stone 

20 

And it is enough, to know my faraway self, that 
you return to me the poem’s lightning when I split 

into two within your body 
I am yours as your hand is yours 
so what’s my need for my tomorrow 
after this journey? 
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Who Am I, Without Exile? 

A stranger on the riverbank, like the river ... water 
binds me to your name. Nothing brings me back from my faraway 
to my palm tree: not peace and not war. Nothing 
makes me enter the gospels. Not 

a thing ... nothing sparkles from the shore of ebb 
and flow between the Euphrates and the Nile. Nothing 
makes me descend from the pharaoh’s boats. Nothing 
carries me or makes me carry an idea: not longing 
and not promise. What will I do? What 

will I do without exile, and a long night 
that stares at the water? 

Water 

binds me 
to your name ... 
Nothing takes me from the butterflies of my dreams 
to my reality: not dust and not fire. What 
will I do without roses from Samarkand? What 
will I do in a theater that burnishes the singers with its lunar 
stones? Our weight has become light like our houses 
in the faraway winds. We have become two friends of the strange 
creatures in the clouds ... and we are now loosened 
from the gravity of identity’s land. What will we do ... what 
will we do without exile, and a long night 
that stares at the water? 

Water 

binds me 
to your name... | 
There’s nothing left of me but you, and nothing left of you 
but me, the stranger massaging his stranger’s thigh: O 
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stranger! what will we do with what is left to us 
of calm ... and of a snooze between two myths? 
And nothing carries us: not the road and not the house. 
Was this road always like this, from the start, 

or did our dreams find a mare on the hill 
among the Mongol horses and exchange us for it? 
And what will we do? 
What 
will we do 
without 
exile? 
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Jameel Bouthaina and I 

We grew older, Jameel Bouthaina and I, each 
alone, in two separate eras ... 
It is time that does what sun 

and wind do: it polishes us then kills us whenever 

the mind bears the heart’s passion, or 
whenever the heart reaches its wisdom 

Jameel! does she grow old, like you, like me, 

Bouthaina? 

She grows old, my friend, outside the heart 
in others’ eyes. But inside me 
the gazelle bathes in the spring that pours out of her being 

Is that her, or is that her image? 

That’s her, my friend. Her flesh, her blood, 

and her name. Timeless. She might stop me 
tomorrow on her road to her yesterday 

Did she love you, Jameel? Or did she like being a metaphor 
in your songs, a pearl ... whenever she stared 
into your nights and welled up, she rose easterly as a moon 
with a heart of stone? 

It’s love, my friend, our chosen death 
one passerby marrying the absolute in another ... 
No end for me, no beginning for me. No 
Bouthaina for me or me for Bouthaina. This 

is love, my friend. I wish I were 
twenty doors younger than myself 
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for the air to be light on me, and for her side-profile 
at night to be clearer than a mole 
above her navel ... 

Did you seduce her, Jameel, contrary to what 
the narrators have said about you, and did she seduce you? 

I married her. And we shook the heavens and they streamed 
milk on our bread. Whenever I came to her my body 
bloomed flower by flower, and my tomorrow spilled 
its wine drop by drop into her jugs 

Were you created for her, Jameel, 

and will you remain for her? 

I was ordered and tutored. I have no concern 
for my spilled presence like water on her grape 
skin. And no concern for the immortality 

that will follow us like shepherd dogs. 
I am only as Bouthaina created me 

Would you explain love to me, Jameel, 

to remember it one idea at a time? 

People who know love best are the most perplexed, 

you must burn, not to know yourself, but 
to illuminate Bouthaina’s night ... 

Higher than the night, Jameel flew 
and broke his crutches. And leaned into my ear 
and whispered: If you see Bouthaina in another 
woman, make of death, my friend, 

a friend. And shimmer over there, in Bouthaina’s 

name, like the nun in rhyme! 
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A Mask ... for Majnoon Laila 

I found a mask, so I liked that 

I can become my other. I was less 

than thirty years old, thinking the boundaries 
of existence were words. And I was 
sick with Laila like any other young man 
when salt beams in his blood. When she wasn’t 
present as body she was the soul’s image 
in everything. Drawing me closer 

to the orbits of planets. Distancing me from life 
on earth. She is neither death 
nor is she Laila. “I am you, Laila, 
there must be a blue void for the endless 
embrace.” The river doctored me 
when I threw myself to the river as suicide, 
but a passerby brought me back, so I asked: 
Why do you give me back the air and prolong 
my death? He said: To know 
yourself better ... Who are you? 
I said: I am Qyss Laila, and you? 
He said: I am her husband 

And we walked together in Granada’s alleys 
remembering our days in the Gulf ... painlessly 
remembering our days in the faraway Gulf 

Iam Qyss Laila 
a stranger to my name and to my time 
I do not shake absence like a palm tree trunk 
to push away loss, or to bring back 
the air on the ground of Najd. But I— 
and the faraway is as it has been on my shoulder— 
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am Laila’s voice to her heart 
so let there be a wilderness for the gazelle 
other than my path to her unknown. 
Shall I diminish her desert or expand my night 
for two stars on her path to unite us? 
I only see on my road to her love 

a yesterday amusing with my ancient poetry 
the sleepiness of caravans in her night, and lighting 
the Silk Road with my ancient wound. 
Perhaps commerce also has a need 
for what I’m in. I am of those 
who die when they love. Nothing 
is further than my name from the Jahili’s ode 
and nothing is further than my language from the prince 
of Damascus. I am the first of losers. I am 
the last of dreamers and faraway’s slave. I am 
a being who never was. And I am an idea for the poem 
without land or body 

without father or son 

Iam Qyss Laila, I am 

and I am ... no one! 
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 ارطوس اماك نم سرد

 دروزاللاب عّضرملا بارشلا سأكب
 ءاهرظتنا

 اينولوكلا رْهّزو ءاسملا لوح ءاملا ةكرب ىلع
 ءاهرظتنا
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 : ءاهرظتنا
 عيدبلا عيفرلا ريمألا ٍقْوَذِب
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 ءاهرظتناو
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A Lesson from Kama Sutra 

With the drinking glass studded with lapis 
wait for her, 

by the pool around the evening and the rose perfume 
wait for her, 

with the patience of the horse prepared for mountain descent 
wait for her, 

with the manners of the refined and marvelous prince 
wait for her, 

with seven pillows stuffed with light clouds 
wait for her, 

with burning womanly incense filling up the place 
wait for her, 

with the sandalwood male scent around the backs of horses 
wait for her, 

and don’t hurry, so if she arrives late 
wait for her, 

and if she arrives early 
wait for her, 

and don’t startle the birds in her braids 
and wait for her, 

so that she sits comfortably in her beauty’s summit in the garden 
and wait for her, 

so she may breathe this strange air upon her heart 

and wait for her, 

so that she lifts her dress off her calf cloud by cloud 
and wait for her, 

take her to a balcony to see a moon drowning in milk 

and wait for her, 

offer her water, before wine, and don’t 

look at twin partridges sleeping on her chest 

and wait for her, 
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losis Lads Lge Ute juss 

 ماخرلا قوف ّسأكلا ٌعَضَت
“gal اهنع‎ teed ats 

 ءاهرظتناو
 يان ُتَّدحتي امك اهيلإ ْثَّدحت
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 امكل َّغ دعُي ام ىلع نادهاش امكنأك
 : هن اقطع

lab ee WL اهل عملو‎ 
 ‎اهرظتناو

 ‏Ul ES َلوقي نأ ىلإ
 دوجولا يف امكريغ َقْبَي م

doiksىهَتْشُملا كتوم ىلإ ءقفرب ‏ 
 ...!اهرظتناو
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slowly touch her hand 
when she places the glass on the marble 
as if you were carrying dew for her 
and wait for her, 

talk to her as a flute talks 
to a frightened violin string 
as if you two were witnesses to what tomorrow prepares for you 
and wait for her 
brighten her night ring by ring 
and wait for her 
until the night says to you: 

You are the only two left in the universe 
so take her, gently, to your desired death 
and wait for her! ... 
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 هو 2
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The Damascene Collar of the Dove 

A 

In Damascus, 

the doves fly 
behind the silk fence 

two... 

by two ... 

B 

In Damascus: 

I see all of my language 
written with a woman’s needle 

on a grain of wheat, 
refined by the partridge of the Mesopotamian rivers 

0 

In Damascus: 

the names of the Arabian horses have been embroidered, 

since Jahili times 

and through judgment day, 
or after, 

... with gold threads 

D 

In Damascus: 

the sky walks 
barefoot on the old roads, 

barefoot 
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 ءارّعُشلا ٌةجاح امف

 يخولا ىلإ
 نزولاو

 ؟ةّيفاقلاو

 ًافقاو هّلظ ىلع

 دبألا ريرس يف ةّنْذْنِم لثم

O95 9ِدلَب ىلإ ‏ 
 ... ذحأ وأ

 .ح
 :قشمد يف

 عِراَضُملا لْعف ٌلِصاَوُي

 نيقثاو انِدَغ ىلإ يشمن
yaad! gaانما ‏ 

 ُةَّيدبألاو نحن
Sieًدَّلَملا اذه ‏! 

 .خ

 تاراوحلا ٌروُدَت

meدوُعلاو ةَجْنَمَكلا ‏ 

sso lbw 55‏ 
 :تاياهنلا لوحو

 ًاقرام ًاقشاع ْتَّلَتَق ْنَم

roan Se GL‏ 
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so what’s the poet’s use 
of revelation 

and meter 

and rhyme? 

E 

In Damascus: 

the stranger sleeps 
on his shadow standing 

like a minaret in eternity’s bed 
not longing for a land 

or anyone ... 

F 

In Damascus: 

the present tense continues 
its Umayyad chores: 

we walk to our tomorrow certain 
of the sun in our yesterday. 

Eternity and we 
inhabit this place! 

G 

In Damascus: 

the dialogue goes on 
between the violin and the oud 

about the question of existence 
and about the endings: 

whenever a woman kills a passing lover 
she attains the Lotus Tree of Heaven! 
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 ‏ods‘ مي
 .هلصأ ىلإ ُمالكلا ُدوَُي
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 ٌلازغ ماني
 ةأرما بناج ىلإ

 ىدنلا ريرس يف

(bid,ىَدَرَت هب ‏! 
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H 

In Damascus: 

Youssef tears up, 
with the flute, 

his ribs 

not for a reason, 

other than that 

his heart isn’t with him 

I 

In Damascus: 

speech returns to its origin, 
water: 

poetry isn’t poetry 

and prose isn’t prose 

and you say: I won't leave you 
so take me to you 

and take me with you! 

J 

In Damascus: 

a gazelle sleeps 
beside a woman 

in a bed of dew 

then the woman takes off her dress 

and covers Barada with it! 

K 

In Damascus: 

a bird picks 
at what is left of wheat 

in my palm 
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 رْيَمْأْوَت اعم ٌُريطن

 كرتشملا اًنيضام ءىجْزنو
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and leaves for me a single grain 
to show me my tomorrow 

tomorrow! 

L 

In Damascus: 

the jasmine dallies with me: 
Don’t go far 

and follow my tracks. 
But the garden becomes jealous: 

Don’t come near 

the blood of night in my moon 

M 

In Damascus: 

I keep my lighthearted dream company 
and laughing on the almond blossom: 

Be realistic 

that I may blossom again 
around her name’s water 

and be realistic 
that I may pass in her dream! 

N 

In Damascus: 

I introduce myself 
to itself: 

Right here, beneath two almond eyes 
we fly together as twins 

and postpone our mutual past 
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0 

In Damascus: 

speech softens 

and I hear the sound of blood 

in the marble veins: 

Snatch me away from my son 
(she, the prisoner, says to me) 

or petrify with me! 

Pe 

In Damascus: 

I count my ribs 
and return my heart to its trot 

perhaps the one who granted me entry 
to her shadow 

has killed me, 

and I didn’t notice ... 

Q 

In Damascus: 

the stranger gives her howdah back 
to the caravan: 

I won't return to my tent 

I won't hang my guitar, 
after this evening, 

on the family’s fig tree ... 

R 

In Damascus: 

poems become diaphanous 
they’re neither sensual 
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nor intellectual 

they are what echo says 
to echo ... 

5 

In Damascus: 

the cloud dries up by afternoon, 
then digs a well 

for the summer of lovers in Qasyoon Valley, 
and the flute completes its habit 

of longing to what is present in it, 

then cries in vain 

T 

In Damascus: 

I write in a woman’s journal: 
All that’s in you 

of narcissus 
desires you 

and no fence, around you, protects you 
from your night’s excess allure 

0 

In Damascus: 

I see how the Damascus night diminishes 
slowly, slowly 

and how our goddesses increase 

by one! 
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 :هرس يف رفاسملا ينغي
 ماشلا نم ةوعأ ال

 ايح

 ًاتيم الو

 ًاباحس لب
 ةشارفلا ءبع ل

 ةدراشلا يحور نع
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The.Stranger’s Bed 7 

327 

In Damascus: 

the traveler sings to himself: 
I return from Syria 

neither alive 
nor dead 

but as clouds 

that ease the butterfly’s burden 
from my fugitive soul 
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 بورغلا َمامأ ءلالتلا تاردحْنُم دنع ءانه

Bg)! Lagi‏ 
 ءلظلا ةعوطقم َنيتاسب َبْرُق

Jandy Le indiءءانجسلا ‏ 
 :لّمعلا نع نولطاعلا ٌلعفي امو
 غو

 .لمألا يبرن

 هوس

oll dal Ye Sb 
 .ءاكذ َّلَكَأ انرص

Gloss LYرصنلا ةعاس § ‏: 

 ةّيعقدملاب ءيلألتملا انليل يف َلْيَل ال
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 ّرونلا انل نولعُشُي انؤادعأو
4,89! Slo 3 

cp 

iaادحأ رظتنن ¢ «بويأ» راعشأ دعب ‏... 

 «انأ» ال ءانه

 ‏Male «ةدآ» ركذتي انه

 انءادعأ مّلَعُت نأ ىلإ راصحلا اذه ٌدتميس
 .يلهاجلا انرعش نم جذامن

 ىحشلا يف ةيصاصر ةامسلا
 ٌبولقلا امأو .يلايللا يف ٌةّيلاقترب
 جايسلا درو لثم ٌةّيدايح تّلظف
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Here, by the downslope of hills, facing the sunset 
and time’s muzzle, 

near gardens with severed shadows, 
we do what the prisoners do, 
and what the unemployed do: 
we nurture hope 

A country on the verge of dawn, 
we have become less intelligent, 
because we stare into victory’s hour: 
no night in our artillery-glistened night 
our enemies are sleepless, 

and our enemies ignite the light for us 
in the blackness of shelters 

Here, after Job’s poems we waited for no one ... 

Here, no “I” 

here “Adam’” recalls his clay 

This siege will extend until we teach our enemies 

paradigms of our Jahili poetry 

The sky is leaden at twilight 
orange at night. As for the hearts 

they’ve remained neutral like fence flowers 
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 ٌتقولا يه ٌةايحلا نوكت ءراصحلا يف

 اهلّوأ ركذت نيب

 .ةايحلأ

 ءاهلماكب ٌةايحلا
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 ًةرجاهم ًامويغو
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 ٌةايحلا اهيلإ ٌديعُت فيك
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ie Gi Ui je 
 ...يدي يف يدغو

Glo Wd os ءُلُخدَأ فوس‎ 
gut oie isl 

jussدروزآللا نم ًافورح يمسال ‏... 

Cull 253 he GEM تاعفترُم دنع انه‎ 

Bg C85 Y 
 :هّللا ىلإ ّنودعاصلا ٌلَعفي ام ُلَعفن

eI gait 

MAHMOUD DARWISH 122 



In siege, life becomes the time 
between remembering life’s beginning 
and forgetting its end ... 

Life. 
Life in its entirety, 
life with its shortcomings, 
hosts neighboring stars 
that are timeless ... 
and immigrant clouds 
that are placeless. 
And life here 
wonders: 
How do we bring it back to life! 

On the brink of death he says: 
I have no foothold in me left to lose, 

I am free near my freedom 
and my tomorrow is in my hand ... 
I will enter, in a little while, my life 

and become born free and parentless, 

and choose for my name letters of lapis ... 

Here, by upslopes of smoke, on the house steps 

there is no time for time, 

we do what ascenders to Allah do: 

forget pain | 
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 ملآلا

 ليسغلا َلَبَح تيبلا ةذيس قلعت ال نأ وه
Gloْمَلَعلا اذه ةفاظنب يفتكت نأو ‏ 

A 

Guo Yانه ءيشل ٌيريموه ‏. 

 اهجاتحن نيح انباوبأ ٌقرطت ٌريطاسألاف
 ...ءيشل يريموه ٌىدصال

 ةمئان ةلود نع ُبّقَتُي ٌلارنج انه
 ةمداقلا ًةداورط ضاقنأ تحت

 هو

 دوجولا نيب ٌةفاسملا ٌدونجلا سيقي
 مدعلا نيبو

 ...ةبابد راظنمب

 هو

 انداسجأ َنيِب ام ًةفاسملا سيقن

 ةسداسلا ةّساحلاب ...ةفيذقلاو

OW 

 ‏doles! SLE قاع: نؤفقآولا:اهنأ
 ةّيبرعلا ٌةوهقلا انعم اوبرشإو

 [انلثم َرَشَب مكْنأب َنورَعْشَت ْدَق]
 «تويبلا ‏GLEE ىلع نوفقاولا اهُّيأ
 ءانتاحابص' نم اوجرخا

UST ىلإ‎ Stabs 

OW 
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Pain 

is: that a housewife doesn’t hang up her clothesline 
in the morning, and that she’s satisfied with this flag’s cleanliness 

No Homeric echo to a thing here. 
Myths knock on our doors when we need them 
no Homeric echo to a thing ... 
Here a general excavates for a country sleeping 
beneath the rubble of the upcoming Troy 

The soldiers measure the distance between being 
and nonbeing 
with a tank’s scope ... 

We measure the distance between our bodies 

and mortar shells ... with the sixth sense 

You standing at the doorsteps, enter 

and drink Arabic coffee with us 
(you might sense you’re human like us) 
you standing at the doorsteps of houses, 
get out of our mornings, 
we need reassurance that we 
are human like you! 
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 ‏gle GNI BS Le Gall ةّمق ىلع

 ؟ةرباعلا ةظحللا هذه يفو

 ةرطاخلا ينعجوتف

 .ةركاذلا شعتنتو
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We find time for entertainment: 
we throw dice or flip through our papers 
for news of yesterday's wounded, 
and read the horoscope column: In the year 
two thousand and two the camera smiles 
for those born in the sign of siege 

OW 

Whenever yesterday arrives, I tell it: 

Our appointment is not today, so go away 

and come back tomorrow! 

A satirist said to me: 
Had I known the ending, from the start, 
I would have had no work left in language 

Every death, 
even if anticipated, 
is a first death 
so how can I see 
a moon 
sleeping beneath each stone? 

I think, to no avail: 

What would another like me think, there 

on the hilltop, three thousand years ago, 

of this fleeting moment? 
Then the notion pains me 

and the memory revives 
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 «ٌتامامحلا ٌريطت ٌتارئاطلا ىفتخت امدنع
algal Ai Leaks ae slag 

 ‎ةّيكلمو ءاهبلا ٌديعتست .ةرح ةحنجأب
 ‎ٌريطت ىلعأو ىلعأ .وُهَللاو وجلا
 ‎ءامسلا كبل .ءاضيب ءاضن :تافايخلا

[gales gy ple dey J Uli] Lago 

 ٌقربلاو «ٌةريصبلا ءضيمولا

 اذه ناك نإ فرعأس ليلق اّمع

 نوميمحلا ءاقدصألا ٌفرعي وأ

 ‏ya ةديصقلا نأ
 ...اهرعاشب ثدوأو

aS 

 ‏AS add Y [:دقان ىلإ]
dial,رويطلا خاخفب وأ ياشلا ‏! 

 «يمالك مانملا يف ينرضاحي

 ًاثحاب ينكرتي مث ينُبتْكيَو

 ُنذآم :دونجلا فلخ وّرَسلا ْرَجَش

 جايس فلخو .رادحنالا نم ءامسلا يمحت

 - ةباّبد ةسارح تحت ‏ نولوبي ٌدونج ديدحلا
 : ةّيبهذلا هتهزن ُلمكُي ‏is sou راهنلاو

 ةسينكلاك عساو عراش يف
 ...دحألا ةالص دعب
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When the fighter planes disappear, the doves fly 
white, white. Washing the sky’s cheek 
with free wings, reclaiming splendor and sovereignty 

of air and play. Higher and higher 
the doves fly, white white. I wish the sky 
were real (a man passing between two bombs told me) 

Flash, perception, and lightning 
are under simile’s consideration ... 

In a little while I’ll know if this is 

revelation ... 

or the intimate friends will know 

the poem had passed, 
and perished its poet ... 

(To a critic:) Do not interpret my words 

with a teaspoon or a bird snare! 

My speech besieges me in sleep, 
my speech that I have not yet said, 
it writes me then leaves me searching 
for the remnants of my sleep ... 

The cypress trees, behind the soldiers, are minarets 

that protect the sky against declivity. And behind the iron 
fence the soldiers are urinating — under a tank’s guard — 
and the autumn day completes its golden stroll 
in a street spacious like church 

after Sunday prayer ... 

A State of Siege 129 



oil Gal Ye dsb 

 فلتخن نل

La Gamay sil Des ie 

| Basa 
 َبْشَعلا انل نوشرفي
 !فلتأن يك

QW 

Goodًادغ ًةايحلا ‏ 
 ةايحلا ٌبحن فوس ُدَعلا:لضي امدنع
 ةركام ٌةيداع «يه امك

EL of 45a) 
 .ةرخآ الو اهيف ةمايق ال

 حَرف نم دُب ال ناك نإو

 !ةرصاخلاو بلقلا ىلع ًافيفخ

Gall vsُنرمتملا ُنِمْؤُملا ‏. 
care Pane 

 هوس

 ةيحضلا هجو َتْلَمْأت ول [:لتاق ىلإ]
 ةقرُع يف َكمُأ َتْرْكذت َتْنُك َتْرُكفو
 ةيقدنبلا ةمكح نم َترّرحت َتْنُك ءزاغلا
 !ةّيوُهلا ٌداَعَتِسُت اذكه ام :َكْيَأَر َترّيغو

Qa 
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A country on the verge of dawn, 
we won't disagree 
on the martyrs’ share of the land, 
they are equals here 
furnishing us with grass 
so that we'd get along! 

OW 

We love life tomorrow 

when tomorrow arrives we will love life 
as it is, ordinarily shrewd 
gray or colored, 
no resurrection in it or end. 

And if there must be a joy 
let it be 
light on the heart and hip! 
For no faithful veteran is stung 
from a joy ... twice! 

aنع ‏ 

(To a killer:) If you’d contemplated the victim’s face 
and thought, you would have remembered your mother in the gas 
chamber, you would have liberated yourself from the rifle’s wisdom 
and changed your mind: this isn’t how identity is reclaimed! 

(To another killer:) Had you left the fetus 
for thirty days, the possibilities would have changed: 
the occupation might end and that suckling 
would not remember the time of siege, 

and he’d grow up a healthy child, become a young man 
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 َكَتاَنَب ىدحإ َعَم دحاو دهعم يف ُسْرْدَيو
 ميدقلا ايسآ خيرات

 مارغلا كابش يف ًاعم ِناَعَقَي دقو

 [ةدالولاب ٌةّيدوهي ُنوكتو] ‏dus) Glad دقو
 ؟اذإ ٌتلعف اذام
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 ؟ةميتي تراص ٌةديفحلاو

 ةدراشلا َكترسأب َتْلَعَف ذامف

 ؟ةدحاولا ةقلطلاب مئامح ٌتالث ٌتبصأ فيكو

 ةيفاقلا هذه نكت ¢

 مغنلا طبضل ال ةَيرورض
 منألا داصتقال الو
 ةدئاز اهنإ

bssٌةدئاملا ىلع ‏ 

Qa 

 ضايبلا ‏dS Alb .مالظ ٌبابضلا

 ةدعاولا ٌةأرملاو ةلاقتربلا ُهرّشَقُت

 .ةلامثلا ىتح نوديحو نحن ءنوديحو

 238 ٍسْوَق ُتارايز الول

5-89 

 ىلإ ءيسُت له ؟دحأ ىلإ ءيسُن له
allءديعب نم ولو ءانبصأ ول ‏ 

dy ols؟حرَفلا ذاذرب ‏ 

MAHMOUD DARWISH 132 



and study in the same institution with one of your daughters 
the ancient history of Asia 
and they might fall together in passion’s net 
and beget a girl (and she'd be Jewish by birth) 
so what have you done then? 
Now your daughter has become a widow 
and your granddaughter an orphan? 
What have you done to your fugitive family 
and how did you strike three doves with one shot? 

This rhyme was not 
necessary, not for melody 
or for the economy of pain 
it is additional 
like flies at the dining table 

The fog is darkness, thick white darkness 
peeled by an orange and a promising woman 

Alone, we are alone to the dregs, 

had it not been for the visits of the rainbow 

Do we harm anyone? Do we harm any 
country, if we were struck, even if from a distance, 

just once, with the drizzle of joy? 
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 راظتنالا وه راصحلا
 ‏ddole!! £55 ils els ىلع ٌراظتنالا وه

OW 

 ىدملا اذه فلخ ٌةوخأ انل

 انيلإ نورظني ءاننوبحُي ءنوبّيط ٌةوخأ
 :مهرس يف نولوقي ْمُت «نوكبيو
 «...ينلع انه راصحلا اذه تيل»

 انوكرتت ال» :ةرابعلا نوُلمُكُي الو
 «انوكرتت ال ..نيديحو

SLAىرسكب نيعتست ال ‏ 
 ,ةفالخلاب ًاعّمط ِرَصْيَق الو

 ةلئاعلا قَّبط ىلع ىروُش مكخلاف
 ةثادحلاب ْثّبجعأ اهثكلو
 تلا

 ٌةلفاقلا َلِبِإ ةرئاطب
 ال امس

a 

He 3 gel. 
 ‎.نيمئانلا ظقوأ يل ال

 ‎نكلو (‎ i giيتخرص

 ‎!نيجسلا يلايخ نم

a 

 نيذلا ءارعشلا رخآ انأ

 :مهءادعأ ُقرَوُي ام مُهُقَرؤي

 ٌةَقّيِص ضرألا تناك امر
cull le‏ 

 ةهلآلاو
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Siege is the waiting 

the waiting on a ladder leaning amid the storm 

We have brothers behind this expanse 
kind brothers, who love us, look at us 

and cry, then say to themselves in secret: 

“We wish this siege were public ...” 
But they don’t finish the phrase: “Do not leave us 
alone ... do not leave us” 

The tribes ask, in their greed 
over khilafah, neither Khosrau nor Caesar for help, 
because rule is through council at the family plate. 
Yet modernity awed them 
and so they exchanged 
the camels of the caravan for a plane 

I will scream in my solitude, 
not to wake up the sleeping. 
But for my scream to wake me 
from my imprisoned imagination! 

Iam the last of the poets who 
are insomniac by what makes their enemies insomniac: 

perhaps the earth is too narrow 

for people, 
and for the gods _ 
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leo Palo! US Rood die 
 ‎ُباتكلا ناكل اياطخلا الول .ءادوس

 ‎ Gl pull Vo) jsf Gohتناكل

 ‎ Bsناكو ءىوقأ لمرلا ىلع ءايبنألا
 ‎َرَصَقَأ هللا ىلإ قيرطلا
 ...ةيلزألا اهلامعأ ُةّيدبألا لمت

LT LIول :ٌلظلل سمهأسف ‏ 
 ًاماحز ّلقأ ناكملا اذه خيرات ناك

 يف سيراضتلل انحئادم تناكل

 !ًرثكأ ...روحلا رَجَش

 هوس

 ةينامت ىتح نّيّديهش نم :انرئاَسَخ
es: dS 

 ىَحْرَج ٌةرشعو

 ًاتيب نورشعو
ign} Squads 

 يذلا ٌيوينبلا للَخلل ةفاضإلاب
 ةصقانلا ةحوللاو ًةيحرسملا ٌةديصقلا ٌبيصيس

 ‏MW ,رارجلا يف اننازحأ ُنْزَخُت
 ...راصحلاب اولفتحيف ٌدونجلا اهاري

 «ىرخأ مساومل اهُنْرَخُت
 .ىركذل

 .قيرطلا يف انئجافي ءيشل

 ٌةّيعيبط ٌةايحلا ٌريصت نيحف
 ةيصخش ءايشأل نيرخآلاك نزحن فوس

WLSىربك ُنيِواَتَع ‏. 
 .انيف ةريغصلا حورجلا فيزنل ُهبَتْنَت ملف
 ‏!ISL ىَقْشَي نيح ًادغ

 ةّيبناجلا هضارعأب سحُن

156 MAHMOUD DARWISH 



Here, histories gather in us red, 

black. If it weren't for the sins the holy book would’ve been 
smaller. If it weren't for the mirage 
the prophets’ footsteps on the sand would’ve been stronger, and 
the road to god shorter 
so let endlessness complete its infinite chores ... 
As for me, I’ll whisper to the shadow: If 
the history of this place were less crowded 
our eulogies to the topography of 

poplar trees ... would’ve been more! 

Our losses: from two martyrs to eight 
every day, 
and ten wounded 
and twenty homes 
and fifty olive trees, 
in addition to the structural defect 
that will afflict the poem and the play and the incomplete painting 

We store our sorrows in our jars, lest 

the soldiers see them and celebrate the siege ... 

We store them for other seasons, 

for a memory, 
for something that might surprise us on the road. 
But when life becomes normal 
we'll grieve like others over personal matters 
that bigger headlines had kept hidden, 
when we didn’t notice the hemorrhage of small wounds in us. 

Tomorrow when the place heals 

we'll feel its side effects 
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 ىفنم ليدنقب ءاَضُما قيرطلا يف
 :ثاهجلا ّبَهَم يف ٌةميخ ىرأ

 .حيرلا ىلع ‏gad ٌبونجلا
 هَفْوَصَت ٌبْرَع ٌقرشلاو
 .مالسلا َدْقَت نوكسي ىلتق ٌةنذه ٌبرغلاو

Lelyديعبلا لامشلا ءٌلامشلا ‏ 

 ‏dae وأ ايفارغجب سيلف
 !ةهلآلا عمجم هنإ

Ne 

 ةيواهلا ةفاح ىلع ينيرظتنا :اهل ٌلوقي
 - :ٌلوقت

 ةيواهلا انأ !َلاَعَت ...َلاَحَت 1 1

ane GbE blew Styl تلاق‎ 

 ‎ Atle uls of!ةمَدِب

QO 

 يبيبح اي ًارطَم 585 ¢ 15(
is ifs 

bebeارَجَش ْنُك ...ةّبوصخلاب ‏ 
 يبيبح اي ًارِجَش 585 م نإو

 ًارجح ْنُكف
lao ES ةبوطرلاب ًاعبْشُم...‎ 

 يبيبح اي ًارجَح نكت مل نإو
 ًارمق ْنكف
 ارمق ْنُك ...ةبيبحلا ماَنَم يف

 ةأرما تلاق اذكه]

 هتزانج يف اهنبال

J 
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On the road lit with an exile lantern 
I see a tent in leaping directions: 

the south too stubborn for the wind, 

the east a Sufi west, 

and the west a truce of the dead who stamp the coins of peace. 
As for the north, the far north 

is neither geography nor direction 
it is the assembly of the gods! 

He tells her: Wait for me by chasm’s edge 
She says: Come ... come! I am the chasm 

A woman told a cloud: Cover my lover 
because my clothes are wet with his blood! 

If you’re not a rain my love 

be a tree 
soaked with fertility ... be a tree 
and if you're not a tree my love 

be a stone 
soaked with humidity ... be a stone 
and if you’re not a stone my love 

be a moon 
in the lover's sleep ... be a moon 

(that’s what a woman said 

to her son at his funeral) 

OW 
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 ‏!Slick! EES امهم [:ليللا ىلإ]

als,نيملاحلل ...«ٌلكلل ‏ whos‏ 

 َمدو ءصقان َرَْمُك انلف :مهمالحأ
= Oz 92-3 3 

Ui S583ديهشلا هَجَو هللا مّرَك» :هنباب ‏» 

 ‏(hyde dg 2g ءليلق دعبو

OQ 

 ةبابَد أ نم فرعن [:توملا ىلإ]
nies eed 33 N3le 8585 Ede‏ 

 ,مهطاّبضَو دونجلل ٌرذتعاو .ًاتاخ ًاصقان
 رظنأ ناسورعلا ينآر دق :ًالئاق

 سورعلا ُتذعأ مث ٌتدّدرتف ءامهوحن

 !ةيكاب ...اهلهأ ىلإ

 ‏ie Cafes اذامل !يهلإ ...يهلإ
CJ} leg؟ينحَتَمت مو ..ًالفط ‏ 

 :مألا تلاق

 مد يف ايشام ُهرأ م
 ُهمَدَق ىلع َناوِجَرَألا َرأ م

 رادجلل ًادنتسم ناك

 هدي يفو
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(To the night:) No matter how much you claim equality 
“Your all is for all” ... for the dreamers and the guards 
of their dreams, we still have a missing moon, and blood 

that doesn’t change the color of your shirt O night ... 

cP 

We console a father for his son: “May god honor the martyr’s face” 
and after a while, we congratulate him on his newborn 

J 

(To death:) We know from which tank 

you came. We know what you want ... so go back 
missing one ring. And apologize to the soldiers and their officers, 
and say: The newlyweds caught me looking 
their way, so I hesitated then returned the tearful bride 
to her kin ... alone 

My lord ... my lord! why have you forsaken me 
while I’m still a child ... and you haven't tested me yet? 

The mother said: 
I did not see him walking in his blood 
I did not see the purple flower on his foot 
he was leaning against the wall 
and in his hand 
a cup of hot chamomile 
he was thinking of his tomorrow ... 
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 مل رمألا ءىداب يف :مألا تلاق
 ‏:die ee :اولاق .رمألا مهفأ
 تينغو ٌتْصَقَر مث 55555 .ليلق

 ثيح «ليللا نم ريخألا عيزهلا ىتح

 ٌلالس الإ قبت مو نورهاسلا ىضم
 ؟ناسورعلا نيأ :ٌتلءاست .يِلوَح جَسْفَتَبلا

 ناكالم ءامسلا قوف كلانه :ليق

 ُتْدَرْعَرَف .جاوزلا سوُقَط نالمكتسُي
do 2 0s, 2 eg 3% 

Casal io تينغو تصفر مث‎ 

SLES! clas 

 ‏Se رْهَش ‏rene اي ءيهتني ىتمف

 نأ ىلإ ٌراصحلا اذه ٌدتميس
 ‏poled! Joe ءٌرصاَحْلا سحُي

peal of‏ 

 رّشَبلا تافص نم ٌةفص

a - de 

 اوبعتت ملأ !ٌنورهاسلا اهيأ
 ؟انحلم يف ءوضلا ةبقارم نم

 انحرج يف درولا جَمَو نمو
 ؟نوُرهاسلا اهُيأ اوبعتت ملأ

 .انه نومئاد .انه نودعاق .انه نوفقاو

 :ٌدحاو ‏Lely Sis انلو .انه نودلاخ

 .نوكن نأ
 :ءيش ‏JS ىلع َنوُفلَتْخُم نحن هدعب نمو

aّينطولا مَلَعلا ةروص ‏ 
juncاي َتْرَتْخا ول ًاعنص ‏ 

Coll Gatطيسبلا رامحلا ّرَمَر ‏] 
gees 

 ديدجلا ديشنلا تاملك ىلع َنوُفلَتْخُمو
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The mother said: In the beginning of the matter I didn’t 
comprehend the matter. They said: He just got married 
a little while ago. So I let out my zaghareed, then danced and sang 
until the last fraction of the night, when 

the sleepless were gone and only baskets of purple flowers 
remained around me. Then I asked: Where are the newlyweds? 

Someone said: There, above the sky, two angels 
are consummating their marriage ... So I let out my zaghareed, 
then danced and sang until I was struck 
with a stroke. 
When then, my beloved, will this honeymoon end? 

This siege will extend until 
the besieger feels, like the besieged, 

that boredom 

is a human trait 

O you sleepless! have you not tired 
from watching the light in our salt? 
And from the incandescence of roses in our wounds 

have you not tired, O sleepless? 

We stand here. Sit here. Remain here. Immortal here. 

And we have only one goal: 
to be. 
Then we'll disagree over everything: 
over the design of the national flag 
(you would do well my living people 
if you choose the symbol of the simpleton donkey) 
and we'll disagree over the new anthem 
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 [مامحلا جاوز نع ٌةَينغأ َتْرتْخَأ ول ًاعنص ُنسْحْتَس]
 ءاسنلا تابجاو ىلع نوُفلَتْخَمو
 [نمألا ةزهجأ ةسائرل ٌةدّيس ٌترتخا ول ًاعنص ٌنسحُتس]
 ‏coldly ماعلاو «ةيوئملا ةّبسنلا ىلع نوفلتخم
 :ّدحاو ٌفَدَه انل .ءيش َّلك ىلع نوفلتخم

ISI 

 ْفَدَهلا رايتخال ًاعستم ُدرَفلا دجي هدعب نمو

 ًاقيمع ًاقيمع

hols:عراضملا ٌلعف ‏ 
gtd! Hest‏ 

 ...فدهلا ءارو ام يف

OW 

 :هنججس ىلإ قيرطلا يف يل لاق
+, 

 فرعأ ‏|S امدنع

 نطل حيدم نأ

 ْنَطَولا ءاجهك
Sat Bl Ste dige‏ 

dsbءرجفلا ةّبهأ ىلع ‏ 

 ٌدَعصُأو

 ‏ ءامسلا كتلطام اذإ تيت

 ْدَهنَتَت ٍةرْخَص ىلع

A 
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(you would do well if you choose a song about the marriage of doves) 
and we'll disagree over women’s duties 
(you would do well if you choose a woman to preside over security) 
we'll disagree over the percentage, the private and the public, 
we'll disagree over everything. And we have one goal: 
to be ... 

After that one finds room to choose other goals 

CDi 

Deeply, deeply 
the present tense continues 

its manual chores, 

past the goal ... 

He told me on his way to his prison: 
When I liberate myself I'll know 
that praising the land 

is like scoffing the land 
a profession like any other profession 

A country on the verge of dawn, 

awaken your horse 

and ascend lightly, 
lightly 
to surpass your dream, 
then sit—when the sky paints you— 
on a rock and sigh 
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 اذامو ‏eS! ARE» دعب نم ُنكسن
 يغبني امك تْمنأ :حابصلا يف اهل لوقأ

 ؟ءامسلا ضرأب ِتمّلَحو ؟يبناج ىلإ يمانت نأ
 كمانم نم ًةاس تْمُق له .كتاذب تمهو

 ؟بيلحلاب ٌةوهق مأ ّياشلا يعم نيبرشت له

 ‏SLB el هكاوفلا ٌريصع نيرثؤت لهو
 !ٌةبيرغ اي [؟ةرح يتيرخ لعجأ فيك]

Cua)ينوك .كريرس ريرسلا اذه .كّبيرغ ‏ 
Aly V > Hol)يدّسَِج يرثناو ‏ 

 ينيدوع !يتيرح .كئاهلب 8,25 8,05
 يك ميهافملا ءارو ام ىلإ ينيدُحخ .كيلع
 !دحاو يف نينثا حبصن

CAS dylacl aSاهدّيس حبصأ فيك :ينلمعت ‏ 
 ٌةرح يتيرح لعجأ فيك .اهدبع انأو
 ؟قرتفن نأ نود

 ياهناللا قرزألا قّلطُلا نم ٌليلق

 نامزلا اذه ةأطَو فيفختل

 ْناكم ا اذه ةأمح فيظنتو

BT Ud] Sleepy! Nie tess 
 ‎انراجشأ مّلقُت

 ‎ةتهكلاو .ءابطألا يديأب

 هيزاجملا يراصح .ٌراصحلا اذه ٌُدتميس
os 23 - ‏ 

 ‏alll 105 يسفن مّلعأ ىتح

 ٌةَتسوَس ثكب ‏ يسفن لبق ام

 ةَتسوس ثكب ‏ يسفن دعب امو

 ةنمزألا ‏CLE يف ‏Glass ُناكم لاو
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How do I carry my freedom, how does she carry me? Where 
would we live after the nuptials, and what 
would I tell her in the morning: Did you sleep as you should 
sleep beside me? Did dreaming of the sky’s land 
distress your being? Did you rise safely from your sleep? 
Would you drink with me some tea, or coffee with milk? 
Do you prefer fruit juice, or my kisses? 
(How do I make my freedom free?) O stranger! 

I am not your stranger. This bed is your bed. Be 
licentious, free, endless, and scatter my body 

flower by flower with your gasp. My freedom! make me 
accustomed to you. Take me beyond meaning 
for us to become two in one! 

How do I carry her, how does she carry me, how do I become her master 

when I am her slave. How do I make my freedom free 
without us parting? 

A little of the endless blue 
is enough 
to make the footstep of this time lighter 
and to clean up the mud of this place 

This siege will extend until 
we trim our trees 

with the hands of doctors and oracles 

This siege, my metaphorical siege, will extend 
until I teach myself the ascetics of meditation: 
before myself — an iris cried 
after myself—an iris cried 
and the place is staring at the futility of the ages 
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Je ol es, Je 

 نيتيريرحلا اهْيَمَدَق ىلع يشمتو

cle J}نيبحاص اذكه هديب ًاديو ‏ 
 ميدقلا ٌفيغرلا ِنامسَتْفَي نيميدق
 ميدقلا ذيبنلا ّسأكو

 ًاعم قيرطلا اذه َعطَقنل

 :نيَفلَتْخَم نيهاجتا يف انماَيأ بهذت مث
 در م اًمأ .ةعيبطلا َءارو ام انأ

 ‏a> سلجت نأ راتختف

 ٌةيلاع ةرخص ىلع

OW 

 ُبايغلا كنع باغ امّلُك [:ٍرعاش ىلإ]

 ةهلآلا ةلزغ يف ُتظروت
 ةهئاتلا كعوضوم «َتاذ» نكف

 ,كتاذ «عوضوم»و

 بايغلا يف ًارضاح ْنُك

 ٌكراصح رصاح [:رعشلا ىلإ]

QW 

 نم َنيهاربلا رج [:رثنلا ىلإ]

liذك قو ‏ 
 .كرابغ ‏erly .نيهاربلا

cP 

 ‏tee اريط [:رثنلاو رعشلا ىلإ]

 كرابملا عيبرلا نالمحت ةوُنوْنَس يحانجك
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The soul must dismount 

and walk on her two silken feet 
beside me, hand in hand, as two old friends 

sharing old bread 
and vintage wine 
to traverse the road together 

then our days can go in two separate directions: 
I beyond nature. As for the soul 
she sits on a high rock 

crouching 

(To a poet:) Whenever absence is your absentee 
you get mixed up in the solitude of the gods 
so be the bewildered “self” of your subject 
and the “subject” of your self, 
be present in absence 

(To poetry:) Besiege your siege 

(To prose:) Drag the evidence 

out of the scholar’s encyclopedia to a present 

that the evidence destroyed. And explain your dust 

(To poetry and prose:) Fly together 
as the wings of a swallow carry the blessed spring 
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Taw Ga pte God! ge ES 
d ليغ‎ 5 

 ‎راصخلا اذه نأ

 ...!ارتم نيرشع عجارت

dowةيرخسلل َتقولا ‏: 
 ‏Lr ال يفتاه

by ًاضيأ بابلا سَرَج الو‎ 

il oe CHa ASS 
Sign ii 6 

= 

 :ةينغألل ‏!(EB دجي

 كراظتنا ٌعيطتسأ ال ,كراظتنا يف

 يكسفيوتسود ٌةءارق عيطتسأ ال

 «سالاك اًيرام» وأ «موثلك ‏phy ىلإ عامتسالا الو

 يف ٌبراقعلا يشمت كراظتنا يف .امهريغو
 4( ىلإ ,راسيلا وحن ديلا ةعاس
 :هلواكما ال

 ْلَّرَألا ٌترظتنا «كرظتنأ ل كراظتنا يف

 مخ

 ؟ُهَتيِبحُت رهز يأ :اهل ٌلوقي
 ‏Soa ...َلُفْنرُقلا ٌبحأ :لوقتف
 «يب َنيضمت نيأ ىلإ :لوقي

Jas Ally؟دوسأ ‏ 

els & sgall 5) ىلإ :لوقت‎ 
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I wrote twenty lines about love 
and imagined 
this siege 

has withdrawn twenty meters! ... 

He finds time for sarcasm: 

My phone doesn’t ring 

and neither does the doorbell 

so how were you certain that I 
wasn’t here? 

He finds time for song: 
While I wait for you, I can’t wait for you 
I can’t read Dostoevsky 
or listen to Om Kalthoum or Maria Callas 

or anyone else. While I wait for you the hands 
in my wristwatch move to the left, to a time 
that has no place, while I wait for you 

I didn’t wait for you, I waited for eternity 

He says: What flowers do you love? 
She says: I love carnations ... black 
He says: Where are you taking me 
while the carnations are black? 
She says: To the seat of light inside me 
And she says: And farther ... farther ... farther 

 هو
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 !بْيَعلا رئاط اي بح اي [:ّبُحلا ىلإ]
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 ‏fea ءاَشَعلا ٌدعنل يخبطم ىلإ لاعت

 ,ذيبنلا ‏wes َتنأو ‏eggbl فوس

 ‏GSB clash نم َتئش ام ٌراتختو
 ْنِإ :فطاوعلا ىَضْوَقو ناكملا دايحب
 !ْقَّدَص ...نجلا نم سْنج َكَْنِإ َليق

 !قّدصف ...ازنولفنألا نم عون َكّنِإ َليق نإو

ST LS chloe Sag EW) Glos‏ 

 ءاشعلا دعبو اموُث َرْشَقُت ٌفيطل ٌفيلأ يبْرُق
 ًايدق ًايفطاع ًامليف يل ٌزاتختس

 كانه نالطبلا ادغ فيك دهشنل
 ْنيَدهاش انه
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 «وه وأ ءانأ»
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 «وه 3 انأ»
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(To Love:) O love, O bird of the unseen! 
free us from the eternal blue and the fever of absence. 
Come to my kitchen and let us prepare dinner together. 
I will cook, and you'll pour the wine, 
and choose what you like of songs that remind us 
of the neutrality of place and the mayhem of emotions: if 
it were said that you are a kind of jinn ... believe it! 
and if it were said that you are a kind of flu ... believe it! 
Stare at yourself and tear your veil. But you are now here 

near me, pleasant and domestic peeling garlic, and after dinner 
you'll choose for me a romantic movie, 
we can witness how the two heroes over there 
became two viewers 

On the morning that will follow this siege 
a girl will walk to her love 
in an ornate shirt, and ashen pants, 

transparent in spirit like apricots 

in March: Today is all ours, 
all of it, my love, don’t be too late 

lest a raven alight on my shoulder ... 
And she'll bite an apple waiting for hope 
waiting for a lover who, 
perhaps, might not arrive 

“Me, or him” 

that’s how war starts. But 

it ends in an awkward stance: 

“Me and him” 
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 ةعبرآلا اهناولأب
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“Iam she until the end” 

that’s how love begins. But 
when it ends 

it’s an awkward farewell: 

“She and I” 

I don’t love you, I don’t hate you 

the detainee told the interrogator: My heart is filled 
with what doesn’t concern you. My heart overflows with sage scent, 
my heart is innocent, illuminated, full, 

and there is no time in the heart for cross-examination. Yes, 

I don’t love you. Who are you that I should love you? 
Are you some of my I, and a meeting over tea 

and a nay’s hoarseness, and a song that I should love you? 
But I hate detainment and I don’t hate you. 

This is what the detainee told the interrogator: My passion 
does not concern you. My passion is my private night ... 
my night that moves between the pillows free 

of meter and rhyme! 

This siege will extend until the gods 
at Olympus are done pruning the Iliad Immortal 

A boy is about to be born, here and now, 
in the street of death ... at one o'clock 

A boy will play with a kite 

of four colors 
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(red, black, white, green) 

then he'll enter a fugitive star 

We sat far from / our destinies like birds 

that furnish their nests inside the cavities of statues, 

or in chimneys, 

or in tents pitched 
on the prince’s way to a hunt... 

(To a guard:) I'll teach you waiting 
at my postponed death’s door 
be patient, be patient 
maybe you'll get bored with me 
and lift your shadow off me 
and enter your night free 
without my ghost! 

(To another guard:) I'll teach you waiting 
at a café entrance 

for you to hear your heart slow down, speed up 
you might know shuddering as I do 
be patient, 
and you might whistle as I do a migrant tune 
Andalusian in sorrow, Persian in orbit 

then the jasmine hurts you, and you leave 

WS 

(To a third guard:) I'll teach you waiting 
on a stone bench, perhaps 
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we would exchange our names. You might see 
an urgent simile between us: 
you have a mother 
and I have a mother 
and we have one rain 
and we have one moon 

and a brief absence from the dining table 

LP eae 

On my ruins the shadow sprouts green, 
and the wolf dozes off on my sheep’s wool 
and dreams as I do, 

and as an angel does, 
that life is here 
not there ... 

The myths refuse to adjust their plot. 
They may suffer a sudden malfunction 
and some of the ships may drift to a dry 
unpopulated land 

where the imaginary becomes afflicted with the real ... 
but they don’t change their plot. 
Whenever they find a reality that doesn’t suit them 
they alter it with a bulldozer, 
because reality is an ongoing text, lovely 
white, without malady ... 

(To a quasi-Orientalist:) Suppose what you think is true 

suppose now that I’m an idiot, idiot, idiot 
and I don’t play golf, 
and I don’t comprehend technology, 
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 !ةراّيط ٌةدايق عيطتسأ الو
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and I can’t fly a plane! 
Is that why you took my life and made of it your life? 
If you were another, if I were another 
we would be two friends who confess a need for idiocy ... 
Doesn't the idiot, as the Jew 
in the Merchant of Venice, have a heart, and bread, 

and eyes that well up? 

In siege, time becomes place 

petrified in its eternity. 
In siege, place becomes time 

late for its appointment 

Place is the scent. 

When I recall a land 

I smell the blood of scent 

and long for my displaced self 

This land is low, high 
or holy, fornicator 
we don’t care much for the jurisprudence of adjectives 
because the orifice, 

the heavens’ orifice, might become 

a geography! 

The martyr besieges me whenever I live a new day 

and asks: Where were you? 
Give back to the dictionaries all the talk 
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you gave to me as gift, 
and ease the drone of echo off the sleeping! 

 هت

The martyr clarifies for me: I didn’t search beyond the expanse 
for immortal virgins, because I love life 
on earth, among the pines and figs, but 
I couldn't find a way to it, 

so I looked for it with the last thing I owned: 
blood in the lapis body 

The martyr teaches me: no aesthetic outside my freedom 

The martyr cautions me: Don’t believe the women’s zaghareed 
and believe my father when he looks into my picture tearfully: 
How did you swap our roles, my son, 

and walk ahead of me? 
Me first 

and me first! 

The martyr besieges me: I only changed my position 

and my impoverished furniture, 
I placed a gazelle in my bedroom 
and a crescent on my finger 
to ease my pain 
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The martyr besieges me: Don't walk in my funeral 
unless you had known me. 

I need courtesy from no one 

This siege will intensify 
to convince us 

to choose a harmless slavery, 
but with total freedom of choice 

To resist means: to be certain 

of the well-being of the heart and testicles, 
and of your chronic illness: 
the illness of hope 

And in what remains of dawn I walk to my exterior 

and in what remains of night I hear the fall of footsteps inside me 

When love falls ill I treat it 
with sports and sarcasm 

and with separating the singer ... from the song 

The siege transforms me from a singer into ... 
a sixth string on the violin 

ia 
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(To a reader:) Don’t trust the poem, 
this daughter of absence, 
she’s neither speculation 

nor intellect, 

she’s chasm’s sense 

Writing is a small puppy biting void 
writing wounds without drawing blood 

My friends always prepare a farewell party 

for me, a comfortable grave shaded with holm oak 
and a tombstone made of time’s marble 
but in the funeral I’m always ahead of them: 
Who died ... who? 

The martyr is the daughter of a martyr who is the daughter of a martyr 
and her brother is a martyr and her sister is a martyr and a daughter-in-law 
of a martyr’s mother who's the grandchild of a martyr’s grandfather 
and a martyr’s uncle’s neighbor etc., etc. 
And nothing happens in this civilized world, 
the age of barbarism is over, 
and the victim is nameless, ordinary 
and the victim ... like truth ... is relative 
etc., etc. 

Quiet, quiet, the soldiers want 

_in this hour to listen to the songs 
the martyrs listened to, the songs that remained 
like the aroma of coffee in their spilled blood ... fresh 
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Truce, truce to test the instructions: 

Would fighter jets work as plows? 
We said to them: Truce, truce to test the will, 

some peace might leak into the self! 
Then we can compete over how to love our things 
with poetic methods. 

They answered: Don’t you know that peace with self 
opens our citadel doors 
to the hejaz and the nahawand? 
We said: So what? ... What then? 

Our coffee cups. And birds. And the green trees 
with blue shadows. And the sun leaping from 
one wall to another like a gazelle ... 
and the water in clouds with endless shapes 
in what is left to us of sky, 

and other things of postponed memory 

indicate this morning is strong and beautiful, 
and that we are eternity’s guests 

A country on the verge of dawn, 
in a little while 

the planets will sleep in poetry’s language. 

In a little while 
we will bid this long road farewell 
and ask: Where do we begin? 
In a little while 

we will caution our beautiful mountain narcissus 

against infatuation with its image: You are no longer 
fit for the poem, so look 
toward the passersby 
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Salaam upon whoever splits with me the attention to 
light’s ecstasy, the butterfly light, in 
this tunnel’s night! 

Salaam upon whoever shares with me my glass 
in the density of a night that overflows two seats: 
salaam upon my ghost! 

Salaam is what a traveler says to himself 
to another traveler on the other side ... 

Salaam is the doves of two strangers sharing their last 
cooing, on the edge of the chasm 

Salaam is two enemies longing, each separately, 
to yawn on boredom’s sidewalk 

Salaam is two lovers moaning to bathe 
in moonlight 

Salaam is the apology of the mighty to the one 
with weaker weapons and stronger range 

Salaam is the sword breaking in front of natural 
beauty, where dew smelts the iron 
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Salaam is a friendly day, pleasant, light- 
footed, enemy of no one 

Salaam is a train that unites all its passengers 
who are coming from or going to a picnic in eternity’s suburbs 

Oo 

Salaam is the public confession of truth: 
What have you done with the murdered’s ghost? 

Salaam is the turning toward an errand in the garden: 
What will we plant in a little while? 

Salaam is the caution against a fox’s attractive 
eyes that lure the instinct of a frightened woman 

Salaam is the aah strutting the crescendo 
of a muwashah, in the heart of a bleeding guitar 

Salaam is the lament of a young man whose heart a woman’s beauty 
mark pierced, not a bullet or a bomb 

Salaam is the singing of life here, in life, 
on the string of an ear of wheat 
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Don’t Apologize 
for What You’ve Done 

et 

2003 

A telepathy of minds, or a telepathy of destinies: 

Neither you are you 
nor home is home 

ABU TAMMAM 

And now, I am not I 

and the house is not my house 

FEDERICO GARCIA LORCA 





I. IN THE LUST OF CADENCE 
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Cadence Chooses Me 

Cadence chooses me, it chokes on me 

I am the violin’s regurgitant flow, and not its player 
I am in the presence of memory 
the echo of things pronounces through me 
then I pronounce ... 

Whenever I listen to the stone I hear 

the cooing of a white pigeon 
gasp in me: 

My brother! I am your little sister, 
so I cry in her name the tears of speech 
And whenever I see the zanzalakht trunk 
on the way to the clouds, 
I hear a mother’s heart 

palpitate in me: 

I am a divorced woman, 

so I curse in her name the cicada darkness 
And whenever I see a mirror on a moon 

I see love a devil 

glaring at me: 
Iam still here 

but you won't return as you were when I left you 

you won't return, and I won't return 

Then cadence completes its cycle 
and chokes on me ... 
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I Have the Wisdom of One Condemned to Death 

I have the wisdom of one condemned to death: 
I own nothing for anything to own me, 
I wrote my will with my blood: 
“Trust in water O dwellers of my song!” 
Then I slept smeared and crowned with my tomorrow ... 
I dreamt that the land’s heart is bigger 
than its map, 
and clearer than its mirrors and my gallows. 
I dreamt up a white cloud that takes me 
higher 
as if I were a hoopoe, and the wind my wings. 
And by dawn, the calling 
of the night guard woke me 
from my dream and from my language: 
You will live another death, 

alter your last will, 
execution has been postponed a second time 

I asked: Until when? 
He said: Wait to die some more 
I said: I own nothing for anything to own me 

I wrote my will with my blood: 
“Trust in water 

O dwellers of my song!” 
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Another Day Will Come 

Another day will come, a womanly day 
diaphanous in metaphor, complete in being, 
diamond and processional in visitation, sunny, 
flexible, with a light shadow. No one will feel 

a desire for suicide or for leaving. All 
things, outside the past, natural and real, 

will be synonyms of their early traits. As if time 
is slumbering on vacation ... “Extend your lovely 
beauty-time. Sunbathe in the sun of your silken breasts, 

and wait until good omen arrives. Later 
we will grow older. We have enough time 
to grow older after this day ...” / 
Another day will come, a womanly day 
songlike in gesture, lapis in greeting 
and in phrase. All things will be feminine outside 
the past. Water will flow from rock’s bosom. 

No dust, no drought, no defeat. 
And a dove will sleep in the afternoon in an abandoned 
combat tank if it doesn’t find a small nest 

in the lovers’ bed ... 
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And I, Even if I Were the Last 

And I, even if I were the last, 

have found enough of words ... 
Every poem is a sketch 
I'll sketch now for the swallow the map of spring 
and for the pedestrians on the sidewalk some jujube 
and for the women the lapis lazuli ... 
As for me, the road will carry me 
and I will carry it on my shoulder 
until each thing regains its image, 

as it was, 

and its original name later on / 
Every poem is a mother 
searching for the cloud’s brother 
near the well: 
“My son! I’ll give you a replacement 

I’m pregnant ...” / 
And every poem is a dream: 
“I dreamt that I have a dream” 
that will carry me and that I will carry 

until I write the final line 
on the grave’s marble: 
“I slept ... so that I can fly” 

... and I will carry for Christ his winter shoes 

so he can walk, like all people, 

from the highest mountain ... down to the lake 
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In My Mother's House 

In my mother’s house my photo gazes at me 
and doesn’t cease asking: 
Are you, my dear guest, me? 

Were you once twenty of my years, 
without medical glasses, 

and without suitcases? 
A hole in the wall was enough 
for the stars to teach you the hobby of staring 
into the eternal ... 
(What's the eternal? I said to myself) 
And my dear guest ... are you me as we once were? 
Which one of us renounced his features? 
Do you remember that stubborn horse’s hoofprint on your forehead 
or did you blend the wound in with makeup to appear 

handsome for the camera? 
Are you me? Don’t you remember your heart punctured 
with the old flute and with the phoenix feather? 
Or did you change your heart when you changed your path? 

I said: Listen you, I am he you 
but I jumped down from the wall to see 

what would happen if fate saw me picking 
purple flowers from its hanging gardens respectfully ... 

It might greet me and say: 
Get back safe ... 
And I jumped down from this wall to see 

what can’t be seen 
and to measure the depth of the abyss 
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Don’t Apologize for What You’ve Done 

Don’t apologize for what you’ve done—I say 
to myself. To my personal other I say: 
Here they are, your memories, all visible: 
The noon boredom in a cat’s drowsiness / 

The rooster’s crest / 
The sage fragrance / 
Mother's coffee / 
The straw mat and the pillows / 
Your room’s metal door / 
The fly around Socrates / 
The cloud above Plato / 
The Hamassa Diwan / 

Father’s picture / 
The Encyclopedia of Countries / 
Shakespeare / 
The three brothers, and the three sisters, 

and your childhood friends, and the nosy people: 
Is that him? The witnesses disagree: 
Perhaps! he looks like him. I asked: Who? 
They didn’t reply. So 1 whispered to my other self: Is the one 
who was once you ... me? But he moved his eyes 

away from me. Then people turned to my mother to confirm 

that Iam he ... so she got ready to sing 

in her own style: I am the mother who gave birth to him, 

but the winds are the ones that raised him. 

Then I told my other self: Apologize only to your mother! 
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On a Day like Today 

On a day like today, in the hidden corner 
of the church, in full feminine adornment, 

in a leap year, in the meeting of endless 
green with koh] darkness on this morning, and in 

the meeting of shape with substance, 
and the sensory with the Suf,, 
beneath a spacious grapevine trellis 

in a house sparrow’s shadow 
that distresses meaning’s image, and in this 

sentimental place / 
I will meet with my end and my beginning 
and say: Damn you! take me and leave 

the heart of truth fresh for the jackals’ daughters, 
I'll say: I am not a citizen 

or a refugee 
and I want only one thing, nothing else, 

one thing: 
a quiet simple death 
on a day like today, 
in the hidden corner of irises, 

which might compensate me a lot or a little 

for a life I used to measure 

in minutes 

or departures 
and I want a death in the garden 
no more and no less! 
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Set Down, Here, and Now 

Set down, here, and now, from your shoulders your grave 

and give your life another chance to renovate the story. 
Not all love is death 

land is not a chronic exile, 

because an occasion might come, and you might forget 
the old honey sting, and love 
without knowing it a girl who loves you not 
or loves you, without knowing why 
she loves you or loves you not / 
Or you might feel while leaning on the staircase 
that you were another in the duality of things / 
So get out of your “I” to your else 
and from your vision to your steps 

and extend your bridge high, 

because nonplace is a ruse, 
and the mosquitoes on the fence might scratch your back, 

a mosquito might remind you of life! 
So try life now for life to train you 

to live, 

and ease a woman’s memory 
and set down 
right here 
and now 
from your shoulders ... your grave! 
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If You Return Alone 

If you return alone, tell yourself: 
Exile has changed its features ... 
Wasn't Abu Tammam before you harrowed 
when he met himself: 
“Neither you are you 
nor home is home” ... 

Things will carry for you your patriotic feeling: 
A wildflower will sprout in your abandoned corner / 
The house sparrow will pick at the letter “h” 
in your name 

in the fig tree’s broken husk / 
A bee will sting your hand as you reach 
for the goose fuzz behind this fence / 

As for you, 
the mirror has failed you, 
and you are ... and aren't you: 
Where did I leave my face? you say 
then search for your feeling, outside the things, 
between a crying happiness and a guffawing depression ... 

Have you found yourself now? 
Tell yourself: I returned alone missing 

two moons, 
but home is home! 
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 رثبلل رذتعأ مل

 ‏Puy ُتْرَرَم نيح رثبلل ٌرذتعأ م
 ‏dest ةقيتعلا ةرّبْوَتّصلا نم ٌترَعَتسا

 ةلازغ ُثرظتناو ءةلاقتربلاك اهُترَصَعو
 :ثييرتلاب يبلق ُترَمَأو .ٌةّيروطسأ ءاضيب
 انه اه !ينم َتْسَل َكّنأك ًايدايح ْنُك

 اورّوطو ءاوهلا ىلع نوبُيطلا ٌةاعّرلا فقو

 ىلإ لابجلا َلَجح اوجردتسا مث «تايانلا
 وحن ناريطلل ٌتَِجَرْسُأ انه اهو .خاخفلا

 تلاق انه اهو .ٌُثرطو اسرق يبكاوك

 تلفسإلا عراش رذحا :ٌةفارعلا يل

 انه اه .كريفز ىلع شماو تابرعلاو
 ‏(peel SF ءٌترظتناو يلظ ٌتيخرأ
 .ٌترسكناو ةفارخلا ترك ‏Ogu ةرخص

 يسفن نم ٌترط ىتح رئبلا لوح ُتْرُّدو
 ٌتوص يب حاص .اهنم سيل ام ىلإ
 .ترذتعاف ءَكرَك ٌربقلا اذه سيل :قيمع

 ‏EBs ,ميكحلا ركذلا نم تايآ تأرق

 موي كيلع مالسلا :رثبلا يف لوهجملل
 ‏dai 6539 ,مالسلا ضرأ يف َتْلتُق
 !اًيح رثبلا مالظ نم
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I Didn’t Apologize to the Well 

I didn’t apologize to the well when I passed the well, 
I borrowed from the ancient pine tree a cloud 
and squeezed it like an orange, then waited for a gazelle 
white and legendary. And I ordered my heart to be patient: 
Be neutral as if you were not of me! Right here 
the kind shepherds stood on air and evolved 
their flutes, then persuaded the mountain quail toward 
the snare. And right here I saddled a horse for flying toward 
my planets, then flew. And right here the priestess 
told me: Beware of the asphalt road and the cars 
and walk upon your exhalation. Right here 
I slackened my shadow and waited, I picked the tiniest 
rock and stayed up late. I broke the myth and I broke. 
And I circled the well until I flew from myself 
to what isn’t of it. A deep voice shouted at me: 

This grave isn’t your grave. So I apologized. 
I read verses from the wise holy book, and said 

to the unknown one in the well: Salaam upon you the day 

you were killed in the land of peace, and the day you rise 

from the darkness of the well alive! 
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 حيرلا يف ةيار ال

 /قفخت حيرلا يف ٌةيار ال
 /حيرلا يف ٌحباس ناصح ال

Lb yجوملا عافتراب ُرّشَبُي ‏ 
 ,هطوبهب وأ

 /مويلا اذه تاّيديجارتلا يف ٌثدحي َءيش ال
 /ةراتسلا تَلدَسُأ
 «ٌنوجرفتملاو ًءارعشلا َرّداغ

 /زرأ الف
 /ٌةرهاظم ال

 نيطباهلا يّمحُت نوتيز ٌناصغأ الو
 ‏Sle a Seas بكارملا نم
 /ريخألا لصفلا ةَّفخو

pailsِرَدَك ىلإ ٍرَدَك نم نوتأي ‏/ 
 ‏yal elyg 4590 مُهرئاصم

 ةّيداورُط لكش يف ٌةّيقيرغإ
 ‎ slau/ءادوس وأ ‘

 اورصتنا الو اورسكنا ال
 دغ حابص يف ُتّدحيس اذام :اولءاستي مو
 /؟يريموهلا راظتنالا اذه دعب اذامو

 ‏;Gril Gai ٌليمج ملح هنأك

 هليوطلا ّيلحملا ليللا ىلع وتس و
 :اولاق مهنأك

 حلم اب انحرج يوادُت »

 اناركذ برق ايحن »
 ّيداعلا انتوم ٌبّرجن »
 اهراد يف ءانهه .ةمايقلا رظتنن »
 «...ريخألا دعب ام لصفلا يف
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No Banner in the Wind 

No banner in the wind fluttering / 
No horse swimming in the wind / 
No drums promising the rise of the waves 

or their fall, 

nothing happens in today’s tragedies / 
The curtains are down / 
The poets and the spectators have gone, 
so there is no rice / 
No demonstration / 
And no olive branches greeting those coming down 

off the boats worn out from their nosebleeds 

and from the levity of the final act / 
As if they were going from one fate to another / 
Their destinies already prescribed behind the text, 

Greek in a Trojan shape, 

white, or black / 

They were neither broken nor triumphant 
and they didn’t ask: “What will happen tomorrow morning 
and what now after this long Homeric waiting?” / 
As if it were a beautiful dream that treated the captives justly 
and aided them through the long local night, 

as if they had said: 
“We treat our wounds with salt” 
“We live near our memories” 

“We try out our ordinary death” 

“We wait for judgment day, right here, in its house 

in the act after the last ...” 
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 ةديصقلا نع ناصحلا طقس

 ةديصقلا نع ُناصحلا طَقَس

 تالّلَبُم ْنُك ُتاَيليلجلاو

 "+ ىدنلابو شارقلاب
 ناوحقألا قوف َنْضُكْرَي

 تنأو انأ :نابئاغلا

 ْنابئاغلا تنأو انأ

 ْناضيبأ مامي اجوز
 ْنايدنسلا نوصُع ىلع نارماَسَتَي

Bled Lol Whey 
 ‎سرحت .ةمدقلا ّبحلا

LEI Gyo as bl َرَمَقلا‎ 

5Sتاّيعابرلا يف َةَجْنَمكلاك فو ‏ 
gol ge GL) gs chi‏ 

 4 ‏!JIS سيراضت نم

 شماه ةثيدحلا ةغللا يف َقْبَي م
dusos Le lato‏ 

Sark een sa‏ 

eps Qlacd! haw 

Juans 

pas Chi انأو‎ 

1G: 
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The Horse Fell Off the Poem 

The horse fell off the poem 
and the Galilean women were wet 

with butterflies and dew, 

dancing above chrysanthemum 

The two absent ones: you and I 

you and J are the two absent ones 

A pair of white doves 
chatting on the branches of a holm oak 

No love, but I love ancient 

love poems that guard 
the sick moon from smoke 

I attack and retreat, like the violin in quatrains 
I get far from my time when I am near 
the topography of place ... 

There is no margin in modern language left 

to celebrate what we love, 

because all that will be ... was 

The horse fell bloodied 

with my poem 
and I fell bloodied 

with the horse’s blood ... 
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 اندالبل

 ءاندالبل

 هللا مالك نم ٌةبيرقلا يهَو
 باحس نم فقس

 ءاندالبل

 مسالا تافص نع ٌةديعبلا يهو
 بايغلا ٌةطراخ

 ءاندالبل

 .مسمس ةبح لثم ةريغصلا يهو

Salou giةيفخ ٌةيواهو ... ‏ 
 ءاندالبل

 ءاطَقلا ةحنجأ لثم ُةريقفلا يهو

 ةيوهلا يف خرجو ... ٌةَسّدَقَم بت

 ءاندالبل

 هلالتلا ٌةقزمملا ٌةَقَوَطملا يهو

 ديدجلا يضاملا ْنئامك
 ٌةَيبَسلا يهو اندالبل

 اقارتحاو ًاقايتشا توملا ٌةّيرح

 يومدلا اهليل يف ءانُالبو
 ديعبلا ىلع ديعبلا ىلع ٌعشت ٌةَرَهْوَج
 ... اهجراخ ءيضُت

 ءاهلخاد ءنحن اًمأو

 !اقانتخا ٌدادزنف
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To Our Land 

To our land, 

and it is the one near the word of god, 
a ceiling of clouds 
To our land, 

and it is the one far from the adjectives of nouns, 
the map of absence 
To our land, 

and it is the one tiny as a sesame seed, 
a heavenly horizon ... and a hidden chasm 

To our land, 

and it is the one poor as a grouse’s wings, 

holy books ... and an identity wound 

To our land, 

and it is the one surrounded with torn hills, 

the ambush of a new past 
To our land, and it is a prize of war, 

the freedom to die from longing and burning 
and our land, in its bloodied night, 
is a jewel that glimmers for the far upon the far 

and illuminates what’s outside it ... 

As for us, inside, 

we suffocate more! 
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 دالب انلو

Y db Wyنع انتركفك ءاهل َدوُدَح ‏ 
 ... دالب .ٌةعساوو ٌةَقَيِض ءلوهجملا

 ءانب قيضت اهتطيرخ يف يشمن نيح
 عر «يدامر ِقََت ىلإ انذخأتو
 مع الوراق :اهتهاتم يف

She byeنيح ... ٌدالب ‏ 
 ٌربكي .ربكت ... لوهجللا لإ انّدبنت
 اهبشع ‏5S .فاصوألاو ٌفاصفصلا

 يف ٌةريحبلا ‏aut ا اهلابجو
 بونج يف ٌلبانسلا عفت ا لامش

 ًاليدنق نوميللا ُةّبح عملت .حورلا

 ايفارغجلا ٌعطست را ليل ىلع
 لالتلا ٌةلسلسو .ةَسِّدَقَم ًابتك

 .ىلعألا ىلإ ... ىلعألا ىلإ .ًاجارعم ريصت
Gif gnلوقي «يتحنجأ ٌتقرحل ٌرئاط ‏ 

 ٌريصت فيرخلا ٌةحئار .يفنملا هسفنل
 ‏eth tamales es ل
 ٌلايخلا حتفناف ءبلقلا فافج ىلإ ٌفيفخلا

 وه ءناكملا وه راصو ءهرداصم ىلع

 يف ءيش لكو .ديحولا يقيقحلا
 ‏I SIS Glas Cay دوعي ديعبلا
 ًالزان ,م5آ ءاقلل اهسفن نّوكت تلاز ام

 :لوقأف .هسودرف نم ّيضرألا قباطلل
 ؟انْدلَو ىتمف ... انب ‏LS اندالب كلت

 اَنأ مأ ؟نيتأرم أ ُمدآ جوزت له

 ىرخأ ٌةرم ُدَلوُنَس
 ؟ةئيطخلا ىسنن يل
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And We Have a Land 

And we have a land without borders, like our idea 

of the unknown, narrow and wide. A land ... 

when we walk in its map it becomes narrow with us, 

and takes us to an ashen tunnel, so we shout 

in its labyrinth: And we still love you, our love 
is a hereditary illness. A land ... when 
it banishes us to the unknown ... it grows. And 
the willows and adjectives grow. And its grass grows 
and its blue mountains. The lake widens 
in the soul’s north. Wheat rises in the soul’s 

south. The lemon fruit gleams like a lantern 
in the emigrant’s night. Geography glistens 
like a holy book. And the chain of hills 
becomes an ascension place to higher ... to higher. 
“If I were a bird I would have burned my wings,” someone says 
to his exiled self. The scent of autumn becomes 
the image of what I love ... The light rain leaks 
into the heart’s drought, and the imagination opens up 

to its sources, and becomes place, the only 

real one. And everything from the faraway 
returns as a primitive countryside, as if earth 

were still creating itself to meet Adam, descending 

to the ground floor from his paradise. Then I say: 

That’s our land over there pregnant with us ... When was it 

that we were born? Did Adam get married twice? Or will we 

be born a second time 
to forget sin? 
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egal VJ cud Y 

 ,ءوضلا ّالِإ ءيش ال

 نم ءارمح 8399 فطقأل الإ

Bes glyيناصح ْتَوْغَأ ‏ 
 :ءوضلا يف ْتَنَّصحتو
 ‏abe «جرخت الو ٌلْخدت ال»

Gael bo deol ols 

 ؟ينارت له :تلاقو

 ٌقراف ءفرعأل ,ينصقني :ٌتسمهف
 ٌقرافو «قيرطلاو رفاسم ا نيب
 ... يناغألاو ينغمملا نيب

 فرح لثم ءاحيرأ ْتَسَلَج

 اهمسإ يف «ةيدجبألا فورح نم

 يمسإ يف ُتْوِبكَو
 ... يناعم لا قّرتفَم دنع

 ًادغ نوكأ ام انأ

Glas aie! bs 

 نم ءارمح ةدرو قفطقأل الإ

 يناصح ثوغأ ةَُيِناَعْنَك ناتسب
Expiresيناكم نع ثحبأ ‏ 

 ‏Axil ىلعأ

sl ed ىلعأ مث‎ 

 ... يلامز نم
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Nothing but Light 

Nothing but light, 
I only stopped my horse 
to pick a red rose from 
the garden of a Canaanite who had seduced my horse 
and fortified in the light: 

Don’t come in and don’t get out ... 
So I didn’t go in, and I didn’t get out 
Then she said: Do you see me? 
I whispered: I need, to be certain, a difference 

between the traveler and the road, and a difference 

between the singer and the song ... 
Jericho sat, like a letter of the alphabet, within her name 

and I tumbled in mine 
at the crossroads of meaning ... 
I am what I become tomorrow 

and I only stopped my horse 
to pick a red rose from 
the garden of a Canaanite who had seduced my horse 
then I went searching for my place 

higher and farther, 
then higher and farther, 
than my time ... 
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 نامعنلا قئاقش ٌبيبحلا فّرن

 ءِنامْعُتلا قئاقش ٌبيبحلا َفَرَت
 .هحورجب ثألألت ناوجرألا ضرأ

 ,ةهلآ هتكفس يذلا ٍّبَحلا ْمَد :اهيناغأ ىلوأ

 ... مد اهرخآو

dato! Gla Gas b 
 ٌلعتشاو ءكضرأ عيبرب
 ‏Oe Spe Sle بعش اي ءاهروهزك
 !لمتكاو ءكحالس

dige del 3 Gre f AST ABS lS yo 
 ‎ vgs ge!يماشلا تيسر ةئا اد طع 1

 ‎.هللا دودح نم ةبيرقلا

 ...لاّصلَصلا ٌةريس بتكي ٌفيسلا ثيح
 ‏GH LES لبانسلا نكتلف

 ديص بالك ٌدولخلا نكيلو
 ,حمقلا لوقح يف

 ٌةرخ ٌلئايألا نكتلو

 ... ةيوعر ةديصقك

 .,نامعنلا قئاقش ٌبيبحلا َفَرَت

 نم ِحْفَسلا روخص تّرفصاف
 «بعصلا ضاخملا عِجَو

yao 

 ‏jool ءاملا لاسو

 ... انعيبر قورع يف
 يذلا ّبحلا ُمَد انيناغأ ىلوأ

 ,ٌةهلآ هتكفس
 ...ديدحلا ٌةهلآ ُهْنْكَفَس ْمَد اهرخآو
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The Beloved Hemorrhaged Anemones 

The beloved hemorrhaged anemones, 
the purple land glittered with his wounds, 
the first of its songs: the blood of love shed by gods, 
and the last of it is blood ... 
O people of Canaan celebrate 
your land’s spring and set yourself aflame 
like its flowers, O people of Canaan stripped 

of your weapons, and become complete! 
It’s your good luck that you chose agriculture as a profession. 
It’s your bad luck that you chose the gardens 

near god’s borders, 
where the sword writes clay’s tale ... 
So let the grain spikes be your eternal army, 
and let immortality be hunting dogs 

in wheat fields, 

and let the stags be free 
like a pastoral poem ... 

The beloved hemorrhaged anemones, 
and the rocks on the slope yellowed from 
prolonged labor contractions, 
then turned red, 

then water flowed red 
in our spring’s veins ... 

The first of our songs is the blood of love 

that gods shed, 

and the last is the blood shed by iron gods ... 
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 سدقلا يف

 «ميدقلا روُسلا ّلخاد ينعأ ءسدقلا يف

 ىركذ الب ِنَمَّز ىلإ ِنَمَز نم ٌريسأ
daiنومستقي كانه ءايبنألا نإف ‏ 
Go ybءامسلا ىلإ نودعصي ... ٍسّدقملا ‏ 

 ُةَّبحم اف ًانزحو ًاطابحإ ّلقأ نوعجريو
 .ةنيدملا ىلإ نامداقو َناَسَّدَقَم ٌُمالسلاو

 ؟ِرَجَح يف ءوضلا مالك ىلع ُةاوَرلا فلتخي
ye Sal؟ٌبورحلا ٌعلدنت ءوضلا حيحش ‏ 

 ال .يمانم يف قلمحأ .يمون يف ريسأ

 ‏all last BY Shy ًادحأ ىرأ

‘bl Gel gtal J spall hie ds‏ 
 ‏C25 Jet يف يريغ ريصأ مث
 ايعشأ مف نم باشعألاك ٌتاملكلا

 .«اوُنَمْأَت نل اونمؤُت مل ْنإ» :ُيوُبَنلا
 ٌةَدرَو يحرجو .يريغ ‏Joly ينأك يشمأ

 نيتمامح لثم ياديو .ٌةّيليجنإ ًءاضيب
 .ضرألا نالمحتو ناقلحت بيلصلا ىلع

 يف يرْيَغ ٌريصأ ءريطأ ءيشمأ ال
 ؟انأ نمف .َنامز الو ّناكم ال .يّلجتلا

 يكل .جارعملا ةرضح يف انأ ال انأ
 ‏dana يبنلا ناك :ةدخو :ركفأ

 «؟دعب اذامو» .ىحصفلا ‏diy yl ملكتي

 :ٌةيدنج ةأجف تحاص ؟دعب اذام

Cal ga؟َكلتقأ ملأ ؟ةيناث ‏ 
 .تومأ نأ ‏Edo تيفو ع ‏als :تلق
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In Jerusalem 

In Jerusalem, and I mean within the ancient walls, 

I walk from one epoch to another without a memory 
to guide me. The prophets over there are sharing 
the history of the holy ... ascending to heaven 
and returning less discouraged and melancholy, because love 
and peace are holy and are coming to town. 
I was walking down a slope and thinking to myself: How 
do the narrators disagree over what light said about a stone? 
Is it from a dimly lit stone that wars flare up? 
I walk in my sleep. I stare in my sleep. I see 
no one behind me. I see no one ahead of me. 
All this light is for me. I walk. I become lighter. I fly 
then I become another. Transfigured. Words 
sprout like grass from Isaiah’s messenger 
mouth: “If you don’t believe you won't be safe.” 
I walk as if I were another. And my wound a white 
biblical rose. And my hands like two doves 
on the cross hovering and carrying the earth. 
I don’t walk, I fly, I become another, 

transfigured. No place and no time. So who am I? 
I am no in ascension’s presence. But I 

think to myself: Alone, the prophet Muhammad 
spoke classical Arabic. “And then what?” 
Then what? A woman soldier shouted: 

Is that you again? Didn't I kill you? 

I said: You killed me ... and I forgot, like you, to die. 
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 اهتروص تنك اهبايغب

 يضرألا نم :اهتروُص ُتْنَوُك ءاهبايغب
 ُنزأ انه انأ .يفخلا يوامسلا ءىدتبي
 دقن ةداعلا ت7 يئافاملا تاهل يذل
 ثميقأ ةّيفاق لكل .ٌليلدلا َوُه ليلدلا

Us dasحيرلا بهم يف ءيش ‏ 
ales 4318الول» :هسورد ٌبايغلا ‏ 

 غارفلا يفو «...َتْدَمَص اَمَل ٌبارسلا
Go Bio ESSEةميدقلا تاّيدجبألا فورح ‏, 

 دعب انأ ْنَمَف .بايغلا ىلع ٌتأكَّناو

 زومرلا نيب رباع مأ ءرئاط ؟ةرايزلا
 ,ٌةّيرثأ ٌةَعْطَق ينأك ؟ىركذلا ةعابو
 :يل ‏EBs gn ge dhs حبش يننأكو

JSG J] Soilsٌتعضوف .ةَعْبَس ‏ 

 ريسي امك ترسو ءِرَجَح ىلع يتعنقأ
 ىلإ ٍرَمَك نمو .يملح ينّدوقي نوممانلا
 يعواللا نم يفكي ام كانه .ُتْرَقَق رمق

 كانهو .اهخيرات نم ءايشألا رّرحتت يك
 يعواللا رّرحتي ي خيراتلا نم يفكي ام
 انتاونس ىلإ ينذخ» .هجارعم نم
 ‏«yes .ىلوألا يتقيدص لوقت «ىلوألا

 يرودلا ٌرئاط لخديل ًاحوتفم َكاّبّشلا
«ale3 ةنيدم ال ءوحصأ ©. ‏ 

 الو .«كانه» لإ «انه» ال .ةنيدملا

 ٌبارسلا الول .انه ىوس كانه

 ...ةعبس لالت ىلإ ُتْيْشَم امل

 !بارسلا الول
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In Her Absence I Created Her Image 

In her absence I created her image: out of the earthly 
the hidden heavenly commences. I am here weighing 
the expanse with the Jahili odes ... and absence 

is the guide, it is the guide. For each rhyme a tent 
is pitched. And for each thing blowing in the wind 
a rhyme. Absence teaches me its lesson: If it weren’t 

for the mirage you wouldn’t have been steadfast ... 
Then in the emptiness, I disassembled a letter from one 
of the ancient alphabets, and I leaned on absence. So who am I 

after the visitation? A bird, or a passerby amid the symbols 
and the memory vendors? As if I were an antique piece, 
as if I were a ghost sneaking in from Yabous, telling myself: 
Let’s go to the seven hills. Then I placed 
my mask on a stone, and walked as the sleepless 
walk, led by my dream. And from one moon 
to another I leapt. There is enough of unconsciousness 
to liberate things from their history. And there 
is enough of history to liberate unconsciousness 
from its ascension. Take me to our early 

years—my first girlfriend says. Leave 
the windows open for the house sparrow to enter 
your dream—I say ... then I awaken, and no city is in 

the city. No “here” except “there.” And no there 
but here. If it weren't for the mirage 
I wouldn’t have walked to the seven hills ... 
if it weren't for the mirage! 
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CoS! decd! cles) 

 ءاعبرألا

 /ٌةَعمجلا

fear 
 ... ٌثهباشت .دالبلأ ءٌريطاسألا

 ‏de pail مل نابلق يل ناك ول
 تاسأ :ُتلق ثتاطخأ ْنإفاَبَح
 ينداقو ...!رايتخالا حيرجلا يبلق اي

 /عيبانيلا ىلإ حيحصلا ٌبلقلا

 سيمخلا
 /قسؤتلا
 /نينثالا
 يتينغأ ٌتْقهرَأ .ثهباشت ناكملا ءامسأ

JE icy,َبْلَك ىَرَي ىنعم او ‏ 
 ,ةمالك مالكلا لاق .ىَرُي الو مالظلا

Sly) ESSنهراودأ ىلع ٌتاريثك ‏/ 

 / ٌةمكحلأ

 /دحالا

 /ذَعلا
 ... تهباشت ءءامسلا .ءاثالثلا ءٌقرطلا

 ليدبلا ٌثرتخال نابرد يل ناك ول
 لوألا قيرطلا ٌفّشكنا .َتلاثلا

GSN! & bil GES5)‏ 

 ةيواهلا ٌبورُد ْتَفَّمكنا
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Wednesday, Friday, Saturday 

Wednesday / 

Friday / 
Saturday / 
The myths, the land look alike ... 
If I had two hearts I wouldn't regret 
a single love, so that when I erred I’d say: You chose 
poorly my wounded heart! ... then the right 
heart would lead me to the springs / 

Thursday 

The lily / 
Monday / 
The names of the place sound alike. I exhausted my song 
describing shadow. And meaning sees the heart 
of darkness and is not seen. Speech said its words, 
then many gods wept over their roles / 

Wisdom / 
Sunday / 
Tomorrow / 
The roads, Tuesday, the heavens are alike ... 
If I had two paths I would choose 
the third. The first path has been exposed, 

the other path has been exposed, 
all the paths to the abyss have been exposed 
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 ناتنوتيز

 «قرشلا لامش ىلع ناتقيتع ناتنوتيز
 يوارلا عّدخأل ُتأبتخا ىلوألا يف

 ْنامعنلا قئاقش ُتْأَبَح ىرخألا يفو

 ثزكذتا!! ققنأ1 نأ ثقف نإ
 موي ‏psy «يرضاحب ٌتألتما

Gogنايسنلا بثرأل ... ‏ 

a+ هل‎ دعب رمق اخ ىركذلا شك 
 يف ٌرئب كانهو .هبايغل ًةميلو

gioْناطيش ىلإ ًةأرما تفز ةقيدحلا ‏ 

 هو م

JSمُهبحأ نيذلا ةكئالملا ‏ 
 حابص «ءناكملا نم عيبرلا اوذخأ

 ْناكريلا 423 ينوثروأو «سمأ

Bela) Coals Stu! gol ti 

 ‎«يتئيطخ سورد نم ةباتكلاو

 ْنآلاو ءانه نم أدبيس يدغو

S855 gail of تنشأ نإ‎ 
& 

 قرشلا لامش ىلع ناتقيتع ناتنوتيز
 يتينغأ ‏poh ٌتْدَجَو ىلوألا يف

 ‏lay ٌتْدَجَو ىرخألا يفو
 :نامورلا دئاق نم
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Two Olive Trees 

Two olive trees in the northeast, 

in the first I hid to trick the narrator 

and in the other I hid the anemones 

If I want to forget ... I recall 
I become filled with my presence, I choose the day 
I was born ... to arrange forgetfulness 

Memory branches out. Here a moon prepares 
a feast for its absence. And there a well in the garden’s 

south has processioned a woman to a devil 

All the angels that I love 
took spring away from the place, yesterday 
morning, and bequeathed me the volcano summit 

I am the second Adam. I learned to read 
and write through my sins’ lessons, 
and my tomorrow starts from here, and now 

If I want to forget ... I recall 
I select a beginning, I become born as I desire 
not as a hero ... nor as an offering 

Memory branches out and plays. Right here 
are two ancient olive trees in the northeast 

in the first I found my song's seeds 

and in the other I found a letter 

from the commander of the Romans: 
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O olive brothers 
I ask for your forgiveness, 
I ask for your forgiveness ... 
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 مهءارو نورظني ال

 ,ىفنم اوعُدويل مهءارو َنورظني ال
 قيرطلا اوُفلأ دقل ءىفنم مهمامأ َّنِإف

 الو «ءءارو الو َمامأ الف ءيرئادلا

 نم «نورجاهي» .بونج الو ٌلامش
 ٌةّيصو نوكرتي .ةقيدحلا ىلإ جايسلا
 :تيبلا ءانف نم رّثم لك يف

 اندعب نم اورّكذتت ال»

 ... «ةايحلا الإ

 ىلإ يسدنسلا حابصلا نم «نورفاسي»
 ىألم ْمُهَشوَعُت نيلماح .ةريهظلا يف رابغ

Wiss dade Bb Leet‏ 
 1 : :ناوُنُعلا ةّلوهِجم ةبيبحل

 اندعب نم يركذتت ال»
«lou! YJ 

 ‎,عراوشلا ىلإ تويبلا نم «نولحري»و
 ‎نيلئاق ءةحيرجلا رصنلا ٌةراشإ ّنيمسار

 ‎:مهاري نمل
 !«انوركذتت الف ءايحن ُلَرَن مم»

 .سمشتلاو سُفنتلل ةياكحلا نم نوجرخي
 .ىلعأ مث ...ىلعأ ناريطلا ةركفب نوملحي

 .نوعجريو نوبهذيو .نوطبهيو نودعصي

 .موجنلا ىلإ ميدقلا كيماريسلا نم نوزفقيو
 .ةيادبلل ةياهن ال ... ةياكحلا ىلإ نوعجريو

Aad on geمونلا كلَم ‏. 
 لمأتلا رئآ نم نينيعلا ٌرَمْحأ «ضيبأ
 :كوفسملا مدلا يف

 اندعب نم اوركذتت ال»

 ... «ةايحلا الإ
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They Don’t Look Behind Them 

They don’t look behind them to bid exile farewell, 
since ahead of them is exile, and they've intimated the circular 
road, so there’s no ahead and no behind, and no 

north and no south. “They emigrate” 

from the fence to the garden. They leave a will 
in every meter of the courtyard: 

“Remember after us 
only life” ... 

“They travel” from the silken morning 
to the dust at noon, carrying their caskets filled 
with things of absence: an identity card, and a letter 
to a lover with an unknown address: 

“Remember after us 
only life” ... 

And “they depart” from the houses to the streets, 
sketching out the wounded victory sign, telling 

whoever sees them: 
“We're still alive, so don’t remember us!” 

They get out of the story to breathe and to sunbathe. 
They dream how to fly higher ... then higher. 
They ascend and descend. Come and go. 
And leap from ancient ceramics to the stars. 

And they return to the story ... endless is the beginning. 

They escape from sleepiness to the angel of sleep, 
who is white, red-eyed from contemplating 

the shed blood: 
“Remember after us 

only life” ... 
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 توما ءارو اذام :اولأسي مل

 اوناك ؟توملا ءارو اذام :اولأسي م

 نم ٌرثكأ سودرفلا ةطيرخ نوُظفحَي
 :رخآ لاؤس ْمُهْلْعْشُي ءضرألا باتك
 برق ؟توملا اذه لبق لعفنس اذام
 انتايح ‏GIS Lod Vo ءايحن انتايح

 نيب اهيلع ٌفلَتْخُم ءارحصلا نم صّصح

 .َنورباغلا رابغلا ٌناريج نحنو ءراقعلا ةهلآ
 املُك» :خّرؤُملا ليل ىلع ٌءبع انتايح
 ...«بايغلا نم يلع اوعلط مهتيفخأ
 :مهمسرأ» :ماسرلا ىلع ءبع انتايح

 .«بابضلا ينبجحيو .مهنم ًادحاو حبصأف
 ليسي فيك» :لارنجلا ىلع ءبع انتايح

 انتايحو «؟مد ‏eet نم

 نأ ديرن .ديرن امك نوكن نأ يه

 ءاوسبتقاو .توملا اذه دعب ةمايقلا
 توم لا» :فوسليفلا مالك ‏Jai الب

 الف ُنوكي .ًائيش انل ينعي ال توملا
ile ud GSS 

 مهمالحأ اوبترو
 !نيفقاو اومانو .ىرخأ ةقيرطب
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They Didn’t Ask: What's After Death 

They didn’t ask: What’s after death? They were 
memorizing the map of paradise more than 
the book of earth, consumed with another question: 
What will we do before this death? Near 
our lives we live, and don’t live. As if our lives 

are desert lots disputed by the gods 
of real estate, and we are dust’s bygone neighbors. 
Our lives are a burden to the historian’s night: “Whenever 
I hide them they come into my view out of absence ...” 
Our lives are a burden to the artist: “I paint them, 
then I become one of them, and fog veils me.” 
Our lives are a burden to the general: “How does blood 
flow from a ghost?” And our lives 
should be as we wish. We want to 
live a little, not for anything ... other than to respect 
resurrection after this death. And they quoted, 
unintentionally, the philosopher's words: “Death 
means nothing to us. We are and it isn't. 

Death means nothing to us. It is and 

we aren't.” 

Then they rearranged their dreams 
in a different manner. And slept standing! 
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 نولوهجمو ىلتق

tSمهعمجي َنايسن ال .نولوهجمو ‏ 
 3 نويسنمو ... مهقرفت ىركذ الو
 نيب ماعلا قيرطلا ىلع ءاتشلا ٍبْشَع

 .باذعلاو ةلوطُبلا نع نيتليوط نيتياكح
 ‏١ دف انأ .ال» .«ٌةَيحضلا انأ»

 ‏Yo :فتؤملل اولوقي مم .«ةيحضلا

Lsيف كلانه .ىرخألا لتقت ‏ 
 ًاراغص اوناك .«ٌةّيحضو ٌلتاق ةياكحلا

 «حيسملا ٍورَس نع جلثلا نوفطقي
 ‏COE ,راغصلا ةكئالملا عم نوبعليو
 نا دحاو ليج ءانبأ

 ‏grill تاّيضايرلا نم َنيِبراه سرادملا
 ‏glad! ee نوبعليو «ميدقلا يسامحلا

 .ةئيربلا توملا َةَبَعَل ءزجاوحلا ىلع
 ٌقدانبلا اوعد :دونجلل اولوقي مل

 ٌةشارفلا ّدجت يك تاقرطلا اوحتفاو

 عم ريطن يكو «حابصلا برق اهّمأ
 مالحألاف «مالحألا جراخ ةشارفلا

Jc disًاراغص اوناك .انباوبأ ‏ 

 ةدرولل ٌةياكح نوعنصيو .نوبعلي
 نيتياكح ‏ALE ,جلثلا تحت ءارمحلا

 نوبرهيو «باذعلاو ةلوطبلا نع نيتكيوط
 .ةيفاص ءامس ىلإ راغصلا ةكئالملا َعَم
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Murdered and Unknown 

Murdered, and unknown. No forgetfulness gathers them 
and no remembrance scatters them ... they're forgotten in 
winter's grass on the public highway between 
two long stories about heroism and suffering. 
“I am the victim.” “No. I alone am 
the victim.” They didn’t tell the author: “No 
victim kills another. There is in 
the story a victim and a killer.” They were young 
picking the snow off Christ’s cypress, 
and playing with cherubs, since they were 
of one generation ... they used to leak out 
of schools to escape math and ancient 

Hamassa poetry, then play with soldiers, 
by the roadblocks, the innocent game of death. 
They didn’t tell the soldiers: “Drop your rifles 
and open up the roads for the butterfly to find 
its mother by morning, and for us to fly with 
the butterfly outside dreams, since dreams 
are narrow at our doors.” They were young 

playing, and making a story for the red 
rose beneath the snow, behind two long 
stories about heroism and suffering, and they were 
running away with cherubs toward a clear sky. 
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 تيكن ةورتقلا

 سيلو ةرجشلا نجش ةورسلا»
 اهل لظ الو ,ةرجشلا
 «ةرجشلا لظ اهنأل

 راجح ماسب

 يف تمانو «ةنذئمك ثرسكن أ ٌةورسلأ
 ًةنكاد ءةارضخ ‏gis als فْشَقَت ىلع قيرطلا
 ‏Oye .عوسب 3 بصي م .يه امك

 زابغلا به .اهناصغأ ىلع ٌةَعِرْسُم ُتابَرعلا

 ْنكلو ,ٌثرسكنا ٌةورسلأ /... جاجزلا ىلع
 راد يف ينلعلا ‏yds ريغت خت م ةمامحلا

 ىلع نارجاهم نارئاط قّلحو .ةرواجم

 .زومرلا ضعب الدابتو ءاهناكم فاَقَك
 ؟ةفصاع تذهاش .ىَرُت :اهتراجل ٌةأرما تلاقو

 ٌةورسلاو /...ًةفاّرج الو ءال :تلاقف

 :ماطخلا ىلع نورباعلا لاقو .ثرسكنا
Catْتَمِرَه وأ ءلامهإلا نم ‏ 

 ُهليلقو ,ةفارزك ٌةليوط ‏Ge pb نم
 .نيّقشاع ُلْلَظُت الو ,رابغلا ةسنكمك ىنعملا

 ءأطخ الب اهمسرأ ‏CaS sab لاقو

gales Sisنإ :ٌةلفط تلاقو .ُلُهَس ‏ 
loud!ترسكنا ةورسلا نأل ٌةصقان مويلا ‏. 

 ٌةلماك مويلا ءامسلا ٌنكلو :ّىتف لاقو

ae ovٌترسكنا ‏. cbsانأ ‏ 

 ‏C328 الو ٌضومُع ال :يسفنل
 يف ام لك اذهو «ثرسكنا ةدرسلا

 !ثرسكنا ةورسلا َّنِإ :رمألا
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The Cypress Broke 

The cypress is the tree’s grief and not 

the tree, and it has no shadow because it is 

the tree’s shadow 

BASSAM HAJJAR 

The cypress broke like a minaret, and slept on 
the road upon its chapped shadow, dark, green, 
as it has always been. No one got hurt. The vehicles 
sped over its branches. The dust blew 
into the windshields ... / The cypress broke, but 
the pigeon in a neighboring house didn’t change 

its public nest. And two migrant birds hovered above 
the hem of the place, and exchanged some symbols. 
And a woman said to her neighbor: Say, did you see a storm? 
She said: No, and no bulldozer either ... / And the cypress 
broke. And those passing by the wreckage said: 
Maybe it got bored with being neglected, or it grew old 
with the days, it is long like a giraffe, and little 
in meaning like a dust broom, and couldn't shade two lovers. 
And a boy said: I used to draw it perfectly, 

its figure was easy to draw. And a girl said: The sky today 

is incomplete because the cypress broke. 
And a young man said: But the sky today is complete 

because the cypress broke. And I said 
to myself: Neither mystery nor clarity, 
the cypress broke, and that is all 
there is to it: the cypress broke! 
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 ةقيدحلا يف فشخو لجر

 [باجنلا ناميلس ىلإ]

bee نابعلي ةقيدحلا يف ٌفّشخو‎ Je} 
 ‎نيأ ْنم :يبحاصل ُلوقأ ‎ tle؟لازغلا ْنْبا

«oun هّلعل .ءامسلا نم ءاج :لوقي‎ 

 (‎ E55ّمأ ال .يتشحو سنْؤُيِل هب

 ٍلَسَعلا نم ةّقعلمب ًاجوزمم ةاشلا
 قش هه هلمعا لو

 { ... طولبلا ةباغ

Elsَكَتيِب ٌفَلأي رص له :يبحاصل ‏ 
 ؟تاودألاو تاوصألاب َلوهأم ا

 ...ضرمي نيح يريرس يف ُدُري راصو :َلاق
 .ضرمي نيح ضرمأ ُثرصو :لاق ْمُث
 !ميتيلا ‏!hab 575 :يذهأ ترص

Lily dost ulينمّلعت ي ضهنا ‏ 
 /«ٌةنيكسلا

 .يفيرلا هتيب يف ُهنِرُز رهش دعب
 ٌنامْيَلَس يبي ةرم لوأل .يبي ُهُمالك ناك

ods «soilيل ‏ ciateُنبا» :توصلا ‏ 
 .يدي نيب تام ةلازغلا ‏Gol :لازغلا

 ْتُي م نكل .تيبلا ًةايح فلأي م
 «...كلثمو يلثم

 مو .نيزحلا َيبحاصل ًائيش لقأ م
 رعشلا نم ‏Club ,هتداعك ءينعّدوي
 .ضيبألا لازغلا ربق ىلإ ىشم .ميدقلا

 ضهنا» :شهجأو َتارتلا َّنَّضّتحا

 .كريرس يف «ينبا اي ءكوبأ ماني يك
 /«ةنيكسلا ‏del انه اه
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A Man and a Fawn Are in the Garden 

for Sulieman el-Najjab 

A man and a fawn are in the garden playing together ... 
I say to my friend: Where did this fawn come from? 
He says: It came from heaven. Maybe it will “live.” 
It was sent to soothe my loneliness. No mother 
to nurse it so I became the mother, I feed it sheep’s milk 

mixed with a spoonful of scented honey, 
then I carry it like a lover’s cloud 
in the oak forest ... 
I said: Is it domestic yet in your house 
that is filled with sounds and instruments? 
He said: And it now sleeps in my bed when it falls ill ... 
Then he said: And I fall ill when it falls ill. 
I even hallucinate: You orphan child! 
Iam your father and mother, get up and teach me 

serenity / 

A month later I visited him at his home in the countryside. 
His speech was weeping. For the first time Sulieman 

the strong weeps, and tells me in a trembling voice: The gazelle’s 

son, the fawn, died in my hands. 
It didn’t like the domestic life. But it didn’t die 

like you and 1... 

I said nothing to my mournful friend. And he didn’t 

say goodbye to me, as usual, with stanzas of ancient 

poetry. He walked to the little gazelle’s white grave. 

He embraced the dirt and sobbed: Get up, my son, 

and let your father sleep in your bed. 
Right here I'll find serenity / 
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 يل راصو ءلازغلا ربق يف مان
yaleناكمملا يف ريغص ‏: 

abss Je;نادقري ةقيدحلا § ‏! 
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He slept in the gazelle’s grave, and a small past 
in the place has now become mine: 

a man and a fawn are in the garden sleeping! 
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 تاعنشنلا وتهأ] ذظت

 ٌتاطفاي :كلوح ٌنايسنلا وه اذه
 ‎حبكت .ركذتلا ىلع ثحت «يضاملا .ظقوت ‎ aedقل 0

 ‎ءرورملا تاراشإ ىلع عيرسلا َنَمّزلا
 ‎/تاحاسلا ُقلْغُتو

 ٌلاثمت .ٌُنايسنلا وه ٌيِماَخُر ٌلاثمت

 /ّيمدق ىلع ًادرو ْعَضَو

Lal نايسنلا ره‎ by Saat 
 ‎ٌُدراطت ‎ &yةبسانملاب ًءافتحا تيبلا

 ‎ويديفلا ةفرغو ريرسلا يف .ةديعسلا

 ‎/اهخبطمو ءيواخلا اهنولاص يفو

 ىلع ٌباصنأ .ُنايسنلا وه ٌباصنأو
 ٌيزنوُربلا رجّشلا ةئيه ذخأت تاقرطلا

wort!روقصلاو حئادملاب ‏/ 

 ‏yb «Ad! Go لاخ ٌفحتمو
 ةيادبلا نم ٌةاقتنملا لوصفلا يوري
 يضاملا ٌركذتت نأ :ُنايسنلا وه اذه

Voةياكحلا يف َدَعلا 3345 ‏ 
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This Is Forgetfulness 

This is forgetfulness around you: billboards 
awakening the past, urging remembrance. Reining in 
the speeding time at traffic lights, 

and closing up the squares / 

A marble statue is forgetfulness. A statue 
staring at you: Stand up as I do to look like me. 

And place roses on my feet / 

A hackneyed song is forgetfulness. A song 
chasing the housewife in celebration of the happy 
occasion, in the bed and in the VCR room, 

and in her vacant salon, and in her kitchen / 

And a monument is forgetfulness. Monuments 
on the roads shaped like bronze trees 
adorned with eulogies and eagles / 

And a museum empty of tomorrow, cold, 

narrating the seasons already chosen from the start. 

This is forgetfulness: that you remember the past 

and not remember tomorrow in the story 
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You'll Be Forgotten, As If You Never Were 

You'll be forgotten, as if you never were. 
Like a bird’s violent death 
or an abandoned church you'll be forgotten, 
like a passing love 
and a rose in the night ... forgotten 

I am for the road ... There are those whose footsteps preceded mine 

and those whose vision dictated mine. There are those 
who scattered speech on their accord to enter the story 

or to illuminate to others who will follow them 
a lyrical trace ... and a speculation 

You'll be forgotten, as if you never were 
a person, or a text ... forgotten 

I walk guided by insight, I might 
give the story a biographical narrative. Vocabulary 
governs me and I govern it. I am its shape 
and it is the free transfiguration. But what I'd say has already been said. 
A passing tomorrow precedes me. I am the king of echo. 
My only throne is the margin. And the road 

is the way. Maybe the forefathers forgot to describe 
something, I might nudge in it a memory and a sense 

You'll be forgotten, as if you never were 

news, or a trace ... forgotten 

I am for the road ... There are those whose footsteps 
walk upon mine, those who will follow me to my vision. 
Those who will recite eulogies to the gardens of exile, 
in front of the house, free of worshipping yesterday, 
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free of my metonymy and my language, and only then 
will I testify that I’m alive 
and free 
when I'm forgotten! 
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As for Me, I Say to My Name 

As for me, I say to my name: Let me be 

and get away from me, I’ve been fed up since I spoke 
and since your adjectives grew! Take your adjectives and test 

another ... I carried you when we were able to 
cross the river united, “you me,” although I didn’t 
choose you my saluki loyal shadow, the fathers 
chose you as a good omen to search for meaning. 
But they didn’t question what might happen to the one named 
when the name becomes cruel, or when it dictates to him 

his speech and makes him its subject ... so where am I? 

And where are my little aches and my little tales? 
A woman sits with my name without 
listening to the fraternity between animal 
and man in my body, and tells me 
her love story, so I say: If you give me your little 
hand I’ll become like a garden. Then she says: 
That’s not what I mean, I wanted 

a poetic advice. And the students stare 
at my name, disinterested in me when I pass 
as if I were the one prying. And a reader 
looks into my name, then gives his opinion: I love 

its barefooted Christ, but as for his personal poetry 

of describing fog, I don’t! ... Then he asks me: 

Why were you glancing at me in mockery? I say: 

I was in dialogue with my name: whether I’m an adjective? 

So he says: How is that my concern? 

As for me, I say to my name: Give me 

back what’s been lost of my freedom! 
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Dream, What Is It? 

Dream, what is it? 

What is it this nothing this 
time’s passerby, 
this splendid as a star in the beginning of love, 
delicious as a woman’s image 
massaging her breast in the sun? / 

What is it? I can barely see it before 

it disappears in yesterday / 
It is neither a reality that I might live its gravity and its levity 

nor the opposite that I might fly free 
in the space of speculation / 
What is it, what is it this nothing, this frail 
this endless, the feeble, the internal 

visitor, the volatile, the scattered, 

the renewing and numerously shapeless? 

What is it? Neither palpable nor touchable / 

Nor does it extend a hand to the confused and yearning 

so what is it this secretive, 

this perplexed, cautious, and perplexing? / 
When I await its visit self-assured 

it breaks me and exits as a pearl 

rolling its light, 
and says to me: Don’t wait for me 
if you want me to visit 
don’t wait for me! 
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Now, When You Awaken, Remember 

Now, when you awaken, remember the swan’s last 

dance. Did you dance with cherubs 
while you were dreaming? Did the butterfly illuminate you 
when it burned with the eternal light of the rose? Did 
the phoenix appear to you clearly ... and did it call you 
by name? Did you see the dawn rise 
out of your beloved’s fingers? And did you touch the dream 
by hand, or did you let the dream dream alone, 
when you became aware of your absence suddenly? 
This isn’t how the dreamers vacate their sleep, 
they become incandescent, 
and complete their lives in the dream ... 
Tell me how you lived your dream 
in some place, and I'll tell you who you are 

And now, when you awaken, remember: 

did you mistreat your sleep? 
If you did, then remember 
the swan’s last dance! 
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The Shadow 

The shadow, neither male nor female, 

ashen, even if I set it on fire ... 

It follows me, it grows then shrinks. 
I was walking. It was walking. 

I sat. It sat. 

I ran. It ran. 

I said: Let me trick it and take off my koh] coat 
it copied me, and took off its ashen coat ... 

I turned onto the side road 
it turned onto the side road. 

I said: Let me trick it and walk out of my city’s sunset 

then I saw it walking ahead of me 
into the sunset of another city ... 
I said: I’ll come back leaning on two crutches 
then it returned leaning on two crutches. 

So I said: I’ll carry it on my shoulders, 

but it resisted ... 
I said: Then, I’ll follow it to deceive it. 

I'll follow this parrot of shapes and mock it 

copying what copies me 
for the like to stumble on the like 

and I would not see it, nor it see me. 
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Nothing Pleases Me 

Nothing pleases me 
the traveler on the bus says— Not the radio 
or the morning newspaper, nor the citadels on the hills. 

I want to cry / 
The driver says: Wait until you get to the station, 
then cry alone all you want / 
A woman says: Me too. Nothing 

pleases me. I guided my son to my grave, 
he liked it and slept there, without saying goodbye / 
A college student says: Nor does anything 

please me. I studied archaeology but didn’t 
find identity in stone. Am I 

really me? / 
And a soldier says: Me too. Nothing 
pleases me. I always besiege a ghost 

besieging me / 
The edgy driver says: Here we are 
almost near our last stop, get ready 

to get off ... / 
Then they scream: We want what’s beyond the station, 

keep going! 
As for myself I say: Let me off here. 1 am 

like them, nothing pleases me, but I’m worn out 

from travel. 
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He’s Calm, and I Am Too 

He’s calm, and I am too 

he’s drinking tea with lemon, 
and I’m drinking coffee, 
this is the difference between us. 
He’s wearing, as I am, a baggy striped shirt 
and I’m reading, as he is, the evening newspaper. 

He doesn’t see me when I steal a glance, 
I don’t see him when he steals a glance, 
he’s calm, and I am too. 

He asks the waiter something, 
I ask the waiter something ... 
A black cat passes between us, 
I pet its night’s fur 
and he pets its night’s fur ... 
I don’t say to him: The sky was clear today 

and more blue. 
He doesn’t say to me: The sky was clear today. 

He’s the seen and the seer 
I’m the seen and the seer. 
I move my left leg 
he moves his right leg. 
I hum a song’s melody 
he hums a song with a similar melody. 
I think: Is he the mirror I see myself in? 

Then I look toward his eyes, 

but I don’t see him ... 
I leave the café in a hurry. 
I think: Maybe he’s a killer, or maybe 
he’s a passerby who thinks I'm a killer 

He’s frightened, and I am too! 
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Describing Clouds 

I'd have to be really quick 
to describe clouds, 

because in a second 
they become another 

WISLAWA SZYMBORSKA 

Describing clouds is a talent I wasn’t given ... 
Iam walking on a mountain and looking from a height 
toward the clouds, as they hang from the lapis orbit 

light and diaphanous, 
like cotton ginned by wind, 
like a white idea about the meaning of existence. 
Perhaps some gods would refine the story of creation 

“No final shape for this universe ... 
no history of shapes ...” 
I am looking from a height, and I see the bursting of shape 

out of the frivolity of no-shape: 
the bird feathers sprout in the white stag horns, 

the human face appears 
out of a marine bird’s wing ... 
The clouds sketch us in their manner 

and the faces get mixed up with the vision, 

nothing is complete nor anyone, because in a moment 

your new image will become the image of the tiger 

wounded by the wind’s scepter ... 
Unknown painters are still in front of you 
playing, and drawing the absolute eternal, 

white, like clouds on the wall of the universe ... 

And the poets build homes with clouds 

then move on ... 
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For each sense there is an image, 

and for each time there is a cloud, 

but clouds have short lives in the wind, 

like the temporary eternal in poems, 
which neither vanishes nor lasts ... 

It’s my good fortune that I am walking on a mountain 
looking from a height 
toward the clouds ... 
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 طسو يدشرم ‏Jb نيأ .ُةَهاتَملا

 ينتيل ؟ةمايقلا ىلإ قيرطلا ىلع ماحزلا
 ,ةنيدملا روس يف نينوللا نكاد ميدق رجح
 روعشاللا يف ٌنعاط ‏Sguly قانتسك

 تيلو .لالظلا ليوأتو يراوز هاجت

 يفلخ ريسلل ًائطوم عِراَضَملا لعفلل
 نيأ .نيمدقلا ‏le «يمامأ وأ

 نيأ ؟ىدملا جَرَد ىلإ يناثلا يقيرط

 ؟قيرطلا ىلإ ٌقيرطلا نيأ ؟ىَدَسلا
 لعفلا ىَطُخ ىلع نيرئاسلا ءُنَحَن نيأو
 ٌرْيَخ انمالك ؟نحن نيأ :عراضملا

 ٌعوارملا ُدَبْزلاو ,رحبلا مامأ ًادتْبُمو
 ‏So) de طاقنلا وه مالكلا يف
 قوف ًائطوم عراضملا لعفلل تيلف
 ... فيصرلا
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A Noun Sentence 

A noun sentence, no verb 
to it or in it: to the sea the scent of the bed 
after making love ... a salty perfume 
or a sour one. A noun sentence: my wounded joy 
like the sunset at your strange windows. 
My flower green like the phoenix. My heart exceeding 

my need, hesitant between two doors: 

entry a joke, and exit 
a labyrinth. Where is my shadow—my guide amid 
the crowdedness on the road to judgment day? And I 

as an ancient stone of two dark colors in the city wall, 
chestnut and black, a protruding insensitivity 
toward my visitors and the interpretation of shadows. Wishing 
for the present tense a foothold for walking behind me 
or ahead of me, barefoot. Where 

is my second road to the staircase of expanse? Where 
is futility? Where is the road to the road? 
And where are we, the marching on the footpath of the present 

tense, where are we? Our talk a predicate 
and a subject before the sea, and the elusive foam 
of speech the dots on the letters, 
wishing for the present tense a foothold 
on the pavement ... 
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 ءاشت ام لق

dsفورحلا ىلع طاقنلا َعَض .ءاشت ام ‏. 
 ,ٌتاملكلا َدَلوُتل فورحلا عم فورحلا عَض
 .مالكلا ءىدتبيو .ًةحضاوو ٌةضماغ

 ىلع زاجملا عَض .زاجملا ىلع مالكلا عض
 .ديعبلا هتُلَت ىلع َلايخلا عَض .لايخلا

 عاقيإلا ُدَلوُيَس ... ديعبلا ىلع َديعبلا عض
 ءاقل نم ةبيرغلا ِرَوُصلا كِئاََت دنع
 ‏SEL] يلايخلا عم ّيعقاولا

 + هج: ةليصق اتبع لفن
 !الك

 ًاصقان وأ ًادئاز ًاحلم كانه َّلعل
 ‏Ody ELE Bole لعل .تادرفملا يف

 ًارسن لعل .لالظلا ةَلَداَعُم يف
 ‏!al Jad Sled ىلعأ يف تام

 اهتحابتساف ةيانكلا يف ْتْفخ زمرلا
 .لايخلا شير ىلع ْتَلُقَت اهّلعل .خايرلا
 ‏Jay ًاديج زكفي مل َكَبلق لعل
 ,ةديصقلاف .كجري امب ٌسحُي مل َكَركف

dog}يف مّيخت ءيضاملا ُةنباو دغلا ‏ 
 / مالكلاو ةباتكلا نيب ضماغ ناكم

Sued CoS لهف‎ 
 !الك
 ؟َتبتك اذام «ْنذإ

Cusًايعماج ًاسرد ‏ 
die ett! Cel,ٌتفرع ‏ 

 !ثلزتعاو ... ةديصقلا ءايميك
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Say What You Want 

Say what you want. Put the dots on the letters. 
Put the letters with the letters for words to be born, 

mysterious and clear, and for speech to begin. 
Put speech on metaphor. Metaphor on 
imagination. And imagination on its looking around the far. 
Put the far on the far ... cadence will be born 
when strange images interlace through the meeting 

of the real with the peevish imaginary / 

Have you written a poem? 

No! 

Perhaps there is too much or too little salt 

in the vocabulary. Perhaps an incident created an imbalance 

in the equation of shadows. Perhaps an eagle 
died in mountainous heights. Or the land 

of symbols weighed less in metonymy so it got pillaged 

by the wind. Perhaps it became too heavy for imagination’s feathers. 

Perhaps your heart could have thought better, and perhaps 

your thought didn’t sense what shakes you. Because the poem, 

tomorrow’s wife and daughter of the past, camps out 

in a mysterious place between writing and speech / 

So have you written a poem? 

No! 

What have you written? 
I have written a paper, 
then I retired from poetry when I knew 

the chemistry of the poem ... I withdrew! 
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 ًارعش خيراتلا بتكت ال

 وه خالسلاف ًارعش َخيراتلا بتكت ال

 ةشعرب ُباَصَُي ال خرؤملاو .ٌحُرؤملا
acu!يْعْضُي الو هاياحض ىَمَس اذإ ‏ 

 ُتاّيموي خيراتلاو .راتيجلا ةّيدرس ىلإ
 ‏«Sp .انداسجأ ىلع ‏dig ةحلسأ

 سيلو .«ٌيوقلا وه ّيرقبعلا يذلا
 ىلإ نينحلاب ٌرعْشَنل ٌةفطاع خيراتلل
 مامألا ام فرعنل ٌدَصَك الو ءانتيادب

de Slel jul Vo ... elygll Log 

Dig «Goll G84 Ato ككس‎ 
log lio Ly Glo! dad bb Gyo 

 ‎ glob Liss.ةجراخو ةنم انّنأك

 ٌرسكنل يهيدب وأ ّيقطنم وه الف
 .ديعسلا نمزلا نع انتفارخ نم ىَقَبَت ام

GIS Voباوبأ دنع ةماقإلاب ىضرنل ‏ 
 زاركتو ..انجراخو انيف ُهّنِإ .ةمايقلا

go Geeيووُنلا قعاصلا ىتح عالقملا ‏. 
 له ... فّدَه الب هعنصنو انعنصي

 نأل ءانئش امك ْدَلوُي مل خيراتلا

 ‏Hes م يرشبلا ّنئاكلا
 ... كانه نم اور َنوناتفو ٌةَفسالف

 جسفنبلا راهزأ تاّيموي ءارعشلا نودو
 ءارقفلا قّدصو ...كانه نم اورم مث

 ... كانه اورظتناو سودرفلا نع ًارابخأ

 انتيهولأ نم ةعيبطلا ذاقنإل ٌدهلآ ءاجو
 خيراتلل سيلو .كانه نم اوُرَمو

ob 25ٌةآرم خيراتلل سيل ‏ 

 يعقاو ال ٌعقاو وه .ٌرفاس ُةَجَوَو
 .هبتكت الف ,يلايخ ال ٌلايخ وأ
 !ًارعش هبتكت ال ,هبتكت ال

-3 OF 

258 MAHMOUD DARWISH 



Don’t Write History as Poetry 

Don’t write history as poetry, because the weapon is 
the historian. And the historian doesn’t get fever 
chills when he names his victims, and doesn’t listen 

to the guitar’s rendition. And history is the dailiness 
of weapons prescribed upon our bodies. “The 
intelligent genius is the mighty one.” And history 
has no compassion that we can long for our 
beginning, and no intention that we can know what’s ahead 
and what’s behind ... and it has no rest stops 
by the railroad tracks for us to bury the dead, for us to look 

toward what time has done to us over there, and what 

we've done to time. As if we were of it and outside it. 
History is not logical or intuitive that we can break 
what is left of our myth about happy times, 
nor is it a myth that we can accept our dwelling at the doors 

of judgment day. It is in us and outside us ... and a mad 

repetition, from the catapult to the nuclear thunder. 

Aimlessly we make it and it makes us ... Perhaps 
history wasn’t born as we desired, because 
the Human Being never existed? 
Philosophers and artists passed through there ... 

and the poets wrote down the dailiness of their purple flowers 

then passed through there ... and the poor believed 

in sayings about paradise and waited there ... 

and gods came to rescue nature from our divinity 

and passed through there. And history has no 

time for contemplation, history has no mirror 

and no bare face. It is unreal reality 
or unfanciful fancy, so don’t write it. 
Don't write it, don’t write it as poetry! 
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 ؟ءاضيبلا ةميغلا تابه نم ىَقْبَيَس اذام

 ْناَسَليب ُةَرْهَر
 ؟ءاقرزلا ةجوملا ذاّدر نم ىقبيس اذام

 نامزلا ٌحاقيإ
 ؟ءارضخلا ةركفلا فيزن نم ىقبيس اذام

 نايدنسلا قور يف ًءام
 ؟ٌبحلا £903 ‏Ge ئقبسااذام
 ْناوجرألا يف معان مشو

 ؟ىنعم نع ثحبلا رابُع نم ىقبيس اذام
 ناوفنعلا قيرط

 ىربكلا ةلحرلا ٍقيرط نم ىقبيس اذام
 ؟لوهجملا ىلإ
 ناس وفات ةيضاالكإ
 ؟ملحلا بارس نم ىقبيس اذام

GUS fe cloud! 587‏ 
 ؟ءيشاللاب ءيشلا ءاقل نم ىقبيس اذام

 نامألاب ةهولألا ساسحإ
 ؟يبرعلا رعاشلا مالك نم ىقبيس اذام

Liss 35 ds glaناخد نم ‏ 

 ؟َتْنَأ َكمالك نم ىقبيس اذام

 !ناكملا ةركاذل يرورض ٌنايسن

MAHMOUD DARWISH 260 



What Will Remain? 

What will remain of the white cloud’s offering? 
—An elderberry blossom 
What will remain of the blue wave’s drizzle? 

—The cadence of time 
What will remain of the hemorrhage of a green idea? 
— Water in holm oak veins 

What will remain of the tears of love? 
—A soft tattoo in violet 
What will remain of the dust of searching for a meaning? 

—The path of ardor 
What will remain of the road of the great journey to the unknown? 

—The traveler's song to the horse 
What will remain of dream’s mirage? 

—The sky’s trace on the violin 
What will remain of thing meeting with nothing? 
—Divinity’s sense of security 
What will remain of the Arabic poet’s speech? 

—A chasm ... and a thread of smoke 
What will remain of your own speech? 
—A necessary forgetfulness of the memory of place! 
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 كمسا ٌفرعأ ال

Ets le new O‏ 
 ٌةلازغ تسل

 ‏L533 الو .الك 0

 ‏dole (Ath) تسلو

 ٌةيروخ الو 0
 ؟كممسا ام ؟تنأ ْنَم

 ينتيمس ام ّنوكأل ءينُمَس [ل
 حير ينّنأل .عيطتسأ ال
 ام ضرأ ءامسأللو يلثم ٌةبيرغ تنأو

Heol daioنارستما ‏ 

 ؟َكَمسا ام ‏!low ٌفرعأ ال 6
 اهَبَرَقَأ ءامسألا نم يراتخا

 يف ْنكَأ ينيُمَس .نايسنلا ىلإ
 !ينتْيَمَس ام ليللا اذه لهأ
 ٌةرفاسم ٌةأرما يننأل عيطتسأ ال 6

 ‏jie» رفاسم تنأو .حير ىلع

 حضاو ٌتْيَبو ‏Able ءامسأللو

 ... «ءيش ال» انأ ءنذإف

 :«ذحأ ال» تلاق

gine اهلُك كتاهج.‎ go dab 
Go Hedام ًائيش نوكتل .اهّلُك قاهج ‏ 

 ...ةايحلا نع نيثحاب يضمنو

 ‏dle ٌةايحلا :«ءيش ال» لاقف

 !ٌةليمج ةايحلا ... َكَعَم
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I Don’t Know Your Name 

—I don’t know your name 
—Call me whatever you want 
— You're not a gazelle 
—No. And not a mare either 

—And you're not an exile dove 
—Nor a mermaid 
—Who are you? What’s your name? 
—Give me a name, and I’ll become what you name me 
—I cannot, because I am a wind 

and you're a stranger like me, and names have lands 
—Then, I am “No one” 

—I don’t know your name, what’s your name? 
—Choose among the names the closest 

to forgetfulness. Give me a name and I'll become 

in this night’s lot what you name me! 

—I cannot, because I am a woman traveling 
on a wind. And you're a traveler like me, 

and names have families and distinct homes 

—Then, I am “Nothing”... 

“No one” said: 

I'll fill your name up with desire. My body 

gathers you from all of your directions. My body 

embraces you from all of my directions, for you to become something, 

and we can go on searching for life ... 

Then “Nothing” said: Life is beautiful 

with you ... life is beautiful! 
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 ءاسملا يف يه

 ‏Log ءاسملا يف يه

 ...اهلثم ٌديحو انأو

 يوتشلا معطملا يف اهعومش نيبو ينيب
 ‏Lia Say] ءيش ال] ناتغراف ناتلواط
 اهارأ ذإ ءينارت ال يه

noاهردص نم ًةدرو ٌفطقت ‏ 
 ينارت ذإ ءاهارأ ال كلذك انأو

 ... ٌةَلِبُق يذيبن نم ٌفشرأ نيح
 اهزبخ 38 ‏y يه

 ءاما قيرأ ال كلذك انأو

{so ELI Bes 
 [انَوْفَص رّدكي ءيش الآ
 اهلاَمَح مامأ انأو ءاهدخو يه

 ؟ُةَساَسَهلا انْدَحَوُت ال اذا .يدحو

 ‏ يسفن يف تلق
 ؟اهّديبن ٌقوذأ ال اذام

 اهارأ ذإ ينارت ال يه
 ... اهقاس نع اهّقاس عقرت نيح
 ينارت ذإ ءاهارأ ال كلذك انأو

 يعم اهجعزي ءيش ال
 نآلا نحنف «ينجعزي ءيش ال

 ... نايسنلا يف نامجسنم

 ًايهش ‏Bde de JS ءانؤاشع ناك
 َقَرْزَأ ليللا ٌتْوَص ناك
 اهدحو يه الو ءيدحو نكأ ¢

 ٍروّلِبلا ىلإ يغصن ًاعم انك

[LLY aS [ءيش ال‎ 
 :لوقت ال يه
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She's Alone in the Evening 

She’s alone in the evening, 
and I am alone as she is ... 
Between her candles and me in the winter restaurant 
are two vacant tables (nothing disturbs our silence). 

She doesn’t see me, when I see her 

picking a rose from her chest 
and I also don’t see her, when she sees me 

sipping from my wine a kiss ... 
She doesn’t crumble her bread 
and I also don’t spill the water 

on the paper tablecloth 
(nothing disturbs our clarity). 
She’s alone, and I am in front of her beauty 
alone. Why doesn’t delicacy unite us? 
I say to myself— 
Why don’t I taste her wine? 
She doesn’t see me, when I see her 

uncrossing her legs ... 
And I also don’t see her, when she sees me 

taking off my coat ... 
Nothing bothers her when she’s with me 

nothing bothers me, because we are now 
harmonious in forgetfulness ... 
Our dinner was, separately, delicious 

the night sound was blue 
I wasn’t alone, and neither was she alone 

we were together listening to the crystal 

(nothing fractures our night). 
She doesn’t say: | 
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 نع ا

gus583 ‏ 
 :لوقأ ال كلذك انأو

 6,53 ‏quel) بحلا

 ... كلذك ودبي هنكل
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Love is born a living creature 
before it becomes an idea. 

And I also don't say: 
Love has become an idea 

But it seems like it ... 
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 راظتنالا 3

 دصرب سوه ينبيصُي ءراظتنالا يف
 اهتبيقح ْثَيِسَن امبَر :ةريثكلا تالامتحالا
 يناونع عاضف .راطقلا يف ةريغصلا
 اهتيهش تعطقناف .لومحملا ٌفتاهلا عاضو

 /فيفخلا رطملا نم هل ٌبيصن ال :تلاقو

yh ERE Lesةلحر وأ ءىراط ‏ 

 ْتَلَصّناو .سمشلا روزت يل بونجلا وحن

 دقف «حابصلا يف ِينْدِجَت م نكلو
 نيتجاجزو انئاسمل اينيدراغ يرتشأل ٌتِجَرَخ
 ‏١ /ذيبنلا نم

 ىلع ميدقلا جؤوزلا ‏!gs Calis امبرو

 ىرت الأ ‏andl ob SUI نوؤُش
ledigs Seyتايركذلا ِعْنُصِب ‏/ 

 قيرطلا يف يسكاتب ٌتَمَّدَطصا امبرو
 .اهترَجَم يف بكاوك تأفطناف لإ
 /ساعنلاو ءىّدهملاب َجَلاَعُت تلاز امو

Leysاهجورخ لبق ةآرملا ىلإ ثرظن ‏ 

 نيتريبك نيتصاجأ تسسحتو ءاهسفن نم

 :ثددرتو ْتَدهْنتف ءاهريرح ناجْوَمُت
 /ياوس ّدحأ يتثونأ ٌقحتسي له

wre ASSlas ne Leys 
 ىلإ ُهَتَقْقارف .هنم ‏BE & قباس

 /ءاشعلا
ile Les 

 «يلثم ,ةأجف قشعي توملا َّنِإف
 راظتنالا بحي ال ءيلثم ّتوملا َّنِإو
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While Waiting 

While waiting, I become obsessed with observing 
the many possibilities: maybe she forgot her small 
suitcase on the train, and my address got lost 

and her mobile phone got lost, so she lost her appetite 
and said: No share of the light drizzle for him / 
Or maybe she got busy with an urgent matter or a journey 

to the south to visit the sun, and called 

but didn’t find me in the morning, because 
I had gone to buy some gardenia for our evening 

and two bottles of wine / 
Or maybe she was in dispute with her ex-husband 
over matters of memory, and she swore not to see 

another man who might threaten her with making memories / 

Or maybe she crashed into a taxi on the way 

to see me, which extinguished some planets in her galaxy. 

And she is still being treated with tranquilizers and sleep / 

Or maybe she looked in the mirror before going out 

of herself, felt two large pears 

making waves on her silk, then sighed and hesitated: 

Does anyone else other than myself deserve my womanhood / 

Or maybe she ran, by coincidence, into an old 

love she hadn’t healed from, and joined him for dinner / 

Or maybe she died, 
because death loves suddenly, like me, 

and death, like me, doesn’t love waiting 
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 يريغ تنك ول

 ثفتلا اب «قيرطلا يف يريغ ُتْنُك ول
 رفاسملا لاق ام ُتلُقَل ءءارولا ىلإ
 يظقيأ !ٌةبيرغ اي :ةبيرغلا ةرفاسملل
 قيرطلا ‏dead USE يئجرأ ٍ!َرْكأ راتيجلا

 نم وجننف ءانل ًءاضفلا ٌعسّتيو ءانب
 انأ مكو ..تنأ تنأ مك :ًاعم انتياكح
 !انه اه كمامأ يريغ

 «قيرطلا ىلإ ٌثيمتنال يريغ ُتْنُك ول
 راتيجلا يظقيأ .يدوعت نلو دوعأ نلف
 يِوُغُت يتلا ةهجلاو لوهجملا سّسحتن يك
 الإ انأ ام .ةيبذاجلا رابتخاب رفاسملا

 .ًاعم يتيواهو يتلصوب تنأو ءٌياَطُخ

ont ES 5)ُتْنُكل ءقيرطلا يف ‏ 
 ي «ةبيقحلا يف ٌفطاوعلا ٌتيفخأ

Alay ALS Sale gales lags 
«SSH نم ىوقأ ...ًةفيفخو ٌةّيديرجت‎ 

 2 27- سل اع هه

Ole yo Gableٌتْلُقَلَو ءىدنلا ‏: 

 !ىدملا اذه يتّيوُه َّنِإ

 ُتلُقَل «قيرطلا يف يريغ ُتْنُك ول
 !يفاضإ ٍرَثَو ىلع ينْبَرَد :راتيجلل
 ‏ ّلمجأ هيلإ قيرطلاو ءُدعبأ َتيبلا نإ
 املك ‏ ٌةديدجلا يتينغأ لوقتس اذكه

 نينث أ ٌثرصو «ىنعملا دّدجت قيرطلا لاط
 !يريغو ... انأ :قيرطلا اذه يف
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If I Were Another 

If I were another on the road, I would not have looked 

back, I would have said what one traveler said 

to another: Stranger! awaken 
the guitar more! Delay our tomorrow so our road 

may extend and space may widen for us, and we may get rescued 

from our story together: you are so much yourself ... and I am 

so much other than myself right here before you! 

If I were another I would have belonged to the road, 
neither you nor I would return. Awaken the guitar 
and we might sense the unknown and the route that tempts 
the traveler to test gravity. I am only 

my steps, and you are both my compass and my chasm. 

If I were another on the road, I would have 

hidden my emotions in the suitcase, so my poem 

would be of water, diaphanous, white, 

abstract, and lightweight ... stronger than memory, 
and weaker than dewdrops, and I would have said: 
My identity is this expanse! 

If I were another on the road, I would have said 

to the guitar: Teach me an extra string! 

Because the house is farther, and the road to it prettier— 

that’s what my new song would say. Whenever 

the road lengthens the meaning renews, and I become two 

on this road: I ... and another! 
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 نم ًالاس ينْتَعَجْرَأ .سنوتل ًاركش
yeeحرسملا يف اهئاسن نيب ٌتيكبف ‏ 

gal go Gallتاملكلا نم ىنعم ا ‏. 
eds] bsعدوي امك ريخألا ٌفيصلا ‏ 

 ٌبتكأس ‏Ile 4058 ٌةينغأ رعاش
 ؟ٌتببحأ اذإ ... ىرخأ ةبيبحل اهدعب

 ‏dies يتغل يف .رحبلا ٌراَوُذ يتَعَل يف
 الو ,ةحبكت جاطرق ال ‏jg Ye ضماغ

de Lie gages! yl! bos‏ 
 ًةديدجلا يتميخ ُثْبَصَنو ءِسَرْوَن ةريتو
 ًالصف انهه ٌبتكأس .يوامس ِرَدَحْنُم قوف
 ٌةيروطسأ :رحبلا حيدم يف ًاديدج
 شدخت ءاقرز ٌةَجْوَم يبلقو ءيتغل
 ام ءرحب اي ءينطغُت ال» :ٌةرخص

 نكت الو .ديشنلا نم قحتسأ ال
 ... «!ديشنلا نم ‏Jai وأ ‏sl i058 ءاي

 «ٌيدبألا انلوهجم ىلإ يتَتْل يب ٌريطت
 ْنإ :نيتهج نم روسكملا رضاحلا فلخ

 ‏He ISH ْموُدَس ظقوت كءارو رظنت

 ظقوت ‏Halal رظنت نإو ...هتئيطخ
fe stu!ينعبتاو ...نيتهجلا َةَعْذَل زذحاف ‏. 

 نيب سنوت دنع ٌثكمأس :اهل لوقأ

pte tin eV‏ 
 ءاهغدوُأ اذنأ اهو .ىفنملاك ّيافنم

 «ينحرجي ليللا ُكسم ... رحبلا ءاوه ينحرجيف

Lieينحرجي سانلا مالك ىلع نيمسايلا ‏» 
 ... سلدنألا يحاوض ىلإ يبلوللا قيرطلا يف ُلُمأتلا ينحرجيو
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Thanks to Tunis 

Thanks to Tunis. She brought me back safely 
from her love, so I cried amid her women in the public 
auditorium when meaning slipped out of the words. 
I was bidding the last summer farewell as a poet bids 
a love eulogy farewell: What will I write 
after her to another lover ... if I love another? 
In my language, there is seasickness. In my language there is 
a mysterious departure from Tyre. Neither Carthage reins it in, nor 

the wind of the southern barbarians. I came 
in a seagull’s fashion, and pitched my new tent 

on a heavenly slope. Right here I'll write 
a new chapter in the eulogies to the sea: mythic 
is my language, and my heart a blue wave grazing 
a rock: “Don’t give me, O sea, what I don’t deserve 

of song. And don't be, O sea, more or less than song!” ... 

My language takes me in flight to our eternal unknown, 

behind a present broken on two sides: If 
you look behind you Sodom will awaken the place 
to its sin ... and if you look ahead you will awaken 

history, so beware of the sting on either side ... and follow me. 

I tell it: My stay in Tunis is between 
two ranks: my home here is not my home, nor 

is my exile like exile. So here I am bidding her farewell, 

and the sea air wounds me ... the night’s musk wounds me, 

and the jasmine necklace in the words people say wounds me, 

and also the contemplation in the spiral path to the suburbs of the Andalus 

wounds me ... 
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 روجهملا حرسم ا يف دعقم يل

 يف روجهملا حرسملا يف دعم يب
a gaal 33 Sowٌركذتأ دقو ‏ 

 ءيشل ال ... ٍنينح الب َريخألا ّلصفلا

 ةبوتكم نكت مل ةّيحرسم ا َّنأل لب
 ... ةراهمب

 ىضوف
 ٌةيتاذ ٌةريسو ءنيسئايلا برح تاّيمويك
 مُهَصوَصُت نوقْزَمي نوُلُثَمُم .نيجرفتملا زئارغل
 ٌدوهشلا نحن ءاننيب فلؤملا نع نوشّتفيو
 .اندعاقم ىلع نيسلاجلا
 .كحالس رهشُت ال :نانفلا يراجل لوقأ

 ‏Wb َتنك اذإ الإ ءُرظتناو
 لد
 ؟ُفّلْؤْلا تنأ لهو :ينلأسيو

Sites 

 ًالطب نك :لوقأ .نيقئاخ سلجنو
 حضاو ريصم نم وجنتل ًايدايح
 دهشملا يف ًالَجَبم تومي ٌلطَب ال :لوقيف
 ٌتيرجأ امبر .ةّيقبلا رظتنأس .يناثلا
 ٌتحلصأ امبرو .لوصفلا دحأ ىلع ًاليدعت

aio leيقوخإب ٌديدحلا ‏ 
 13$( َتنأ :لوقأف

 نادهاشو ناعم نافّلؤم َتنأو انأ 7

 جرفتم انأ ؟ينأش ام :لوقأ
 الو ... ةيواه باب يف ٌجّرفتم ال :لوقيف

Jolراتخت نأ كيلعو .انه ٌيدايح ‏ 

 ةياهنلا يف َكرود
 ؟ةيادبلا ام «ةيادبلا ىنصقنت :لوقأف
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I Have a Seat in the Abandoned Theater 

I have a seat in the abandoned theater 
in Beirut. I might forget, and I might recall 
the final act without longing ... not because of anything 
other than that the play was not written 

skillfully ... 
Chaos 

as in the war days of those in despair, and an autobiography 

of the spectators’ impulse. The actors were tearing up their scripts 

and searching for the author among us, we the witnesses 

sitting in our seats 

I tell my neighbor the artist: Don’t draw your weapon, 

and wait, unless you're the author! 

—No 

Then he asks me: And you are you the author? 

—No 

So we sit scared. I say: Be a neutral 

hero to escape from an obvious fate 

He says: No hero dies revered in the second 

scene. I will wait for the rest. Maybe I would 

revise one of the acts. And maybe I would mend 

what the iron has done to my brothers 

So I say: It is you then? 

He responds: You and I are two masked authors and two masked 

witnesses 

I say: How is this my concern? I’m a spectator 

He says: No spectators at chasm’s door ... and no 

one is neutral here. And you must choose 

your part in the end 

So I say: I’m missing the beginning, what’s the beginning? 
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phe 

 .ماحزلا طسو انأ ْنَم ٌفرعأ :ماشلا يف

 .يلع ...ةأرم أ دي يف الألت ٌرَمَق ينْلُدَي

 ةييقشابلا عمق ‏Lbs pao وكب
 وكانا ‏Gop bby .مان مث

 ‏de 98 ٌرعش ‏iis .ةروسكم
 ‏Soles ليوطلا = ةياهن دنع كانه

 ‏Ol dope نم «ٌةعمش ُدقوُيَس يلثم
Gainٌةناَحْيَر ينُلُدَت .مالظلا هتءابع نع ‏ 

 .ماخرلا تاكو قوملا ىلع اهلئادج تخرأ

 ‏oes Ltt Te Seth نوكي انه»
 ‏[Gel مأ اوناك نيِيرْذُع ,ءارعشلا
 8915 ‏el اوناك َنييْفَوَص

 اذإ :يلع
 دجت فلتخاف ءَكَسفن تفرع َتْفَلَتْخ أ

AISIَكْئِرْقُيو ًافاَقش زوللا روهز ىلع ‏ 
 ,ماشلا يف انأ انأ .مالسلا يوامسلا
 ادي يدغو انأ .يحبَش الو يِهبَش ال

 ماشلا يف .رئاط يحانج يف ُفرْكَرُ ديب
ably Le galةلازغلا نْضح يف ‏ 

 ليللاو اهراهن نيب قرف ال .ًايشام
assضرأ كانه .مامحلا لاغشأ ‏ 

dle glٌةيراغ ٌريست'ءامسلا 389 ‏ 
 9 ماشلا ‏Jal نيب نكسَتو
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In Syria 

In Syria, I know who | am in the crowd. 
A moon glittering in a woman’s hand guides me ... to me. 
A stone after ablution in the jasmine’s tears guides me 
then sleeps. The impoverished Barada guides me like a broken 

cloud. And a heroic poetry guides me to me: 
there at the end of the long tunnel besieged 
like me he will light a candle, from his wound, so you can see him 

shake the darkness off his aba. A basil plant that loosened 
its braids over the dead guides me and warms up the marble. 

“Here death is a sleeping love” and the poets 

chaste be they or licentious, 
Sufi or atheist, 

guide me to me: If 
you differ you know yourself, so differ to find 

speech diaphanous on almond blossoms, and for the heavenly 

to bestow on you salaam. I am me in Syria, 

none is my like or my ghost. My tomorrow and I are hand 

in hand fluttering in a bird’s wings. In Syria 
I walk in my sleep, I sleep in the gazelle’s lap 

walking. No difference between its night and day 

except for some pigeons running their errands. There 

the land of dream is high, but the sky walks naked 

and resides among the people of Syria ... 
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tGp- 

 ‎يف ‎ GLY pacٌتاعاسلا ...

JSلينلا ٌرويط اهُدّدجت ىركذ ةقيقد ‏. 
Sau Grill SIU GS tin LHS‏ 

 ‏hinds يَمَسُي ‏LOT Y .سمشلا /هلإلا
 مسالا اذه ‏ لينلا ُنب أ انأ» .ًادحأ
 يُمَسُت ىلوألا ةظحللا ذنمو .«ينيفكي
 ‏ail بّنجتَت 3 «لينلا نبا» كسفن

 نوفطقي قومو ًءايحأ كانه .ليقثلا
 .ديعصلا ضرأ نم ِنْطُقلا َمويغ ًاعم

 ٍّيحلا نيبو .اتلدلا يف ّحمقلا نوعرزيو
 ىلع نيسراح ٌبوانت هيف يذلا َتْيَملاو
 ‏Gable eg ُلُكو .ليخنلا نع عافدلا

hsيف َكحور فارطأ ىلع يشم ذإ ‏ 
 ‏jae َكُمُأ ّنأك «نامزلا زيلاهد
 ,ةدالولا لبق ءستو ةَرْهَز َكْنَدَلَو دق

 ‏cules pao ؟َكَسفن نآلا تفرع له
 .«ينهبشي ءيش ال» :اهسفن عم ًةسلخ

 نم بوقثملا ةّيدبألا فطعم وفرتو
 ناك .كانه ‏ES .حيرلا تاهج ىدحإ

 .ةايحلا / توما ةمكح بتكي ٌيرشبلا ُنئاكلا
usءيش ‏ «gibleةديصقلا الإ ... ٌرمُقَم ‏ 

 .دولخلاب رّكَفُت اهدغ ىلإ اهتتافتلا يف

 ...لينلا مامأ اهتشاشه ىوس لوقت الو
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In Egypt 

In Egypt, the hours are never alike ... 
Each minute is a memory the Nile birds renew. 
I was there. The Human Being was inventing 

the God / the Sun. No one has a name 
for himself. “I am the son of the Nile—this name 
is enough for me.” And from the first instance you call 
yourself “Son of the Nile” to avoid the heavy void. 
Over there the living and the dead 
pick cotton clouds together in Upper Egypt, 
and plant the wheat in the Delta. And between the living 
and the dead there is the handover between two guards 
defending the palm trees. And everything is sentimental 
within you, when you walk on your soul’s tiptoes 

in time’s corridors, as if your mother Egypt 
had given birth to you as a lotus flower first, before birth, 
so do you know now who you are? Egypt sits 
with herself in secret: “Nothing resembles me.” 
And darns eternity’s perforated cloak while facing 
one of the paths of the wind. I was there. Mankind 

was writing the wisdom of Death / Life. 

And everything is sentimental, moonstruck ... except the poem 

attending to its tomorrow and thinking of immortality— 

it speaks only of its frailty before the Nile ... 
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 باّيّسلا ركذتأ

OLAS! Sasiىَدس جيلخلا يف ٌحرصي ‏: 
 «...قارعلا ىوس سيل «قارع «قارع»
 .ىدصلا ىوس دري الو

 ّيرموسلا ءاضفلا اذه يف ءَباّيَسلا ركذتأ

 ميدسلا مُقْع ىلع ىثنأ ثبلغت
 ًاعم ىفنملاو ضرألا انّتكَرْوأو

Sashقارعلا يف ُدَلوُي رعّشلا نإ ...باّيسلا ‏ 

 ' ‏ !يبحاص اي ًارعاش حبصتل ًايقارع 383
 امك ًةايحلا دجَي مل ‏lad ركذتأ

 ركفي ملف «تارفلاو ًةلجد نيب َلّيخت
 ,دولخلا باشعأب شماجلج ّلثم

lass dolH 58 bg 
doh Glau Sasiيبارومح نع ‏ 

 ٌةَءوَس ‏bS § عئارشلا
 .ًافوصتم هحيرض وحن ريسيو

Stead! Sashىممحلاب ٌباصأ نيح ‏ 
 َءاَشَعلا نوُدعُي اوناك قوخإ :يذهأو
 !قوخإ ... مهاوس ْمَدَخ الو .وكالوه شيجل

Glut Sashال امب مّلَحَت مل ‏ 

 ملحن مو .توُق نم ُلحْنلا قحتسي
 .انبايغ ناحفاصت نيتريغص نيدي نم ٌرثكأب
 نوضهني قوم نوداذدح .باّيسلا ركذتأ

 .اندويق نوعنصيو روبقلا نم
 ىفنمو ٌةَبرجت رعشلا َّنِإ .ٌباّيسلا ركذتأ
 نم رثكأب ملحن م نحنو .نامأوت
 انتقيرط ىلع توم نأو «ةايحلاك ةايح

She»‏ 
Sls» 

 «... ٌقارعلا ىوس سيل »
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I Recall al-Sayyab 

I recall al-Sayyab, screaming at the Gulf in vain: 
“Iraq, Iraq, nothing but Iraq ...” 
and only echo replies. 
I recall al-Sayyab: In this Sumerian space 

a female overcame nebula’s sterility 
and bequeathed us land and exile together. 
I recall al-Sayyab ... Poetry is born in Iraq, 
be an Iraqi to become a poet, my friend! 
I recall al-Sayyab, he didn’t find life 
as he imagined between the Tigris and the Euphrates, 

but didn’t think like Gilgamesh of immortality herbs, 
and didn’t think of the judgment day that follows ... 
I recall al-Sayyab, taking from Hammurabi 
the tablets to cover his loins, 

then walking toward his tomb, a Sufi. 

I recall al-Sayyab, when I am stricken with fever 

and I hallucinate: My brothers were preparing dinner 

for Hulagu’s army, they were the only servants ... my brothers! 

I recall al-Sayyab, we didn’t dream of what 

bees don’t deserve of sustenance. And we didn’t dream 

of more than two handshakes that greet our absence. 

I recall al-Sayyab. Dead blacksmiths rise 
from the graves and forge our chains. 

I recall al-Sayyab. Poetry is the twins, experience 

and exile. And we didn’t dream of more than 

a life like life, and that we die in our own style 

“Iraq, 

Iraq, 

nothing but Iraq ...” 
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IIلحاسلا قيرط ‏ 



II. THE COASTAL ROAD 



 اشلاو ّرصم ىلإ يدوي قيرط
 [نيَتَهجلا نم نري يبلق]

 هسفن ىلإو ... ْنِم رفاسملا قيرط
dts, Ane]ًرئاط ىدم او ‏] 

 أطخلا قيرط ... باوصلا ٌقيرط

thst Jel]ةبرجتلا اهنكل ‏] 
 _ ءامسلا تافرُش ىلإ دوعصلا قيرط

 [ذدعبأو .ىلعأو ىلعأو]

 , 0 ٍضألا لوأ ىلإ لوزنلا ٌقيرط
 [ةّيدامر ءامسلا نإ]

 ‏Cod يف لماتلا ىررط
 [ىهقم لدان تتذلا لعجي دق تحلاف]

 ٍرحبلا ىلع لاقتربلا ٌةحئارو ونونسلا قيرط
So I]ةحئارلا 58 ‏] 

 _ ‏ حمقلاو حلم او ٍلباوَثلا قيرط
 [اضيأ برحلاو]

 ٍسْدّقلاِب جْوَمُملا مالسلا قيرط
 [ةعنقألا ةّيبيلص بورحلا ءاهتنا دعب]

 َنيملاحلاو ,ةّيدجبألاو ةراجتلا ٌقيرط
 [ةّلَعْرت ةريس فيلأتب]

 مهخيرات ميمرت نوديري ‏abe قيرط

 [كونبلا يف عّدوُم دغب]

 " اهجولوثيملاب ٍشْرَحّتلا قيرط
 [ايجولونكتلا ىلإ ٌبيِجَتْسَت دقف]

 ايجولويديإلا نع ًاليلق ءيلختلا ٌقيرط
 [ُةَمَلْوَعلا ةحلصملا

 ءيش يأ ىلع عارصلا ٌقيرط
 [كالملا ٌسْنِح ناك ولو]

 , ءيش َّلُك ىلع قافولا ٌقيرط
 [رجحلا ىثنأ ناك ولو]

 لتاَخُملا ءاخإلا قيرط

 [هداّيصو لازغلا نيب]

 هسكع وأ ءيشلا ىلع لدي ٌقيرط
LED ba]ةراعتسالاو ةّياتكلا نيب ‏] 

 ‏Lub! Wise يتلا لويخلا قيرط
 [... تارئاطلاو]
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A road that leads to Egypt and Syria 
(my heart rings on either side) 

The traveler's road from ... and to himself 
(my body is a feather and the expanse is a bird) 

The right road ... the wrong road 
(I might have been wrong, but it’s the experience) 

The road of ascension to heaven's balconies 
(and higher and higher, and farther) 

The road of descent to the first of the earth 
(the sky is ashen) 

The road of contemplating love 
(because love might turn a wolf into a waiter) 

The road of the swallow and the orange scent by the sea 
(longing is the scent) 

The road of spices and salt and wheat 
(and war too) 

The road of peace crowned with Jerusalem 
(after the end of Crusader-masked wars) 

The road of trade and alphabet, and of the dreamers 
(who dream of writing the biography of a turtledove) 

The road of invaders who want to renovate their history 
(with a tomorrow deposited in the banks) 

The road of provoking mythology 
(for it might respond to technology) 

The road of slightly giving up ideology 
(for the sake of globalization) 

The road of conflict over anything 
(even if it resembled an angel) 

The road of agreement over everything 
(even if it were a female stone) 

The road of wily brotherhood 
(between the gazelle and its hunter) 

A road that guides to the thing or its opposite 

(due to hypersimile between metaphor and metonymy) 

The road of horses perished by the distances 
(and by the planes ...) 
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 لَجَسُملا ميدقلا ديربلا قيرط

[pa نئازخ يف ةَعَدوُم لئاسرلا‎ JS] 
 ‎رصقيو لوطي قيرط

 [يّبتَتُملا بّيطلا يبأ جازم َقْفَو]
 روُهّظلا تاينَحْنُم تاهلإلا قيرط

 [ْرَفْهَفَت شيج تايارك]
 ةشارفلاب اهتئاع ‏GIES ats ٌقيرط

 [اهسبالم نم اهُدرَجُي ْدْرَوَزاللاف]

 زول ةرهز ‏aes مهريحي نيذلا قيرط
 [ةفافَش ةفاثكلا ْنأل]

 | , 1 ءايبتأ الب ٌليوط قيرط
 [ةّرعَولا َقّرَطلا اورّثآ دقف]

 ‏Cu! JIB ىلإ يّدؤي قيرط
 [ةَّئطْؤَتْسُم ةقيدح تحت

Leg Sy 5bقيرطلا يلع ‏ 
 و

 !ًةحضاولا َقْرَطلا
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The road of ancient certified mail 
(all letters are deposited in Caesar’s safe) 

A road that lengthens and shortens 
(according to al-Mutanabbi’s whims) 

The road of goddesses with bent backs 
(like a retreating army’s banners) 

A road for a young girl who covers her pubes with a butterfly 
(because the lapis lazuli takes off her dress) 

The road of those puzzled by describing an almond blossom 
(since density is transparent) 

A long road without prophets 
(for they chose the rugged road) 

A road that leads to the house rubble 
(below a settlement’s garden) 

A road that blocks the road for me 

so my ghost screams at me: 
If 

you want 
to get 

to 

your indomitable self 

don’t 

follow 
the obvious roads! 
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 يبنجألا حئاسلا لعفي امك ال .1



III. NOT AS A FOREIGN TOURIST DOES 



cll! yo GAS be de ٌتْيَشَم‎ 
 ‎لامشلا َبوَص ...

 ٌةروجهم سئانك ثالث

 ‏Hele ىلع ٌنايدنس
 ‏Case Sei ىلع طاقنك ٌىرُق
 ام أرقت بشعلا ىلع ٌةاتفو

jad dudsول ‏ ot cas‏ 

 !يل ٌبئذلا ملستسال َربكأ ٌتْنُك ول

seناوج نود» الو ًايفطاع نكأ ¢ ‏» 

 يننكل ءبشعلا ىلع دّدمتأ ملف

Aول :ّرسلا 3 ‏ ESرغصأ ‏ 

Lale ga pte rol CaS ول‎ 
 ‎«تاشيودنسلاو ءاملا اهتكراشل

£58 cash Jaa AS tylales 

sn يبنجألا ختاسلا لعفي امك‎ bs 
 ‎ٌريغص ٌباتك يليلدو ءاريماك يعم

 ‎ناكملا اذه فْضَو يف ٌدئاصق مضي
 ‎نم رثكأل ‎ plsيأ

 اهيف مّلكتملا انأ ينأب سحأ
 :ٌتْلُقل يفاوقلا نيب ٌقراوفلا الولو

 يرخآ انأ

 ‏lim SLI فصو عبتأ تنك ...
 صقان رمق انهو ءٌدئاز ٌرَجَش

 ٌبشع ٌتبني :دئاصقلا يف امكو
 ملح وه ال .عجوتي ٍرَجَح ىلع

 2 5 2 وف مو

 «ينطو ٍرئاط ىلع لدي زمر وه الو
 ...ٌثعنيأ ‏dot هنكلو

 عيبرلا ٌتْدَحَو ... ٌنالث .ناتوطخ .ةوطخ

 ونرأ ٌتذك ام .تاّيشمشملا ىلع ًاريصق

 ‏Gy be ٌترئانت ىتح زوللا ةرْهّز ىلإ
 رويطلا هتكرَت ام عبتأل ُتْيَشَم .نيَتَزاَمْغ
 /دئاصقلا يف شَمَن نم ُةريغصلا
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I walked on what remains of the heart, 

toward the north ... 

three abandoned churches, 

holm oak on either side, 

villages like dots erased from their letters, 
and a young girl on the grass reading what 
looks like poetry: If I were older, 
if I were older, the wolf would have surrendered to me! 

... | wasn’t sentimental, or a Don Juan 

I didn’t lie down on the grass beside her, but I did 
say to myself: If I were younger 
if | were twenty years younger 
I would have shared the sandwiches and the water with her, 

and taught her how to touch the rainbow 

I walked, as a foreign tourist does ... 
a camera with me, and my guide a little book 
containing poems that describe this place 
by a few foreign poets, 
I feel as if 1 were the speaker in them 
and had it not been for the difference in rhyme 
I would have said: I am another 

... Lused to follow the description of the place. Here 
are excess trees, and here is a missing moon 
and as in poems, grass sprouts 
over an aching stone. It is not a dream 

nor is it a symbol that leads to a national bird, 

it is a cloud that has ripened ... 
I took one step, two steps, three ... I found spring 
too short for the apricots. As soon as I gazed 
into the almond blossom I scattered between 

two dimples. I walked to follow what the little 

birds had left of freckles in the poem / 
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 «ريطاسألا يف هتروصل ًاساكعنا

dio of؟مالكلا تافص نم ‏ 

 ىوقأ ءيشلا ٌةروص لهو

 ل
 :يرخآ يل لاق يتلّيخم الول

Saiانه تسل ‏! 

 ال يننكلو .ًايعقاو نكأ مل
 ءيركسعلا «ةذايلإ» ّحيرات ٌقّدصُأ
 ...ًاعقاو ْتَقَلَخ ٌةروطسأ نعشلا وه

 ةفاحصلاو اريماكلا تناك ول :ٌتْلَءاستو

 ,ةيويسآلا ًةداورط راوسأ قوف ًةدهاش

 /؟ةسيدوألا ريغ ‏asi «زيموه» ناك له

 «ّيهشلا ءاوهلا اذه ُكسْمْأ ...

lgيدي اتلكب .ليلجلا ‏ 
 يلبجلا ُزعاملا ُحَّضمي املثم ُهُعَضْمْأو
 ‏!Ole يلاعأ
 :اهسفن ىلإ يسفن فّرعأ ءيشمأ

 ناكملا تافص ىدحإ ءسفن اي «تنأ

 ٌةروجهم سئانك ثالث

 .ٌةروسكم نذآم

 «نيبناجلا ىلع ٌنايدنس
 ‏Cape Bol ىلع طاقنك ٌىرُق
 :ًافيط لأست بشعلا ىلع ٌداتفو
 ينرظتنت مو ‏SyS اذامل
 ًارضاح ْنكأ م :اهل لوقي

 .نيتحافتب ريرحلا ٌبوث قاض امدنع

 :نيْنَحُت «ليلق لبق تنك امك ءيّنغف
 1ك 1 لكى
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Then I wondered: How does a place become 
a reflection of its image in myth, 
or an adjective of speech? 
And is a thing’s image stronger 

than the thing itself? 
If it weren’t for my imagination 
my other self would have told me: 
You are not here! 

I wasn’t realistic. But I don’t believe 
the Iliad’s military history, 
it is a poem, a myth creating reality ... 
And I wondered: Had the camera and the media 
been witnesses above the walls of Asian Troy, 
would Homer have written other than the Odyssey? 

... Lhold this delicious air, 

the Galilee air, with both of my hands 
and I chew it as mountain goats chew 
the tops of bushes, 

I walk, I introduce myself to itself: 

You, O self, are one of the adjectives of the place 

Three abandoned churches, 

broken minarets, 

holm oak on either side, 

villages like dots erased from their letters, 

and a young girl on the grass asking a specter: 

Why did you grow up and not wait for me? 

He tells her: I wasn’t present 

when the silk robe got too tight for two apples, 

so sing, as you were singing a while ago: 

If I were older, if I were older ... / 

As for me, I will enter the mulberry trees 

where the silkworm makes me into a silk thread, 
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 نم ةأرم أ ةربإ يف ُلخدأف

 ءريطاسألا امك

 ...حيرلا عم لاشك ريطأ مث
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then I’ll enter a woman’s needle in 

one of the myths 

and fly like a shawl with the wind ... 
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 /رعشلا نم تيب .1

 [لقند لمأ ىركذ يف]



IV. A POETRY STANZA / 

THE SOUTHERNER’S HOUSE 

in memory of Amal Donqul 



 .ةذفان تحت ُهَعَم ًافقاو

de JI! obs dati 
a EJs ةّيدبألا,‎ aks 

 َتْرَطَمْناَو .... يبحاص اي َترْيغت دق
gi Gohl dels Go i‏ 

 ٌةفطاخلا كتخرص ٌكّرحت ال اهنكلو

 يتايح برق تشع :يل لاق

3 -te 3 eo 

oe 5 3 ae 

 ...لينلا ىلع مامح يجوزك ٌفري ُبايغلأ

BSI! Brash LEEعراضملا لعف لوح ‏... 
Leo USىلعو ‏ jus bods bie‏ 

 الإ ءيشلا نم ٌديرن ال .ًاضماغ
 درولا َرَث قَّدح :ءيشلا ةّيفافش
 ‏egal 35 مّلحاو .ءوضلا يف دوسأ

 ... ٌةفراولا ةمتعلا يف

 نع كيلاعصلا برد ظفحي يونجلأ
 مهتقيلس يف مههبشُيو .بلق رهظ
 .هل «كانه» ال .ىدملا لاجتراو

 يوضوفلل نيوانع ال .«انه» ال

 ماظنلا :لوقي .مالكلل ٌبَجْشم الو
 ٌتوص انأو .ىدصلل ىدصلا ٌماكتحا

 .انأ ‏Body Est وه انأ :عاشملا يسفن

 وه اذه :رجفلا جَرَد ىلع ُمانيو
 .يونجلا تيب ءرعشلا نم تيب تسلا

 عناص .هتديصق ماظن يف ُمراص ُهّنكل
 ةفصاعلا بخص نم نزولا ‏dais عراب
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Standing together beneath a window, 
contemplating the tattoos of shadows 
on eternity’s bank, I said to him: 
You have changed, my friend ... and you have been cleft 
because here is death’s bicycle approaching 
yet it doesn’t move your rapid scream 

He said to me: I lived near my life 
as it is, 

nothing proves me living 
and nothing proves me dead 
and I didn’t interfere with what the birds do to me 

and with what the night carries 
of passion’s ailment 

Absence flutters like a pair of pigeons over the Nile ... 
informing us of a disagreement among the footsteps 
around the present tense ... 
He and I were, together, and separately, prompting a mysterious 

tomorrow. We wanted from the thing only 

the transparency of the thing: stare and you will see the rose 

black in the light. Dream and you will see the light 

in the lush darkness ... 

The southerner knows the path of vagabonds 

like the back of his heart. And mimics their instinct 

and their improvisation of space. No “there” for him, 

no “here,” no address for the chaotic 

and no clothes rack for speech. He says: Discipline 

is echo’s appeal to echo, and I am my self’s 

radiant sound: J am he you and we are I. 
And he sleeps on dawn’s doorsteps: this is 

the house, a house of poetry, the southerner’s stanza. 

Yet he is stern with his poem’s form. A brilliant 

craftsman who saves meter from the roar of the storm 
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 قوف رباع ٌرَمَق .هلاح ىلع ٌبايغلأ
 ٌةحئاسو .ليخنلا َفْفَس ٌبُهْذُي وُقوُخ
 ام :ٌلأستو .بايغلاب اريماكلا ألمت

 ٌةعاسلا :اهل لاق ؟نآلا ٌةعاسلا

 ةعبس دعب ام قئاقد َرْشَع ّنآلا

 :دّهنت مث .ةيدجبألا نم ماع فالآ
digit! paoرضم ‏ dig!ٌةلوغشم ‏ 

 ال ءاهب ضيرمف ... انأ اًمأو .دولخلاب

salزبخ ةرسكبو ءاهتحصب الإ ‏ 
 ةفشانلا يدغ

 لهأ ةّلآلس نم رعاش ءرعاش

 .نيكاسملا فيرل ّيفو نبا و ,ةراسخلا

UTSُهُناَبرُقو ‏٠ يبرع ةرومزمو ءيرع ‏ 
 ,نابيرغ ِنانَمَّز هبلق يفو .يرع
 فكي ال ٌدغ :نابرتقيو نادعتبي
 .«ينرظتنت ال «كتيسن» :راذتعالا نع

 :لامشلا وحن َنوعرف ٌبكارم ٌرجي سمأو
 ‏J ٌتْلُق ‏Sob» 38 «َكترظتنا»

 ‏ERS sf JB yy ES نيأ
GD EPS 798 د‎ 

 ةونونس يحانج يف يرضاح نع ثحبأ
 ... ةفئاخ

 ‏ged ةنفحك ههُْيَدَيِب ةَحيرات ُلمحي يونجلأ
 عوسي نم ًاقثاو هسفن ىلع يشميو
 اذاملف ...ٌةّيهيدب ٌةايحلا َّنِإ .لبانسلا

 ٌةّيقيقح ةايحلا َّنِإ ؟ريطامألاب اهرّسفن
 ةفئازلا يه تافصلاو

 :هليل ىلإ قيرطلا يف يل لاق

 نع ّينطابلا اضرلا ٌتغلبو ... ٌةّيرح
 رعشلا حلْصُي لهو :ٌتلق .سفنلا

 ناخزيكنجو انيف ‏!fo دسفأ ام

 ؟رهنلا ىلإ نودئاعلا ُةدافحأو

 .ضرألا عسّتت َكمّلَح ٍرْدَك ىلع :لاق
 ةفزانلا ةلّيخملا ٌّمأ ٌضرألاو
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And absence is as it has been. A moon passing over 
Khufu and gilding the roofs of palm trees. And a tourist 
woman filling her camera with absence, and asking: What 
time is it now? He said to her: It is now 
ten minutes past seven 
thousand years of the alphabet. Then he sighed: 
Delicious Egypt, beautiful Egypt is preoccupied 

with immortality. And I ... am sick with her, I 
think of nothing but her health, and my tomorrow’s 
piece of dried bread 

A poet, and a descendant 
of the kin of loss, a loyal son to the pacified in the countryside. 
His Quran is Arabic, and his Psalms are Arabic, and his Eucharist 

is Arabic. And in his heart are two strange times, 
drawing near and going far: a tomorrow that doesn’t cease 
apologizing: “I forgot about you, don’t wait for me.” 
And a yesterday dragging the pharaoh’s boats toward the north: 
“I waited for you, but you were late.” I said to him: 
Where were you then? He said: I was 
looking for my present in a frightened swallow’s wings ... 

The southerner carries his history with his hands, like a fistful of wheat, 
and walks upon himself, confident of the Christ 

in the grains: Life is intuitive ... why then 
do we explain it with myth? Life is real 

and the adjectives are false 

He told me on his way to his night: 
Whenever I said: No! God transfigured before me 
as freedom ... and I attained the visceral contentment 
with the self. I said: And can poetry fix 
what the ages broke in us and in Genghis Khan 

and in his grandchildren who are coming back to the river? 

He said: The land expands as much as your dream’s measure. 

And the land is the mother of the bleeding imagination 
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 «تيبلا ىلإ ينذخ :ليللا رخآ يف لاق

 ... ريخألا زاجملا تيب

 ,ٌبيرغ اي انه ٌبيرغ ينإف
 ٍبيبحلا تيب برق ينُحرْفُي ءيش الو
 ةديعبلا «بيلحلا قيرط» 3 ينحرجي ءيش الو

 1 ؟حورلا نع اذامو :تلق

 ‏gle َبْرُق سلجَتَس :لاق

oo TEx gt vs 
 يح امك ءايحتس
 ... ةفسآ ةرئاح
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At the end of the night he said: Take me to the house, 
the house of the last metaphor ... 
for I am O stranger a stranger here 
and nothing pleases me near my lover’s house 
and nothing wounds me in the distant Milky Way 
I said: And what about the soul? 
He said: It will sit near my life 
for nothing proves me living 
and nothing proves me dead 
it will live, as it is 

mystified and blue ... 
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 ةضماغ ةثداحك .7



V. LIKE A MYSTERIOUS INCIDENT 



 ءىطاش ىلع .ادورين ولباب راد يف

 .سوستير سيئاي ٌترُكذت ءكيفسابلا
 ءرحبلا نم نيمداقلاب ٌبحرت انيثأ تناك
 :سوستير ةخرصب ءاضم يرئاد حرسم يف

 «(قيطسلف هآ»

ebبارتلا ‏» 
cloud! aul by‏ 

 «... نيرصتنتس

 :رصنلا ًةراش ًارهاش ينمّدَك ّمُث ءينّئاعو
 .«يخا اذه»

 ٌثترسكنا ينأو ءٌثرصتنا ينأب ُتْرَعَشَف

 /ءوضلا ىوس ‏sie Gey ملف .سام ةعطقك

 نينحلا َضَعَب ٌلدابتن ,ءفاد معطم يف

 نع تايركذلاو ءنيميدقلا انْيَدَكَب ىلإ
 .لمجأ ٌةميدقلا انيثأ تناك :دغلا

 لارنجلاف .رثكأ لّمحتت نلف ءُسوُبَي امأ
 قرسيو يكبيل يبنلا عانق راعتسا

 !ًوُذَعلا يزيزع» :اياحضلا عمد

had 99 yo ELSٌنيزعلا يودع ‏ 

 ٌتّرسكنا ًةطرابسا ْنكل :سوستير لاق

 ةقيقحلا َّنِإ .ينيثألا لايخلا ّبهم يف

 يخأ اي .ًاعم نارصتني ناونص ّقحلاو

 ىلع رسج رعشلل !ةديصقلا يف
ualيقتلي دق .دغلاو ‏ add! dol‏ 

 .ايجولوثيملا نم نيجراخلا عم نوبعَتُملا
 ‏Les ذيبنلا نوبرشي دقو

 يف رعشلا ام ... ؟رغشلا ام :ٌتلق

 1 ؟رمألا رخآ

 ٌرعشلا ءضماغلا ُتَدَحلا وه :لاق

 ال يذلا ْنينحلا كاذ وه يبحاص اي

andsْدِإو ًافيط ءيشلا ُلعجي ذإ ‏ 
 ‏jul 18 هنكلو .ًائيش َفْيّظلا ٌلعجي
 /...يمومعلا لامجلا ماستقال انَّجاح
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In Pablo Neruda’s home, on the Pacific 

coast, I remembered Yannis Ritsos. 

Athens was welcoming those who had come from the sea, 

in an amphitheater illuminated with Ritsos’s scream: 
“O Palestine, 

name of the soil, 

and name of the sky, 
you will be victorious ...” 

And he embraced me, then introduced me with a victory sign: 
“This is my brother.” 

So I felt that I had won, and that I had been broken 

like a diamond, that nothing but light remained of me / 

In a cozy restaurant, we exchanged some affection 
about our two old countries, and some memories about 

tomorrow: Ancient Athens was more beautiful. 
As for Yabous, it cannot take more. The general 

has borrowed a prophet’s mask to cry and steal 
the victims’ tears: “My dear enemy! 

I killed you unintentionally, my dear enemy, 
because you bothered my tank” / 

Ritsos said: But Sparta broke 
in the rise of the Athenian imagination. Truth 
and justice are twin brothers that win together. My brother 
in poem! poetry has a bridge over 

yesterday and tomorrow. The tired fishermen might get together 

with those who are exiting mythology. 
And together they might have some wine. 

I said: What is poetry ... what is poetry in a nutshell? 
He said: It is the mysterious incident, poetry, 
my friend, is that inexplicable longing 
that makes a thing into a specter, and 

makes a specter into a thing. Yet it also might explain 

our need to share public beauty ... / 
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 ,ةميدقلا انيثأ يف هتيب يف رحب ال

 ةايحلا نوؤش َنْردُي نك ُتاهلإلا ثيح
 ٌةاتفلا ارتكلإ ثيحو «نيبّيطلا رّشبلا عم
 :اهلأستو ٌروجعلا ارتكلإ يجانت

Slo cal Ui Je 

 ‏Bhi قّيضلا هتيب يف سل الو

 .ةيندعملا ةباغلا ىلع ‏hs gah قوف

ailog)دئاصقلاك ‏ Sleضرأ ىلعو ‏ 

 .ىقتنملا صحلاك ْتَّفصُر ‏OS هنولاص
 مسرأ رعشلا ٌنرحي امدنع :يل لاق

 ءاَطَقلا دّيَصل خاخفلا ‏aes ةراجحلا قوف

 كتوص ىلإ يتأي نيأ نم :ُتْلُ
 ؟يبحاص اي كنع ٌلغشنم رحبلاو ءرحبلا

 نإو «تايركذلا ةهج نم :لاق
Vasركذتأ ‏ diًاريغص تك ‏». 

 :ناَوُدَع ٍناوَخَأ يلو تدلو

 .ينادو ينجس

 ؟ةلوفظلا تازعزا زاك
 لفطلا انأ .ٌيفطاعلا يلخاد يف

 ‏!Sled يخيش ‏glad يلفط .ٌحيشلاو
 يجراخ يف لمأتلا يلفط مّلعُي يخيشو

 يلخاد يجراخ

 لكلا يف ُتْعّزوَت ينجس قاض امّلُك

 سعسع املك ِةْوْلُؤُل لثم يتغل ْتَعَسَّناو
 ‏i /ٌتءاض ليللا

 تملعت .ردكلا كنما كملعت :تلقو

Coy SRL de guid Chol as‏ 
 ضيبألا يف ‏Giof فيكو «ةايحلا

 وأ تيبلاو بردلا نع ًاثحب طّسوتملا
 /تيبلاو بردلا ةّيئاَنُت نع

J eld dowd KS 6ًةوهق ‏. 
 الاس مكسيدوأ عجريس :لاق مث

Ion BE, Bq‏ 
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No sea in his house in ancient Athens, 

where the goddesses were managing life’s matters 
alongside the kind humans, and where Electra the youthful 
summons Electra the old and asks her: Are you 
really me? 

And no night in his narrow ascetic home 
above roofs that overlook the metal forest. 
His paintings like the poems are watercolor, and on the floor 

of his guest room books were paved like chosen pebbles. 
He said to me: When poetry is obstinate I sketch 

a few traps on the rocks to hunt the grouse. 
I said: From where does the sea come 

to your voice, when the sea is already preoccupied, my friend? 
He said: From the direction of memories, even though 

“I don’t remember that I was once young.” 
I was born to two enemy brothers: 

my prison and my ailment. 
And where did you find childhood then, I asked? 

In my sentimental interior. I am the child 
and the elderly. My child teaches my elderly metaphor. 
And my elderly teaches my child contemplation in my exterior. 

My exterior is my interior. 

Whenever my prison becomes narrow I spread into everything, 

and my language widens as a pearl that lights up 
each time night is on patrol / 

And I said: I learned a lot from you. I learned 
how to train myself to love 
life and how to row in the white 
Mediterranean looking for the way and for home or 
for the duality of way and home / 
He didn’t care for the compliment. He offered me coffee. 
Then said: Your Odysseus will come back safe, 
he’ll come back ... / 
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 ءىطاش ىلع .ادورين ولباي راد يف

 سوستير سين اي ‏C3855 ,كيفسايلا
 ُلُحدي تقولا كلذ يف ناك .هتيب يف
 :تاهلإلا ىدحإل لوقيو .هريطاسأ ىدحإ

ley go LY IS 5ْنكَتلف ‏ 
lus) ale,‏ 
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In Pablo Neruda’s home, on the Pacific 

coast, I remembered Yannis Ritsos 

at his house. He was entering at that time 
one of his myths, saying to one of the goddesses: 
If there must be a journey, then let it be 

an eternal one! 
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 حيرلا الإ يدركلل سيل .[7

 [تاكرب ميلس :ىلإ]



VI. THE KURD HAS ONLY THE WIND 

for Saleem Barakat 



 ...هدغ ؛ةروزأ نيح «يدركلا كدت

 !ينع َكيلإ :رابغلا ةسنكمب ُهدعبيف
 اكدوفلا ٌبرشيو .ٌلابجلا يه ٌلابجلاف
 انأ :دايحلا ‏le dled! Vin يكل

 ‏LAB ياركلاو ,يزاجم يف ٌرفاسملا
 هتّيوه نع ُضُفنيو .ىَّقْمَحلا ٍتوخإ
 .انأو ...انأ .يتَعَل يتّيوه :لالظلا

 .يتغل يف يفنملا انأ .يتغل انأ
 /...ءاقرزلا هلابج قوف يدركلا ٌةرمج يبلقو

 ,هتديصق يف شماوه ايسوُفين
JSSةجارد ىلع .ىرخأ ةنيدم ‏ 

 امنيأ ‏GST :لاقو ءتاهجلا لمح

 اذكه .ةريخألا ٌةهجلا يب ْثَعَكَو
 ‏eles مم .مانو ٌعارفلا راتخا

 ,هتاملك يف نجلا ‏Jo ذْنُم ءيشب
 [ةثاملك ةثالضع .ةثالضع ةثاملك]

 وأ ءسمألا نوسّدَقُي نوملاحلاف
 ... يبهذلا دغلا َباَب نوُشرَي
 ٌةهينهلا .سمأ الو يل َدَعال

 /... ءاضيبلا يتحاس

(guiaنيذلا موقلا دّيس ةميخك ‏ 
 فوصلا نم ٌداَجَس .شيرلاك اورثعبت
 ‏Biles CE .لكآتم مجعم .دعجملا

 ةربإب ٌةّرًرطم ٌتاّدخم .لَجَع ىلع
 عبذل ةخلجم قيكاكس يقلل مداد
 .تايحابإلل ويديف .ريزنخلاو ريطلا
 .ةغالبلل لداعُملا كوشلا نم ٌتاقاب
 انه اه :ةراعتسالل ٌةحوتفم َةَفَْرُص
 راودأ قيرغإلاو ٌكارتألا ُلَدابَتَي

 ةَيلسَتو يتيِلسَت كلت .مئاتشلا
 دودح ىلع نيرهاسلا دونجلا

 /... ءادوس ةهاكف
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The Kurd remembers, when I visit him, his tomorrow ... 

so he sweeps it away with a broom: Take it away from me! 
because the mountains are the mountains. Then he drinks 
vodka for the imagination to remain neutral and says: I am 
the traveler in my metaphor, and the mischievous cranes 
are my foolish brothers. And he shakes the shadows 
off his identity: My identity is my language. 1... and I. 
I am my language. I’m the exile in my language. 
And my heart is the Kurd’s ember over his blue mountains ... / 

Nicosia is in the margin of his poem, 
like any other city. On a bicycle 
he carried the directions, and said: I stay 
wherever the last direction drops me. This 
is how I choose space and sleep. He hasn’t dreamt 
of anything since the jinn materialized in his words 
(his words are his muscles, his muscles are his words) 

because the dreamers sanctify yesterday, or 

bribe tomorrow’s golden door ... 
No tomorrow for him and no yesterday. 
The little while is his white plaza ... / 

His house is as clean as a rooster’s eye ... 

as forgotten as the chieftain’s tent pitched for those 
who were scattered like feathers. A carpet of wrinkled 

wool. A decaying encyclopedia. Books leather-bound 
in a hurry. Flying cushions embroidered by a café waiter’s 
needle. Sharpened knives for the slaughter 
of pigs and poultry. A licentious videotape. 
Bouquets of thorn the equivalent of eloquence. 
And an open balcony for metaphor: Right here 
the Turks and the Greeks take turns 
in cursing. This is my hobby and the hobby 
of soldiers who guard at night the borders 

of a black comedy ... / 
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 ... َقَقَّنا امفيك ءرفاسملا اذه ًارفاسم سيل

 ‏CE Esl ءٌبونجلا وه ٌلامشلا
 «حايرلل ٌبئاقح الو .بارسلا 3

 يفخُي هنأك .رابغلل ةفيظو الو
 ... ينغي الف هاوس ىلإ ّنينحلا
 ءايساكألا َرَجَش هلظ ‏Joy yo ِنَكُي ال

Gude Shi dyad Shy ol‏ ... 
CSU! Lely dbلازنلا هلأسي ‏: 

 َلْبَط ْعَرْفَت بلكلا نبا اي لاعت

 َّنِإَف .قوملا ظقون ىتح ليللا اذه
SSةقيقحلا ران نم نوبرتقي ‏, 

 /ءاركشلا ةشارف لثم نوقرتحي مث

 اهلك .يناعم ا نم ديري ام ٌفرعي
eckءاهضيقن ديصل اهتليح تاملكللو ‏ 

 اهديعي مث تاملكلا ًةراكب ضفي .ًاثبع

 َلْيَخ سوسَيو .هسوماق ىلإ ًاركب
 قلحيو .هتديكم ىلإ فارخلاك ةيدجبألا
 .بايغلا نم ٌثمقتنا :ةغّل أ ةّناع

 .يتوخإب ٌبابضلا لعف ام ُتْلَعَف
C3555نوكأ نل .ةديرطلاك 8 ‏ 

 رثكأ ضرألا ّبحأ نلو .ديرأ امك
 سيل .ةديصقلا نم ّلقأ وأ

 .اهثكسيو ةثكست حيرلا الإ يدركلل
 نم وجنيل ءاهنمْدُيو ُهْئِمْدُتو
 /... ءايشألاو ضرألا تافص

 !ًرحلا ينبا اي :لوهجملا بطاخي ناك
 َتيأر اذإ .يدمرسلا هاتملا شبك اي

 لبح نع ُهَلِزنُت الف ًاقونشم كابأ

 كديشن نطقب ‏85S الو ءءامسلا
 خايرلاف «ينبا اي هنفدت ال .ّيِوَعَرلا
 ,ةافنم يف يدركلل ّيدركلا ُةَّيصو
 يلوح ٌةريثك روسنلاو ...ينبا اي
 .حيسفلا لوضانألا يف كلوحو

 هابهلا ‏IAS ,ٌةيزمر ٌةّيرس قزانج
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This traveler isn’t a traveler to wherever ... 
The north is the south, the east is the west 

in the mirage. And the winds have no suitcases, 
and no job for dust. As if he were hiding 
his longing for another, he doesn’t sing ... doesn’t 
sing when the acacia enters his shadow 
or when a light rain wets his hair ... 
Instead he summons the wolf to a duel: 
Come here you son of a bitch and let’s beat this night’s 
drum until we awaken the dead. Because 
the Kurd approaches truth’s fire, 
then burns like a poet’s butterfly / 

He knows what he wants of meaning. All of it 
in vain. And the words have their tricks in hunting their antitheses, 

in vain. He tears the hymens of words then returns them 
as virgins to his dictionary. And he leads the horses 
of the alphabet to his ruse like sheep, and shaves 
the pubes of language: I have taken my revenge on absence. 
I did what fog did to my brothers. 
And I grilled my heart like a captured prey. I won't be 
as I want. And I won't love the land more 
or less than the poem. The Kurd 
has only the wind to dwell in him and he in it. 
To become addicted to him and he to it, to be saved 

from the adjectives of the land and of the things ... / 

He was addressing the unknown: My free son! 

ram of the eternal labyrinth, if you see 

your father hanging, don’t cut him down from the sky’s 

rope, and don’t shroud him in your pastoral song’s 

cotton. Don’t bury him, my son, because the wind 

is bequeathed from one Kurd to another Kurd in exile, 

son ... and the eagles around you and me 
are many in spacious Anatolia. 

My funeral is secretive and symbolic, so take the dust 
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 ىلوألا كءامس ٌرجَو ؛هرئاصم ىلإ
 رذحاو .يرحسلا كسوماق ىلإ
 شح هنإف حيرجلا ‏Ja ََعْدَل

 نآلا تنأ ...نآلا تنأو .يفارخ

 رح تنأ ءَكسفن نبا اي رح
 /..ءامسألا ةنعلو كيبأ نم

 ةّيوُهلا ىلع َترصتنا ةغللاب
«9S Edsٌتمقتنا ةغللاب ‏ 

 بايغلا نم
 ءارحصلا ىلإ يضمأ نل :لاقف

 : ... انأ الو :ٌتْلُق

 /حيرلا وحن ترظنو
 ءاسم ٌتمع

 !ءاشماانمع دم
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to its destiny, and drag your first sky 
to your magical dictionary. And beware 
of the sting of wounded hope, that mythical 
monster. And you are now ... you are now 
free, son of yourself, you are free 

of your father and of the curse of the names ... / 

With language you overcame identity, 
I told the Kurd, with language you took revenge 
on absence 
He said: I won't go to the desert 
I said: Neither will 1... 
Then I looked toward the wind / 

—Good evening 
—Good evening! 
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Notes 

WE WERE MISSING A PRESENT 

The lines “so I am not of the east / and I am not of the west, / nor am I an olive tree 

shading two verses in the Quran” borrow from a famous verse in the twenty-fourth sira 
in the Quran that describes the light of God: “... as a niche in a glass, the glass as if it 
were a brilliant star lit from a blessed tree, an olive, not of the east or of the west, whose 

oil is near lighting, although a fire never touched it ...” 

SONNET I 

Darwish’s actual “pronoun revealed to double the ‘I’” is “to be the revelation of the Ana’s 

nin in its dual form.” The Ana is the “I.” The dual form is a unique construct in Arabic: 

the letter niin (equivalent to the letter N), when preceded by a vowel, forms a suffix that 

indicates whether the nominative case is dual or plural. 
The niin is also one of the constituents of the taf’eelah, the basic unit of Arabic pros- 

ody. And its phonic ring is frequently used as an affirmative accent, or inflection, added 
to the ends of words. 

YOUR NIGHT IS OF LILAC 

The word for night in Arabic is lail: Your Lail Is of Lilac. 
“Jahili poetry,” also known as Al-Mu’allagat (“the suspended ones”), refers to the seven 

poems that were suspended from the walls of the Kaaba in Mecca, before the message 
of Islam. Jahili means “of-the-ignorant,” and denotes the pre-Islamic tribal era. Imru’ 
el-Qyss (500-540) is one of those seven poets, and arguably the best among them. He 
was a prince of Kinda who led a life of sensual pleasure, but when he failed to avenge 

the murder of his father, the king, he traveled to Constantinople to ask the Byzantine 
emperor for help. He was placated with the nominal governance of Palestine, but died 

shortly thereafter, wretchedly, of an ulcerative skin disease rumored to be the result 
of poison placed inside his aba/cloak. A famous section in Imru’ el-Qyss's mu'allaqah 
begins: “And a night, like the sea waves, has slowly let down its veil over me,” and ends 

four stanzas later with: “as if its stars were anchored with linen ropes to solid stone.” 

TAKE MY HORSE AND SLAUGHTER IT ... 

Andalus is Arabic for Andalusia, the region of southern Spain where Muslim Arabs 

created a pluralistic civilization throughout the Middle Ages which was pivotal for the 

Renaissance. The brutal expulsion and cleansing of the Muslims and Jews from the An- 

dalus began in the thirteenth century, and was effectively completed by 1492. Darwish 

has frequently visited the Andalus in his poetry: “I was not a passerby in the words of 

singers ... I was / the words of singers, the peace of Athens and Persia, an east embrac- 

ing a west / in the departure to one essence” (from “Eleven Planets at the End of the 

Andalusian Scene,” 1992). 
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INANNA’S MILK 

Inanna is the foremost deity of ancient Mesopotamia, and perhaps the first goddess of 
recorded human civilization. In Sumerian she is the “Lady of Heaven.” In Akkadian, she 

is Ishtar. 

Nebuchadnezzar 11 is the king under whose reign Babylon’s Hanging Gardens be- 
came one of the marvels of the world. He conquered Palestine and Syria and, in biblical 

narrative, was responsible for the Exodus. 

NO MORE AND NO LESS 

Qyss Ibn el-Mulawah and Laila were lovers in the seventh century. When Laila’s fam- 
ily turned down Qyss’s proposal for marriage, and she was married off to another man, 
Qyss became progressively mad (majnoon). His incessant, forthright, and sometimes ex- 
plicit verse forced the tribe to ostracize him in order to protect Laila’s honor. He died 
a wanderer in the desert. He is known primarily by his beloved’s name: Qyss Laila or 
Majnoon Laila. The name Laila is a derivative of lail (night), and became a symbol of the 
beloved in Arabic and Islamic poetry and culture. 

WEDDING SONG 

The actual title is “Zafaf Song.” Zafaf is the processional celebration of the bride and 
groom, the commencement ritual in a wedding. 

TWO STRANGER BIRDS IN OUR FEATHERS 

“Youssef” refers to the biblical character Joseph, son of Jacob. 

THE SUBSISTENCE OF BIRDS 

Muwashah is a form of postclassical Arabic poetry sung in stanzas. Its composition was a 
prominent art form in the Andalusian era. It is still popular today. 

Samarkand is a city in Uzbekistan that dates back to before Alexander the Great, who 

conquered it. In the eighth century, the Muslim Arabs established it as a cultural center, 
before it was destroyed by the Mongol invasion in the thirteenth century. 

MAYBE, BECAUSE WINTER IS LATE 

Nahawand is one of the musical scales in Arabic, borrowed from the Persian; it is also the 

name of a region in Iran. 

JAMEEL BOUTHAINA AND I 

Jameel and Bouthaina lived in the seventh century. Their bloomless romance agitated 
Jameel into love verse. He persisted in composing chaste, tender poetry for Bouthaina 
until his death. Their story is known as “the virginal love.” The narrative has its share of 
variations, although marriage is not one of them. And like his contemporary Qyss Laila 
(see “No More and No Less”), Jameel became known by his beloved’s name. 

The nin: see notes on “Sonnet 1.” 

A MASK ... FOR MAJNOON LAILA 

Najd is a region in central Saudi Arabia and is, historically, the land of the renowned 
ancient Arabic tribes from which many of the pre-Islamic poets came. 
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“The prince of Damascus” represents the seat of power that the Muslim caliph of 

the Umayyad dynasty held, and under whose rule the traditional nomadic life of the 
Arabs became rapidly urban. Qyss Laila’s verse (as well as Jameel Bouthaina’s) reflected 

neither social milieu, and represented in Arabic poetry an early autonomy (from tribe 

or nation) of the self. 
Early Islamic love poetry, especially of Jameel and Qyss, in its devotional configura- 

tion of the self, was a source of influence on mystic and Sufi verse, Andalusian, Turkish, 

and Persian literature, and, arguably, the troubadours. 

THE DAMASCENE COLLAR OF THE DOVE 

“The Collar of the Dove” is a famous manuscript on beauty and the art of love, written in 

the eleventh century by Ibn Hazm, a renowned Andalusian Muslim scholar. The Muslim 

reign in Andalusia began as an emirate of the Umayyad dynasty, whose central caliphate 

was in Damascus, but persisted independently for centuries after that dynasty’s end. 

Jahili: see notes on “Your Night Is of Lilac.” 

An oud is a stringed instrument resembling the lute. 
The Lotus Tree of Heaven, Sidrat al-Muntaha (“the highest degree of attainment”), is a 

fantastic tree that rises from the Seventh Heaven and reaches God’s throne. 

Youssef: the biblical son of Jacob. 

Barada is a small river that runs through Damascus. 

Qasyoon Valley is one of the city’s suburbs. 
The “butterfly’s burden” is an expression Darwish originally used in the title of his 

1977 poem “And You'll Carry the Butterfly’s Burden.” 

A STATE OF SIEGE 

Khilafah: Arabic for caliphate. 
Khosrau is the title of ancient Persian kings, often suggesting the king whose defeat 

at the hands of early Arab Muslims in the seventh century opened Persia to Islam. 

Zaghareed: ululations of joy. 

Om Kalthoum: Egyptian diva of Arabic song in the twentieth century. 

Nay: wooden (often reed) flute. 

Red, black, white, green: the colors of the Palestinian flag. 

Nahawand and hejaz are two scales of Arabic music. The former is named after a re- 

gion in western Iran, the latter after the western coastal region in Saudi Arabia, where 

Mecca is located. 
Muwashah: see notes on “The Subsistence of Birds.” 

CADENCE CHOOSES ME 

Zanzalakht: the China tree (Melia azedarach) is an abundant and shady tree in the Galilee, 

often a place for social gatherings. 

DON’T APOLOGIZE FOR WHAT YOU'VE DONE 

Hamassa Diwan is an anthology of classical Arabic poetry collected according to theme, 

by Abu Tammam (788-845; see notes for “If You Return Alone”). The Diwan (collection of 

poems) became known for its most popular chapter, the Hamassa (valor) chapter, which 

dealt with heroic poetry. 
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The Encyclopedia of Countries alludes to Mu’jam Al-Buldan, a geographical diction- 

ary of the Middle East written in the eleventh century by Yaqut al-Hamawi. 

IF YOU RETURN ALONE 

Abu Tammam (Habib ibn Aus) lived in the ninth century and was an early master of 

post-Jahili (Islamic) Arabic poetry and letters. He studied Greek philosophy, and his 

poetry is known for its innovative language and complex metaphors. 

I DIDN’T APOLOGIZE TO THE WELL 

Darwish clearly revisits one of his earlier poems, “The Well’ (1996). It begins with: “I 

choose an overcast day to pass by the old well. / Maybe it has filled up with sky. Maybe 

it has overflown meaning / and the shepherd's parable.” Then the poem ends with Dar- 

wish speaking to his ghost: “And we will say to the dead around it: Salaam / upon you 

who are alive in the butterfly’s water, / and upon you who are dead: Salaam!” 

AND WE HAVE A LAND 

The word Darwish uses for “ascension” is Me’raj. It suggests the prophet Muhammad's 

miraculous rise to the heavens from Jerusalem, which culminated in his meeting with 

God: accompanied by the archangel Gabriel, the prophet traveled from Mecca to Jeru- 

salem overnight (Issra’) on the back of a hybrid steed called al-Borag. When he reached 

the city, Muhammad led all previous prophets in prayer at the site of al-Aqsa mosque, 

before his ascension to heaven. The Rock (beneath the Dome of the Rock) is the ac- 

cepted site of ascension. The narrative of the ascension in Arabic and Muslim literature 

is equally rich on either side of literalism and mysticism. 

IN HER ABSENCE I CREATED HER IMAGE 

Yabous is the original name for Jerusalem, when the Jebusites (Yabousians), a Canaanite 
tribe, first inhabited the region around 2500 B.c. “The seven hills” indicate the topogra- 
phy of the Jerusalem area. The name for Jerusalem in Arabic is al-Quds, “the Holy Place.” 

MURDERED AND UNKNOWN 

Hamassa: see notes on “Don’t Apologize for What You’ve Done.” 

THE CYPRESS BROKE 

Bassam Hajjar is a contemporary Lebanese poet and a translator of French literature 
into Arabic. 

A MAN AND A FAWN ARE IN THE GARDEN 

Sulieman el-Najjab is a political activist, artist, and friend of the poet. In Arabic, the 
third-person address of the verb to live is also a masculine name, Yahya, which corre- 
sponds to John (mentioned in the Quran as John the Baptist). Sulieman is Arabic for 
Solomon. 
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AS FOR ME, I SAY TO MY NAME 

Mahmoud, the poet’s name, like Muhammad, is a derivative of the word-root hamd 

(“praise” or “laudation”). Mahmoud means praised. 

A NOUN SENTENCE 

Arabic has no copulative verbs, which allows for the construct of “A Noun Sentence.” 

THANKS TO TUNIS 

In the aftermath of the 1982 Israeli invasion of Lebanon, the Palestinian Liberation 

Organization was forced to roam the Mediterranean, before settling on Tunisian shores 

and taking residence there. 
The lines: “Don’t give me, O sea, what I don’t deserve / of song. And don't be, O sea, 

more or less than song!” echo, in the singular, a famous refrain in a 1986 Darwish poem 

from his collection It’s a Song, It’s a Song: “Do not give us, O sea, what we do not deserve 

of song!” 

IN SYRIA 

Barada is a small river that runs through Damascus. 

“Chaste” love (courtly love) refers primarily to Jameel Bouthaina’s poetry and the 

devotional verse of Qyss Laila (see notes for “No More and No Less,” “Jameel Bouthaina 

and I,” and “A Mask ... for Majnoon Laila.”). 

I RECALL AL-SAYYAB 

Badr Shakir al-Sayyab (1924-1964), an Iraqi poet, is considered by most to be the father 

of modern Arabic verse. The refrain “Iraq, Iraq, nothing but Iraq” is borrowed from the 

opening poem, “Stranger to the Gulf,” of his very influential 1960 book, The Rain Song. 

Gilgamesh: Sumerian hero of the Gilgamesh epic, probably the first recorded myth of 

man that tells a story of creation. 
Hammurabi (1792-1750 B.c.), a Babylonian king who unified Mesopotamia and who 

codified and tabulated the first human laws. 
Hulagu (1217-1265) is the grandson of Genghis Khan. He was responsible for the 

brutal destruction of Baghdad and of the Abbasid dynasty in 1258. He ordered the de- 
struction of the libraries, until the Euphrates and the Tigris ran ink. He lost a crucial 

battle in Palestine at Goliath Spring (Ain Jaloot) at the hands of the Mamluks in 1260, 

which halted the westward invasion of the Mongols. 

THE COASTAL ROAD 

Al-Mutanabbi (Ahmad bin Hussein, 915-965) was a brilliant Arab poet. His poetry re- 

mained influential as recently as the nineteenth century. Al-Mutanabbi, meaning the one 

claiming prophecy, is a pseudonym he acquired when, it is said, he made such a declaration 

in one of his youthful poems. Adventurous and politically ambitious, he frequented the 

Syrian and Egyptian courts of the time. His brilliance won him many patrons and many 

enemies. He was killed as a consequence of his political whims. 
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A POETRY STANZA / THE SOUTHERNER’S HOUSE 

A poetry stanza in Arabic is a house (Bayt) of poetry (or a home). Amal Donqul (1940- 

1983) was an Egyptian poet from southern (Upper) Egypt. He died young of cancer, 
but not before leaving his mark on Arabic poetry. Darwish’s poem commemorates the 

twentieth anniversary of Donqul’s death. 
Khufu: Arabic for Cheops. 

LIKE A MYSTERIOUS INCIDENT 

Darwish’s encounter with Yannis Ritsos occurred after the Israeli invasion of Lebanon 

in 1982. Athens, Greece, was the first port of arrival for the PLO and its members before 
Tunisia became a new headquarters in exile. 

Yabous: see notes on “In Her Absence I Created Her Image.” 

THE KURD HAS ONLY THE WIND 

Saleem Barakat, Darwish’s contemporary, is an acclaimed Syrian-Kurd poet, translator, 
and novelist, writing in Arabic. His work has been translated into several languages. 
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About the Translator 

FADY JOUDAH was born in Austin, Texas, in a Palestinian refugee 

home. His poetry collection, The Earth in the Attic, was the winner of 

the Yale Series for Younger Poets in 2007, and he is the recipient of the 
2008 Saif Ghobash—Banipal Prize for Arabic Literary Translation from 
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ternal medicine and a field member of Doctors Without Borders. 
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9 The Chinese character for poetry is made up of two parts: 

“word” and “temple.” It also serves as pressmark for Copper 

Canyon Press. Founded in 1972, Copper Canyon Press remains 

dedicated to publishing poetry exclusively, from Nobel laureates to new 

and emerging authors. The Press thrives with the generous patronage 

of readers, writers, booksellers, librarians, teachers, students, and 

funders—everyone who shares the conviction that poetry invigorates 

the language and sharpens our appreciation of the world. 

Major funding has been provided by: 
THE PAUL G. ALLEN 

FAMILY foundation 
Anonymous (2) 

The Paul G. Allen Family Foundation Lannan 

Lannan Foundation ea و‎ 

NATIONAL 

ENDOWMENT 

FOR THE ARTS 

National Endowment for the Arts 

Washington State Arts Commission 
WASHINGTON 

STATE ARTS 
COMMISSION 

For information and catalogs: 

COPPER CANYON PRESS 

Post Office Box 271 

Port Townsend, Washington 98368 

360-385-4925 
www.coppercanyonpress.org 



 ظ20-

English text in this book is set in the digital version of Figural, designed by Oldtich 
Menhart in 1940, and redrawn for Letraset in 1992 by Michael Gills. The Arabic text 
is set in al-Bayan. Book design and English composition by Valerie Brewster, Scribe 
Typography. Arabic composition by Aissa Deebi. Printed on archival-quality Glatfelter 
Author's Text by McNaughton & Gunn, Inc. 
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Mahmoud Darwish 
The Butterfly’s Burden Translated by Fady Joudah 

Three recent Darwish books translated and presented in their 
entirety in one bilingual volume. 

“Mahmoud Darwish is one of the two or three most admired, and widely 
read, poets from the Arab world... While unequivocally anchored in the 
present, his poems draw on the traditions of Al-Andalus, the near-mythical 
site of flowering Arab, European, and Sephardic Jewish art and science—as 
much in Darwish’s re-creation and renewal of Arabic prosody and inweaving 
of legend as in his fraternal openness to and exchange with poets like Ritsos 
and Neruda. In the brilliant, bilingual poet Fady Joudah, Darwish has found 
a translator capable of rendering in English his unflinching, questing, and 
above all loving poems.”— Marilyn Hacker 

“Poetry in translation offers a passport to places we might never visit, bor- 
ders we might never cross. Ancient empires, such as Rome’s and China’s, 
invited foreign poetries and prophets to their capitals because they valued 
poetry as expression of ‘what is on the mind intently.’ In eighth-century 
China there were Hindu temples, Nestorian Christian churches, synagogues, 
and mosques. With this collection, Mahmoud Darwish, the internationally 
celebrated Palestinian poet, stamps our American passports in ‘paradigms 
of... Jahili poetry,’ the border gate goes up, and another world is opened 
to us.”—John Balaban 

“Fady Joudah, a Palestinian-American doctor, has produced an admirable 
translation of Darwish’s evocative, highly metaphorical lyricism and has sup- 
plied an extremely useful introduction and notes... Everywhere in Darwish’s 
verse one finds the elegiacs of dispossession and exile, the unappeasable 
longing for the lost homeland and a continual meditation on the nature of 
the bifurcated self and the Other.” —Steve Kowit, The San Diego Union Tribune 

“Darwish is to be read with urgency, in the night, when nothing else moves 
but his lines.” — The Village Voice 

ISBN-10: 1-55659-241-8 
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