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Live Encounters is a not-for-profit free online magazine that was
founded in 2009 in Bali, Indonesia. It showcases some of the best
writing from around the world. Poets, writers, academics, civil &
human/animal rights activists, academics, environmentalists,
social workers, photographers and more have contributed their
time and knowledge for the benefit of the readers of:

Live Encounters Magazine (2010), Live Encounters Poetry &
Writing (2016), Live Encounters Young Poets & Writers (2019)
and now, Live Encounters Books (August 2020).
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PUBLISHER / EDITOR

MARK ULYSEAS
Mark Ulyseas has served time in advertising as copywriter and creative director selling people
things they didn’t need, a ghost writer for some years, columnist of a newspaper, a freelance
journalist and photo-grapher. In 2009 he created Live Encounters Magazine, in Bali, Indonesia.
It is a not for profit (adfree) free online magazine featuring leading academics, writers, poets,
activists of all hues etc. from around the world. March 2016 saw the launch of its sister
publication Live Encounters Poetry, which was relaunched as Live Encounters Poetry & Writing
in March 2017. In February 2019 the third publication was launched, LE Children Poetry &
Writing (now renamed Live Encounters Young Poets & Writers). In August 2020 the fourth
publication, Live Encounters Books, was launched. He has edited, designed and produced all of
Live Encounters’ 246 publications (till June 2022). Mark’s philosophy is that knowledge must
be free and shared freely to empower all towards enlightenment. He is the author of three
books: RAINY – My friend & Philosopher, Seductive Avatars of Maya – Anthology of Dystopian Lives
and In Gethsemane: Transcripts of a Journey. https://liveencounters.net/mark-ulyseas/
https://www.amazon.com/Mark-Ulyseas/e/B01FUUQVBG

Mark ulyseas

A celebration of Arabic Poetry
This is a special edition featuring Arab poets from Egypt, Syria, Iraq, Lebanon, Oman,
Bahrain, Saudi Arabia, the United Arab Emirates, Morocco, Algeria, Tunisia, Palestine,
and Jordan.. Their work, originally written in Arabic, has been translated into English.
The dedication of both poets and translators to working within the confines of
language is laudable, and humbling.
This congregation of Arab poets is not for any monetary gain other than for the love
of poetry, Arabic poetry. It is an affirmation that poetry can and should always be
above the insidious demarcations of politics and its sidekick, the menagerie of a
gung-ho media.

Many of the poets in this edition do not reside in the country of their birth and yet
the esoteric beauty of the original word and metre has come through. It has seeped
through the mesh that is the confluence of cultures, undiluted by the world of alien
imaginaries. And, for this, we must thank academic and literary translator Dr. Jonas
Elbousty for his in-depth scrutiny and editorial attention to ironing out the wrinkles
appearing in word and form. And, to Osama Esber and Akram Alkatreb a salaam for
their groundwork in gathering the poets from across the world. All this, in a manner
of speaking, is like mosaic arranged in beautiful patterns.
One has often wondered if the subtle nuances of the Arabic word can be translated
into English. And whether, in truth, the poets’ thoughts can be transferred from one
cultural world to another without losing its vital essence? Much has been written
about this. However, the question is – how can a poet writing in one language be
heard and read in other languages?
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Purists believe that a poem is best understood and appreciated when read in its original
language because form and imagery are birthed from the embedded cultural experience.
This is understandable given the rampant cultural appropriations and the rising
nationalistic fervour of the politics of language.
The world has always been in flux, warbling along lines of bigotry, hate, violence and
the politicisation of thought. Poetry, in the cracks and crevices of societies, continues
to be a reminder that there still exists in humanity the spirit of divinity. Divinity in
rhyme and reason that jostles the mind to look to all that makes us truly amazing beings
– fine art, music, sculpture, dance, architecture, film, poetry, and writing. Fault lines
only appear when we move away from the spirit of the Arts, to twist it for personal or
national gain.
May the spirit of Arabic poetry endure and grow to enlighten the lovers and supporters
of the Arts across the world. And may it continue to build bridges between cultures
in these troubled times of fragmenting societies and countries.
Salaam to academic Dr. Jonas Elbousty, Osama Esber and Akram Alkatreb for their
contribution to this fabulous edition featuring Arabic poetry.
Om Shanti Shanti Shanti Om

2022 June ARAB POETS LIVE ENCOUNTERS POETRY & WRITING © liveencounters.net

P O E T R Y & W R I T I N G

June 2022

Contributors
Guest Editorial by
Jonas Elbousty & Osama Esber
Poems by
Jonas Elbousty
Osama Esber
Abderrahim El Khassar
Adel Khozam
Ahmed Almulla
Aisha Al Saifi
Akram Alkatreb
Ali Al Ameri
Asmaa Azaizeh
Azmy Abdel Wahab
Elkhidr Choudar
Fadi Saad
Firas Sulaiman

© liveencounters.net POETRY & WRITING June 2022 Celebrating 12th Anniversary

Furat Esbir
Hashem Shafiq
Hassan Najmi
Jawdat Fakhreddine
Kahtan Mahboub Mandwee
Khaled Bensalah
Miled Faiza
Mohamed Ahmed Bennis
Nagat Ali
Narin Derky
Qassem Haddad
Sinan Antoon
Wafai Laila

2022 June ARAB POETS LIVE ENCOUNTERS POETRY & WRITING © liveencounters.net

GUEST EDITORIAL

MOSAIC OF ARAB VOICES

Jonas Elbousty & Osama Esber

Mosaic of Arab Voices

When Mark Ulyseas, the publisher/editor of Live Encounters, emailed us
to work on a special English issue on modern Arabic poetry for his literary
magazine, we were originally reluctant. One reason for our reluctance
is that it is difficult to prepare a complete and representative issue of
poetry in the Arab world in a short period of time. Furthermore, such a
project requires a team of translators, which would be difficult to secure
due to lack of funds. To overcome the challenge of translation, Mark
proposed that we ask our featured poets to get their poems translated.
Accordingly, we requested the poets featured in this issue either to translate
their own work or have someone translate for them.
Throughout this process, Akram Alkatreb, a Syrian poet, exerted great
efforts to connect us with many poets. Through his efforts, we were
lucky enough to solicit submissions from prominent Arab poets from
across the region. Thus, submissions include poets from Egypt, Syria,
Iraq, Lebanon, Oman, Bahrain, Saudi Arabia, the United Arab Emirates,
Morocco, Algeria, Tunisia, Palestine, and Jordan. This diversity is shown
and reflected in this issue.

The poems featured here showcase the different writing styles and
experiences of the poets from various Arab countries and show that
each poet has his or her own way of using Arabic to convey their unique
vision. Since nineteen fifty-seven, Arabic poetry has undergone a radical
transformation marking the birth of the prose poem and the dethroning
of the classical criteria for writing poetry.

Morocco. Photography courtesy https://pixabay.com/es/users/bouassa-3611551/
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These criteria restricted poets to the inherited forms of metrical and
rhyme-schemed poems, constricting the freedom of poets to the usage of
meters that fall within the fifteen different meters recorded by al-Khalīl
ibn Aḥmad al-Farāhīdī (718 AD- 791 AD), an early Arab lexicographer
and philologist. The year nineteen fifty-seven marked the launch of Shi’r
(Poetry) magazine by Yūsuf al-Khal, Adonis, and a group of other
prominent Arab poets in Beirut. The influence of the magazine on Arabic
literature ignited a revolution against poetic restrictions and rules. Poets
rejected the inherited tradition, creating their own forms, and adopting a
new concept of writing that claims that poetic form should be born out
of creativity, and there should be no mandatory models to imitate. Later,
free verse and the prose poem dominated the scene, and Arab poets found
themselves free to create their own, non-restricted, poems.
As the readers of these selections will notice, the topics of the poems are
myriad. Some poems explore the poet’s inner world, while others probe
the reality around them, including commitments to just causes and mention
of political and social issues that sometimes bring the poems to the verge
of protest. Other poets try to evoke the beauty of the places in which they
live and speak of issues that human beings face, each in their own way.
Other poets find value in opening their poems with philosophical
questions about existence in order to help us discover the world anew.
Still others focus their creativity on the rhythm of their poems, while
others focus on their lost homeland as though their poems are an internal
search for what cannot be attained, enjoying the imaginary, poetic trip
without ever reaching their destination.
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The special issue provides a platform to individual poets, whose work
is featured. However, something should be said about translation, which
can be defined, in this context, as a necessary evil. Translation makes the
poetry more widely understood; however, it takes away from the original
Arabic, which is a very rich language, whose rhythms and musical ways
cannot be easily matched or conveyed in another language. Regardless, we
can confidently say that this issue presents poets who are very active in
the current poetic scene in the Arab world. Collectively, these poets belong
to different generations, yet they believe that the poem is something born
out of the magical fabric woven at the intersection of imagination and
reality. This combination is achieved differently by each poet through
his or her unique approach.
This issue also aims to penetrate cultural barriers by opening new doors
to a region of the world that is often considered a “problematic other” in
order to see it instead outside of stereotypes and through the noblest of
creative arts: poetry.

In closure, we would like to express our gratitude to the poets and translators who have contributed their work to this issue. All of them firmly
believe that poetry can cross boundaries and expand global connections
in a way that digital culture cannot. The issue, which has generously been
offered a home by Live Encounters, includes voices of poets who fathom a
reality burdened by autocracy, prejudices, fanaticism, inequality, climate
catastrophes, wars, and injustices. This issue is just the first step toward
exploring a richer map of poets who struggle to have their work appreciated
in this market-oriented age.
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THE TRAGEDY

JONAS ELBOUSTY
Jonas Elbousty holds an MPhil and PhD in English Studies from Columbia University. He has taught at Emory, Georgia Institute of
Technology, Al Akhawayn, Columbia, and Yale. He is a writer, literary translator, and an academic. He is the (co) author of three
books, and his work has appeared (or forthcoming) in Michigan Quarterly Review, ArabLit, ArabLit Quarterly, Asheville Poetry
Review, Banipal, Prospectus, Sekka, Journal of North African Studies, International Journal of Middle East Studies, Middle Eastern
Literatures, Comparative Literature, among other venues. His translation of Mohamed Choukri’s two short story collections,
Flower Crazy and The Tent, is forthcoming from Yale University Press. Elbousty He has received many awards, including the Ordre
des Palmes Académiques, A. Whitney Griswold Faculty Research Fund, and 2020 Poorvu Family Award for excellence in teaching
at Yale University.

Translated from the Arabic by Mustafa Zewar.

The Tragedy
Now
The house is calm.
The sound of birds is heard from afar.
The squirrels weave their little tricks by the window
And leave.
I watch you
Your calm movement in the corner of the room
I feel as though you’re guarding me, a toddler playing
Worrying over me
And apprehensive.
Your love fills the home struck by a tragedy
Unmeasurable one.
I see you staring
Innocence in your gaze
Your perplexity
Your sorrow
Your kindness and nobility taking flight in the horizon
Now
Now I remember…
All who encountered you
Rush to you
Crave to see you
All who know you
Look forward to embracing you
Oh, noble one
I know your silence is filled with wisdom
Your silence is charged with the towering power
Of speech.

Jonas Elbousty
Morocco/USA.
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THE TRAGEDY

The Tragedy

JONAS ELBOUSTY

contd...

The phone of sorrow rings every time
And I hear your dimmed voice from the other side
Telling of her death
Your friend
Your sister
Your days’ companion.

Rest assured, mother
Your beloved sister’s soul is where it belongs
And she remains near you regardless of the distance
Guarding your days
As she always did.

Lament
I miss seeing you
Your home bustling with guests
Coming from cities far away
And the dusty countryside.
I miss your immeasurable joy
Your unimaginable generosity
The features of your face
And the kindhearted smile
Fills the guest rooms with hospitality
And... overflows
All return to the comfort of your embrace
The women ululating come hand in hand with their presence
The bells of joy rang
Every time they came…
Your tenderness
Your generosity…
And that nobility.
Now
I am jarred by your early farewell
The end’s war that announces its beginning
With you now.
Silent death passes without warning
And engulfs.
The silent death
Pounces.
I hope for some rendezvous
On some day
or dream.

continued overleaf...
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Lament

JONAS ELBOUSTY

contd...

Worry not, Lady
And rest
Your love fills all the voids of the universe
Your affection
Holds all tirelessly
Rest
You are always with us
Despite a slight absence
Despite a hindrance
Not to be regarded
Or even taken
Seriously.

©Mark Ulyseas
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IN A BOOKSHOP IN CALIFORNIA

OSAMA ESBER
Osama Esber is a widely published Syrian author of poetry and short stories, as well as a major translator of English writings into
Arabic. He currently lives in in the United States, where he arrived in 2012 as a visiting scholar at the University of Chicago. He is
also an editor at the Arabic section in Jadaliyya and for the Arab Studies Institute’s Tadween Publishing house and a host of Status,
Jadaliyya’s audio-visual podcast. His most recent collection of poetry is entitled And My Body Told Me, Dar Khutut wa Zilal, Amman,
(2022).

Translated from Arabic by the poet.

Sounds
Sharp voices accompany sunrise.
Tires squealing, sirens,
They wound the silence,
Their voices razor sharp.

The world’s car engine
Is the morning.
You hear its roar and smell its smoke
When you awaken.
Noon, too, is a machine
On the highways of life
Emitting smoke and odors.

Night is horizontal and vertical parking lots
In which homeless lights
Sleep naked and shivering
On the smooth metallic surfaces of cars.

Osama Esber
Syria/USA.
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IN A BOOKSHOP IN CALIFORNIA

OSAMA ESBER

In a Bookshop in California
1
A grey layer,
The dust of time settled on it.

I grabbed the Collected Poems,
The product of decades of poetic riot
Conspiring against language,
Coups d’état in the republic of poetry,
Where the poem sits on the president’s chair
And leaves when another is elected.
No poems cling to the chair
Not because they cannot,
But because they have in them what makes them
Bow to other poems.
There is no republic for poetry now,
Poets scattered in separated lands
where familiar words occupy the president’s post.
2

While Auden’s book was in my hands,
1945 edition, I felt the heaviness and lightness of a time
that started off
on the wheel of youth
And arrived deflated
On the highway of the unknown.
While looking at Auden’s name
Contradictory feelings emerged inside me
I heard whispers,
Screams from the corners of the planet
Sounds of bullets and blasts
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The roaring of the aircrafts
On their way to houses not yet destroyed
Victims that fell
Poems written and read in tents
On the frontlines
Where blood colored maps
Crawled on their lines
And gave them their final form.
3

I blew the dust off the corners of the leather cover.
Papers were yellowish
Autumn passes in the forest of books
And takes their leaves in its way.
On the first page
I saw a dedication:
“I love you with the power of the poem
I embrace you with its passion
And search for your beauty
On the difficult roads of meaning
Guided in their darkness by images and metaphors”.
4

I took the book to the cashier,
Bought it and returned home.
I put Auden’s Collected Poems
With my other holy books,
That when I open every morning
At early dawn,
And read some lines aloud,
I feel that I am performing a prayer,
The unknown opens its doors.

© Osama Esber
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IN A BOOKSHOP IN CALIFORNIA

OSAMA ESBER

At the Tax Filing Office
Everything was smooth
The faux leather of the chairs,
And the burnished surface of the table
on which the credit card machine
And the computer were placed,
The latter eating numbers and drinking symbols
From the hands of
The female clerk who was feeding it
As if it were a toddler,
Bowing over the screen like a mother
And glancing at my girlfriend
With lusty eyes.

At another table,
The tax filer’s hands,
their veins protruding,
Stretched over papers.
I saw the same hands
six years in a row.
This time I saw more hair
and wrinkles on drier skin.
But there was an incomprehensible compassion in her hands.
They looked like a mother’s
wading in the mud of daily life
To reap from it a loaf for a hungry child.
The papers under her hands
Were full of numbers:
What was paid
What should be paid,
The little that will remain
And slip through fingers
Like water.
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Her bowed body seemed non-existent.
Life was only in her hands
It was as if she was but two hands
caressing fat and greasy numbers.
Blood flowing in their veins
Their complexion soft despite their dryness
Despite the lines and wrinkles
Accumulating year after year
Like the wrinkled, lined, and peeled numbers
Like the fat greasy numbers
Gazing at you from every corner
That flow from eyes, mouths and ears
Leaving from doors and windows
Filling the city’s streets
Chasing the screams of the hungry
And swallowing them.

© Osama Esber
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IN A BOOKSHOP IN CALIFORNIA

OSAMA ESBER

Papers and Canvass
You spread your papers on the table,
scatter your multicolored pencils
And bow.

Your fingers move from one pencil to another,
Drawing a universe
With mountains, seas and skies,
And breathing life into its form
born on paper,
A birth difficult to understand.
Your forms leave the papers and canvasses
And live with us
As part of the family.
We feed them and supply them with water
At the dinner table
And talk with them and others.
You pour into them the juice of your life
As if giving birth to them
With a light raised within you
Inhabiting the glow of your eyes,
that creative frown of your face.

© liveencounters.net POETRY & WRITING June 2022 Celebrating 12th Anniversary

When the brush flies
In the sky of the canvass
It fills with dark clouds that rain,
Forms emerge from their night like suns.
You open a door on a world,
Which lives alone in secret prisons,
A world that wants us to liberate it.
It is close, but invisible
And we may cross the deserts of life
Before reaching its doors
But without warning
you let us in through the door
To liberate the prisoners
locked in dark cells.
The captive forms that are born
And I see flying, escaping from the
prisons of whiteness in the canvasses and papers
To fill our day with wings.

© Osama Esber
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IN A BOOKSHOP IN CALIFORNIA

OSAMA ESBER

Crossing
Birdsong falls heavily
Like rain at the start of April.
Flowers in meadows
On roadsides and gardens
compete for places to bloom.
Flowers poor and rich,
yet all of them draw the paintings
Nature hangs on its walls.

When the sun rises
Flowers glow,
Stripping the membranes of their buds,
And walk up to the eyes
To say good morning.

At times like these,
My body restores its youth
Blooms like flowers.
The scent of memories wafts from it
Mingling with its current moment.
It whispers songs
Looking for company
Because it desires to have its spring with you
To bloom in kisses and embraces
That fall like rain
Or fly like butterflies
To walk with you
On roads that liberate it
From the cage of its daily life.

©Mark Ulyseas

Photograph by Mark Ulyseas.
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THE BLIND CAPTAIN

ABDERRAHIM EL KHASSAR
Abderrahim El Khassar, born in 1975, is a Moroccan poet and writer. He has published six poetry collections. His poetry has been
translated into French, English, German, Swedish, Spanish, Persian, Bulgarian, and Indian. He was also selected in 2010 as one of the
best 39 Arab writers under forty at the Hay Festival. He is the Secretary General of the Safi branch of the Morocco Union of Writers
and the cultural correspondent for many Arab newspapers and magazines and has taken part in numerous forums across the Arab
world, Europe and the Americas.

Translated from the Arabic by Marilyn Kallet.

The Blind Captain
In the tumult of the seasons
I did not pay attention to my footsteps
And I planted my foot in autumn too soon.
The bridges that I crossed did not mistreat me
because of my obsession with the forest

In broad daylight
Eyes open
I saw myself grow in my dreams
My height pierced the clouds
With one step I crossed numerous rivers
I fought against a cloud that surprised me
I gave a sign to the sun, and it set
I slid into my pockets trees and my hands grew green
And when the river sprays took me out of my dreams
I saw myself come down from the fiction
I had shrunk so much that the feet of ants
Stomped on me without pity.

I put my hand in the crater of a volcano
And I remained seated waiting for the earth’s vibration.

Abderrahim El khassar
Morocco.
© liveencounters.net POETRY & WRITING June 2022 Celebrating 12th Anniversary

I will climb down the sails from the masts
And I will stop the dancing festival
I will drown fatally with this ship
I am the blind captain
I pressed myself against solid ground
And I hit a huge number of icebergs
I will wait here for my death, calmly
No need for storm.
When the water infiltrates the crevices in the wood
And the waves drag me in their fury
What will I do with the astrolabe and the compass?
What will I do with the maps and chests of gold?

© Abderrahim El khassar
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ABDERRAHIM EL KHASSAR

Translated from the Arabic by J. Bradford Anderson.

The Logger of Old Trees
If it’s inevitable
I will gather my worthless things
And wander this earth with no destination
I will travel its oceans in a boat made of wood from a mousehole tree
And I will walk through jungles with a bamboo cane
If life turns its weapon against me
I will turn out my empty pockets.
When the room is too narrow for me
And a bird’s breast becomes wider than my own
I long to be a worm on a fisherman’s hook
Or a stone in a serious man’s grave
I should walk among cracks in a tie
Feeling pride runs through all my limbs
Each time that I read my awful poems in clubs
And speak to bodies in the mud
Like a mediocre preacher announcing spring’s arrival.

Is this the life we expected, oh friend?
Are these the thoughts that we put down in our childhood notebooks?
As we dreamed about a ray of sun
That reached our weak and cold bodies
We walked the earth until our feet cracked
We’ve also walked on water unremarkably.
And in the middle of our dreams the path disappointed us.
The hills of my village no longer have the same shape
Even the moon now looks to me like
A lantern in a beggar’s hand
Love has come to me from hands
Its delicious words lie on the ground

I look in the mirror and try to smile
But my lips betray me
How can a man laugh
When his heart hasn’t stopped crying?
Thirty years and I who run in the bullfighting arena
I let myself believe that I am getting my revenge on the red cape
And currently I stagger on the verge of falling
In my eyes the castles that I never reached are shining
And the white sails of a ship that ditched me in the harbor.
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ABDERRAHIM EL KHASSAR

Translated from the Arabic by J. Bradford Anderson.

In My Room, the Thoughts of the Dead
Crash Against the Walls
I am distressed, wary,
And simple like a white leaf
I’m against the wall
Thinking about love
and beauty when it’s cruel
Thinking about a potter who uses thorns for clay
Thinking about a prince who fell asleep in a castle and woke up in a cave
Thinking about a guitarist
Who sings all night beneath a closed window
Thinking about a dead woman in my room
Even though her corpse is still moving in other rooms.
I walk on bridges, and I don’t care if I get anywhere
I take care of broken jars
And I take pity on sick birds
Suddenly your shadow passes by
I trip over myself
And I shiver from cold and neglect
From where you are, your voice comes to me
Like the moan of a warrior abandoned by his shield.
This is not the time to remember
Put the photo back in the book
Put the book back in the wardrobe
Put the wardrobe back into forgetting
All alone I am beauty’s caravan
That vanishes into a drawer in the room
I am abundant rain falling in the desert
All alone I am a family of owls
Who hollow their nests into the walls of wells
Wandering flocks of sheep
Maybe Don Quixote fought against windmills
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As for me, I haven’t found a flat wind to fight it with
It’s why I must look like a long line
Of beggars and idlers
Or like sick puppies that bark and no one hears.

This is not the time to remember
And if I had to recall something
I would salvage it with the desire of a man who wants to forget
Let me be in my room
It is larger than a world that gives me no pleasure
I rest only on this bench
In front of a gentle desk
And a dead poet’s photo
I place my dreams on leaves
As well as my nightmares
I close the only window
To protect my illusions of cold
In my room the thoughts of the dead crash against the walls
And the sound of a violin rises above the sounds that come from outside
Sometimes my room gets bigger
Even a path opens up in it
And a cart drawn by white horses shows up
And I see you come down with a rose on your chest
Wearing a gown from last century
And when I lace my fingers with yours
So that the steps keep vigil over your feet
I touch only wood
And years without roses.

© Abderrahim El khassar
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ABDERRAHIM EL KHASSAR

Translated from the Arabic by Darren Jackson.

Let the World Descend
to the Inn of Fools
Don’t Be Suspicious
The boat today trembling under our feet in the river carries us where we want to
go tomorrow. The trees watching us from above in the past will bend their branches
toward us when we pass through the orchard. The sun that burned our feet when
we crossed the desert will be a simple wooden souvenir hooked delicately above
the door.
Believe Me
One day we will reach the earth we had explored hidden in day-dreams, and we
will collect our share of buried treasure. Don’t be afraid, there are no more lions in
the forest, only apes leaping from tree to tree. The hyenas will return to their lairs
because they are only hyenas, and the dragon that frightened us will be devoured
by the flames exiting its mouth.
Don’t Lose Hope
For your delicate body, fight against pain. With your high heel crush the anxiety
that hops into the room. Leave the world, don’t look at its disgusting body, don’t
take interest in its tousled locks and nails. Let this world, envious and exiled,
descend to the inn of fools and come cover the earth’s hair because the rain
mussed it.

Unite You with Me
I’ll make you earrings from cherries, a crown of anemones and a dress of leaves.
Please stand upright on this hill and let your hair fly in the wind. I want to see you,
O little girl of the desert, like women of legends are perceived.

Believe Me
We’re not going to live as much as certain trees, so don’t let the time fly from our
cages. Let’s sun-tan in the gardens of the past, who knows what will happen tomorrow.
Maybe the Tatars with their helmets will arrive in our villages; maybe they will carry
away our hills and trees and pillage our reserve of wheat; maybe they will set fire to
our huts, fields, orchards, and our dreams. Who knows? Maybe the earth will grow
heavy from the sins we’ve committed and fall someday with us into the abyss.

Tell Me
Who are these people we’ve watched so long? Passersby or brigands? Some
humans like us or the veil to Hell’s temple? Spring taps at the windows and doors,
so why do they carry fire in their hands instead of flowers? It’s not in your interest
to look back for anyone. Take my hand and bring me to my old village. Make me sit
over there, near my childhood and my grandfather’s ruined hut. Close your eyes
and let us listen to the rustle of eucalyptus, I am tired of life’s racket.
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CONFUSION

ADEL KHOZAM
Adel Khozam is a poet, composer, and journalist from Dubai. He is very much involved in the Arab and international poetry scene,
as his poems were translated into several languages. He has published 15 books. His novel titled Life Through the Third Eye won
the Golden Seal for Featured Books in Literature and was also nominated for the Eric Hoffer Award for Independent Publication
in the United States in 2015. His poetry collection Naked Spring won the Tulliola International Poetry Prize in Italy in 2020. In
2021, he was awarded the Silver Shield by the World Hispanic Union of Writers for his distinguished work in favor of education,
culture, art, poetry, literature, peace, and social justice in the five continents. In 2022, he created the World Poetry Tree, an
anthology of hope, love, and peace for Expo Dubai 2020, in which more than 400 international poets participated.

Translated from the Arabic by Heyman Abdulhamid.

Confusion
With a hammer on the table
the judge sentenced us to divorce
Not because I don’t love her
Not because our bed doesn’t rock day and night
But because the city knows
God and Satan know, for sure, for sure,
that I carried her on my back and crossed the envious devils’ river
And I carried for her in my mouth a flute, something from the beginning of a song
But her clothes were torn in the narrow corridors
And wound after wound, her blood shined in the imagination of the mirrors
And bled on my clothes
Then a celibate came and said, “There’s no way he can protect a woman.”
Two testified to my confusion in love
The doctor confirmed the shaking of my leg every time I saw her
And with an enlarged heart muscle
that is about to explode.

Adel Khozam
Dubai, UAE.
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CONFUSION

ADEL KHOZAM

Game

Men

The clock pleads to me that it wants to stop
To retire the ticking in the void indefinitely
It wants to walk with its hands representing the hours,
Heading toward the barbershop, to give it a time-cut.
To sit like a free nun outside the meaning of waiting
And no one looks at her in a hurry or looks at her too late

A lot of men walked like a ruler
Many men cried like war widows
Many men were fluid, and it is said that they identify as both sexes.
And no one paid attention to
The man imprisoned in his wife
The man who is embalmed early by the hands of judges
The man that others know from the shape of his shadow
These are the people in their three stages:

Now I found out,
that the clock is half my weight
And I carried it only to count my missing days
And that the time I thought was just an entertaining game,
became, and what a disaster,
a death game.
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1. Social taming of the beast
2. Kissing the hand of scientific superstition
3. Believing the idea of fear, by refuting it
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MY PEBBLE

AHMED ALMULLA
Ahmed Almulla was born in Saudi Arabia in 1961. He is the director of the Saudi Film Festival and the Poetry Festival. He has
published 10 poetry books and earned the Grand Prix Award from the Mohammed Althbyti of Taif Literary Club in 2015.

Translated from the Arabic by Karen McNeil and Miled Faiza.

What I’m searching for
I lost it from my hands early
and wasted my life searching for it...
sometimes I describe it as the shape of a key,
sometimes I call it by the name it doesn’t know,
and sometimes I imagine finding it easily
like finding my reading glasses
perched on the tip of my nose,
sometimes I find what other people have lost and
I put it aside,
amazed at the lightness of what
they were searching for ...
Whenever my desire for it increases
its ability to solve all difficulties grows ...
My hands learned in the dark
and exhumed the light like a plow prophesying,
until I was able to see with one finger, without
needing to open a door or light a fire.
I found the object of my desire
the day I forgot what I was searching for
That which I had lost
on purpose.

Ahmed Almulla
Saudi Arabia.
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MY PEBBLE

AHMED ALMULLA

My pebble
Hurry;
I want to write a poem about a pebble,
small and polished,
it becomes round as it turns,
and pulls me if I forget.
Hurry,
I want to examine an extinguished meteor that
follows me
and that no one else sees

I’ve changed shoes many times
and soles
and haven’t gotten rid of it
my journey is difficult
and long
and my pebble worsens the road.

That pebble
digs into the soles of my feet
and pains my days.
Sometimes
I think that it is a piece of the road’s hardships,
and sometimes I consider it a bone protruding
from my body
it pokes the ground
and always
I take it with me
without people knowing.

But it,
my pebble,
is not buried
and is not passing,

Hurry;
before the thought falls
before anyone turns around
and sees my place unoccupied
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I always promise the night
to stop
I shuck my shoes like an oyster shell
I excavate its pebble with my thumb
I throw it once
and go barefoot
and erase my tracks.

there
wherever I step my pebble
is the ground.
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MY PEBBLE

AHMED ALMULLA

A Me-sized Hole

Money box

A tree grabbed me by my shoulders;
it delayed me a moment from being trampled by
a reckless truck... All day I imagined my blood
neglected on the road, screams speckling the
sidewalk. And I saw terror gain awareness for
a moment then resumes its inattention.

I have an old wooden money box
At the end of the day, I use it to save
a small mistake;
I store its whiteness
for the darkness of old age.

After I disappeared from the scene, my body was revealed
by the dust, abundant somewhere else in life,
the pleasures of my life didn’t flash before me, like
I would have imagined, instead what was seared
in my mind was one image indelible ...
that tree that grabbed my shoulders and saved me
that tree that I didn’t stop to offer thanks to,
that tree that I returned to its place and didn’t find,
that tree that bought my life and jumped in my
place, left a me-sized hole.

A mistake indistinct
to the point of disappearing between words
it is dormant in the letters’ defectiveness
behind the meaning
and on the edges of tone.
An acute mistake
it hides between the cracks
and disguises itself in fragile pretense.

I didn’t discern from the murmur of the passerby
except a continuous sound, hanging in
the air like dust veiling the world; a painful scream of
brakes, for someone sliding towards his death.
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I select it carefully
by its ringing, which sets it apart from its peers.
A mistake that I cannot correct
an unrepeatable mistake that crumbles from the
rock of my correctness.

The day has wilted
the window is bare
the room is silent
how did I forget
how did I assume that I would be reassured by its
absence
the mistakes
bent my dried out back
So let me break the money box on my knees
catching what is scattered
with a shaky hand
and depart
with the lightness of the bankrupt.

© Ahmed Almulla

2022 June ARAB POETS LIVE ENCOUNTERS POETRY & WRITING © liveencounters.net

DAUGHTER OF THE PRAIRIES

AISHA AL SAIFI
Aisha Al Saifi is an Omani poet who was born in 1987. She has taken part in a number of regional and international literary festivals,
where she has also recited her poetry. Al Saifi has published three poetry collections: The Sea Changes Its Gown, The Dreams of
the Tenth Girl, and I Don’t Love My Father. She is a graduate of University College London.

Translated from the Arabic by Salma Harland.

Son of the Mountains,
Daughter of the Prairies
You fall in love with him, and he you.
He storms your eyes, and yours his.
The water of life breaks forth
As his outstretched palms in your hands rest.
You mirror his image, and him yours –
You imprint his likeness upon your soul:
You resemble his sorrows, his joys,
His broad genial smile upon seeing you,
His fretful daily cares, his sweet delights,
And all his subtle idiosyncrasies combined.
You break with each of his hopeless defeats

And glow with the flush of his sun-kissed cheeks.
You become the restful song on his lips,
The coffee and songs of gentle morning bliss,
And winding down after eventful evenings
With eyes seeking each other amid the noise.

The likeness grows in your longing gazes,
Beguiled by the promise in sentimental songs.

He says: ‘Whichever country your feet grace
Is my home.’
She says: ‘Whichever country your smile glints
For its beauties is mine.’

Aisha Al Saifi
Oman.
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DAUGHTER OF THE PRAIRIES

Son of the Mountains,
Daughter of the Prairies
He says: ‘Countries that do not welcome your eyes
Are not worthy of being countries.’
She says: ‘Countries that do not speak
Their bitter farewells to your embrace
Are not worthy.’

You meet him with everything that is dear to you:
Your voice, your smile, the beauty spot on your forearm,
The scent of your fragrance and the masala chai.
When he goes away, he takes your breath away
And every little thing you love or say.
He awakens your childhood glee, and you
His splendid masculinity as you wonder:
‘Your ample abundance!’
***
You love him, and he you.
He knows that this place holds
Your destiny not to be his,
That the Oman that you crave
In the thrills of his ecstasy
Is not Oman,
And that God in his prewritten plan
Might resurrect you both
In a time other than this.
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AISHA AL SAIFI

contd...
Your wills and the Earth do contrary run;
The son of the mountains is destined
Not to be for the prairies’ daughter,
That the stars that kindled by his kiss
On your forehead are meant to die.
He knows this, more than you,
But he keeps his book of secrecy
(Which your eyes can read well).
His heart teeming with air
Hurts him, the emptiness
As much as the withering,
The loss and the silence.
You take solace in knowing
That he will survive
Just like he once did,
And that rain will follow
The drought.
He will recreate you
In his barren land then
As the seasons grow tender
With rain.
He will cross
All the nights of loss
Dark as they may be.
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BETWEEN ALEPPO AND MOSUL

AKRAM ALKATREB
Akram Alkatreb is a Syrian poet residing in New Jersey. He graduated from the University of Damascus with a degree in law.
Alkatreb has worked as a literary critic and journalist for over two decades, with numerous contributions appearing in many
major Arabic literary magazines and newspapers. He has published six poetry collections in Arabic and one in Spanish. He has
participated in many poetry festivals in the United States and around the world.

Translated from the Arabic by Jonas Elbousty.

Between Aleppo and Mosul
Every time your eyes lay down on them
They secretly lose their names and their children
Along the closed road
Between Aleppo and Mosul,
Where the darkness is the head of the family.
Once upon a time, they had this habit
To roam around you from a mile distance
Before they go to sleep.

Akram Alkatreb
Syria/USA.
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BETWEEN ALEPPO AND MOSUL

AKRAM ALKATREB

A Face Pierced with A Deadly Gaze

An Impressionistic Name

1
Like when the wolves howl on the brick slab
We go
Shaking like suspects:
– They’re describing the wind
While they’re dead.

These are the houses’ walls on which I drew
trees and birds
and a river crossing between houses,
in which children drown at night.

2
The cruelest thing about dawn:
The exodus manuscript
Thorn by a distressed wolf
Because of the night’s death.

3
A face penetrated with a deadly gaze.
4
The bird in the blueness
A printed step on the sand.

5
Wolves wounding their howling
Inside the eye of the well
Bleating of surrendering herds.
6
Stone shine under our feet
Like old gold:

– Oh wind!
Let’s talk together, without a blink of an eye,
Or walk on the water,
Like it’s a broken piece of wood.
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BETWEEN ALEPPO AND MOSUL

AKRAM ALKATREB

After Midnight

From Legends

He takes you to his house in the basement
To be with you for the whole night,
With an eye opened, aiming to commit a crime.
He is able to touch the corner of the air
On your lower lip
Or the cloud on your breasts.

There are the ships from which mysterious people are disembarking
You beg them so the dawn doesn’t come from behind the mountains.
They enter your house and never leave it.
Then leave an Assyrian note on top of your bed
Hence, you wake leisurely without the risk of your shadow falling off.
Meanwhile, the historians are writing down the history of hugging that the city
never knew,
The nomads never mentioned it in the books, nor did the museums lovers,
Until they saw your naked statue from behind the glass in the Louvre:

Laying down on a soft black mattress
Not surrendering to the thirst
Or losing his path.
After midnight
ripped off from your tree
He is able to love you excessively
While shaking with weakness.
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They cry at your small feet.
They cry your winged horse
And the movement of your clouds in a book placed under the bridge.
And the name of fighters who left roses in villages
Then went to sleep near the Milky Way:

They’re raising their hands to touch every part of you
Making the tree flood with milk.

© Akram Alkatreb
2022 June ARAB POETS LIVE ENCOUNTERS POETRY & WRITING © liveencounters.net

THE MILKY WAY

ALI AL AMERI
Ali Al Ameri is a Palestinian- Jordanian poet and painter. He is a member of the Jordanian Writers’ Association, Arab Writers’ Union,
Jordanian Press Association, and he is the national coordinator of the World Poetry Movement (WPM) in Jordan. He published
four books: “These are my Intuitions ... This is my Vague Hand,” “White Eclipse,” “Enchanted Thread,” and “Ink Inscription…Poets
Talk about Childhood, Love, and Exile.” The latter contains interviews with seven poets. Many of his poems have been translated
into English, German, Italian, Spanish, Macedonian, French, and Albanian. His poetry book “Enchanted Thread” has been
translated into Spanish, and published by the Poetry House in San Jose, Costa Rica.

Translated from the Arabic by Salma Khadra Jayyusi.

The Milky Way
Do the stars sleep like letters in time’s box?
Do they slide in the evening?
like silk on lovely shoulders?
Do they open like lovers’ words in the house’s shade?
Do the stars meet like the lines of palms?
Do they embrace quickly
like two rivers after a long voyage?
And do they change places, as spirits between night and clouds?
Do they compete up there, as pupils compete to draw their teacher’s face?
And do the stars gaze at their faces in mirrors of mist, as women in love stand
before mirrors drawing kohl for their rendezvous?
I have seen the Milky Way
guarded by lightning
and I have seen
the songs rise
at the curve
and I saw
Eden above the bed.

Ali Al Ameri
Jordan/Palestine.
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THE MILKY WAY

ALI AL AMERI

Translated from the Arabic by Salma Khadra Jayyusi.

Translated from the Arabic by Ziad Abdulla.

My Heart Hosts You

Petrified Darkness

My heart hosts you,
you bring enchantment to the stone of oblivion;
spread a turquoise carpet between my instincts.

In a strange morning,
here
a petrified darkness fell, suddenly,
over our names.

My heart hosts tremors.
Your voice is sweet basil’s fragrance on my bed,
the hearth is to my west
and lightning continues its high song.
You are here
so clouds are joyful on the terrace;
the line of love is dazzled by your light.
My heart hosts Eden, blooming melodies
and butterflies.
And I embrace you until
your silver necklace flowers.
I embrace you until water trembles.
My heart hosts your secret crescents
And I embrace you until
The etching on your silver necklace flowers
I embrace you until the water shakes.
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In a strange morning,
an ambiguity
dangled
on the earth,
so we forgot, on the stove, our coffee pot,
and left the keys of our doors on the silence of the wall.
In a strange morning here,
on our planet,
we could no longer walk on the pavement,
as if we are war’s orphans and lost languages.
Here, in a room of radiant shadows
we are a rare painting,
beneath it, a short sentence is written:
Here,
No touch
at the Pandemic Museum.

© Ali Al Ameri
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THE MILKY WAY

ALI AL AMERI

Translated from the Arabic by Awad Khairi.

The Bow
To the forest
descends
a rainbow
from above the branches.
It winds shadows around its hands.
It hangs lovers’ names
With a nail of the past,
where clouds drop a stony title,
from the top of the blue to Friday.
I saw and so did the lilac.
I saw a shepherdess pouring
into the lyre a day
and a silvered paradise and singing.
But darkness remained in the bird’s neck,
like the necklace of a widow
At the farthest end of the world.

Woman
To the Spanish artist Lita Cabellut
A Woman from east of the heart,
grinding wheat on a stone,
singing for a lightning flowing between the music.
*
A Woman in a lunar house,
embossing lines of henna in the door,
igniting a wood of incense under the unseen,
and opens the secret of meaning.
*
A Woman swaying in front of the mirror.
At midnight, traveling to her first paradise.
Over the silk of the fire, butterflies hovering.
The woman pouring a light into the clay,
and drawing two lines on the path.
*
A Woman from east of the spirit,
fluttering like a morning on the hilltop,
anointing a blue pebble with oblivion,
and walking towards the remembrance.

*
A Woman from the heart of east,
lighting love before the arches.
In her ring the sapphire stone blossoms.
And when the shadow bends over a language,
the meaning of the meaning glows in her eyes
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THE MILKY WAY

ALI AL AMERI

Translated from the Arabic by Saad Hakim.

Fool of the Hill
Fool of the Hill, drying the light on the neighbors’ clothesline, and writes whatever
the shadows dictates. Dripping a song in the Wadi Zeqlab, escorting lemon trees,
telling them about a war that burned the souls of all green and dry.
A barrel
stuffed
with sharp darkness
thrown
by a blind pilot
flying a blind jet
on
a sleeping wheat field
in its greener form

The mud flew, the river flew, the Cypress trees flew, the field flew, the month of
May flew, a shirt with a hole on the chest flew and a Lark flies from a Cider tree
guarding a grave on top of the hill near Jordan River.
Fool of the Hill, talking to trees,
Drawing with coal on white walls faces of harvesters, scythes shining among
golden tufts, kids on wooden boards and horses pulling the lines of summer.

Fool
of the Hill
mumming
a song
among Clay houses, drawing with coal, portraits of girls filling the morning light
in tin buckets, and form tiaras from wild mint leaves. Their giggles echoing in the
small streets while swaying slowly like Pomegranate trees. Gently coming back to
their village “Qulaiat”, pouring nostalgia to their first houses in “Beisan”.

Fool of the Hill wandering around in his black coat, in summer and winter, writing
questions on a white wall: How can a desolated shadow survive? How can a soul go
back to its origin? How can the desolated trees sleep? How can the ignored stone
flow? How can the desolated shelf flitter? And how can the coffee pots whisper its
secrets in October?
How
can the keys
sleep
without doors
Fool of the Hill talking to a tied shadow on a canal, stuffing clouds inside the cracks
of stone. He ties a thread around the unknown and walks away like a desolated
light.

“Beisan” is here, with a shawl of fields on her shoulders. Here is “Wadi Al Esha”. The
plow line is here, and flower of bitter orange lighting the absent and the written.
“Qulaiat” is here listening to the flirting of fire. A green shrine stands in “Waqqas”
Village. The cloak of my grandfather Ibrahim is here with plucks of tears of light and
a horse in the yard, while chamomile blooms on clay roofs.

Fool of the Hill muttering the secret names of eternity, the first names of a desolated
address and the redacted names on a scroll.
Lifts
a shadow
thrown
in
the coffin,
and walks
towards
a sleepy orphan
like a line
on an engraved stone

continued overleaf...
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THE MILKY WAY

Fool of the Hill

ALI AL AMERI

contd...

Fool of the Hill
goes
comes
observes
an earthquake toying with the erased and threads
observes
shooting stars passes among mirrors
observes
the feather of a cock in the den of Friday
Fool of the Hill escorting lemon trees, telling them about a war and trenches, about
kids running under death, about the history of fire and a cave dreaming of flying.
Fool of the Hill
hangs
beads
on the wall
goes to the desolated cave
to sculpted
the image of a Fool
on the deprivation stone.

©Mark Ulyseas

Photograph by Mark Ulyseas.
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DRAGONFLIES

ASMAA AZAIZEH
Poet, performer, and journalist based in Haifa. In 2010, Asmaa received the Debutant Writer Award from Al Qattan Foundation for
her volume of poetry “Liwa”, (2011, Alahlia). She has published three other volumes of poetry. Among them “Don’t believe me if I talk
of war” which was translated into Dutch and Swedish. Asmaa has also published a bilingual poetry anthology in German and Arabic
“Unturned stone” (2017, Alahlia). Her memoir “my dead father’s celebration” will be published by next year. She has contributed to
and participated in various journals, anthologies and poetry festivals around the world. Her poems have been translated to English,
German, French, Persian, Swedish, Spanish, Greek, and more. In 2012 she was the first Director of the Mahmoud Darwish Museum
in Ramallah. She has worked as a cultural editor in several newspapers, a presenter on TV and radio stations, and as the director of
the Fattoush bookstore and book fair in Haifa.

Translated from the Arabic by Yasmine Seale.

Dragonflies
Millions of years ago, there were no winged creatures.
We all crawled around on our bellies and paws
to arrive.
We arrived nowhere in particular,
but the rough ground coarsened our bellies
and our paws stretched out like mountains.
Every time we stopped in the shade of a tree,
one of us would shout: “Here we are!”
A fantasy mightier than mountains.

Millions of years ago, dragonflies emerged from narrow streams.
The water was heavy on their backs,
like a tightening in the chest,
so they asked creation for wings,
that they might perceive anguish
as clearly as stones on the riverbed.
Since then, we all fly,
millions of wings and planes cloud the sky,
humming like hungry locusts.
But not one of us has asked creation
to deliver us from the fantasy of arrival.
In our chests, the same tightening.

Asmaa Azaizeh
Palestine.
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DRAGONFLIES

ASMAA AZAIZEH

Translated from the Arabic by Mariam Hijjawi.

I am but one Word
Look father,
language is a lavish bed
and I slipped out of life’s vagina
onto an old step.
So in which language do I lament your death?
For twelve whole years
Al-Khansa1 stood at the school gate.
I gibbered after her,
like a parrot with no tongue
and every time, tears welled up in her eyes,
creatures with hardened skins
would walk across the desert of my eyes.
My mother cuts the mulberry tree
Every time it grows,
so its roots don’t split the wall.
Which language can split
my sadness for you?
I picked the words
off the tree’s memory
of its long-gone limbs,
I plowed language
from the meadow’s fantasy
of its absent expanse.

Cats taught me their elegies
over the foetuses
that never formed in their wombs,
death tied me to the school gate,
asking for its share;
I am but one word
hopping on its short tongue
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I am but a word I can’t make out
I will be spoken and be finished
If lamentation was meowing
or bleating
I would become it.
I would be a long wail
that summons my father
or a question that leads me
to him

I am but a name that stayed in God’s belly,
one that he forgot to teach Adam.
Let me know of other names
so I can say another.
Look father,
language is a lavish bed,
Al-Khansa’ sleeps on it like a ripe sphere
When I stand at its foot,
like an abandoned quarter
silence whistles through me.
And into my body,
on the tips of their toes,
come the elegies.

1. Al-Khansa one of the most influential poets of the pre-Islamic and early Islamic periods.
In her time, the role of a female poet was to write elegies for the dead
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DRAGONFLIES

ASMAA AZAIZEH

Translated from the Arabic by Mariam Hijjawi.

Things Sleeping
Look at me, mother,
I’m back with more meat
and bones and wisdom.

These days I can think of death,
can sleep without being lulled,
my milk teeth now grind my losses.
I came back to find
tongues of lullabies severed,
children bellowing in every corner,
and the muezzin’s call stifled
by a strange hand.
The return is a movie screen,
and I no longer recognize the lead.
Though she’s only come in once,
she’s tampered with the script
a thousand times.

The return is a cat who ate its young.
The return is my braid,
which I cut off
and fed to time.

The once green garden is now a woman
afraid of old age,
the well, a bed in a hospital,
and cats, the souls of women
who cried on my arm.

And I am now your mother.
I shield your body with my own,
from the bullet that your seventy years
will suddenly release.

The accent I once rode
now rests beneath the earth.
What happened to the shifting “Qaf”
and the “Kaf” that barely came out?
Where is the sling and the bird?
Where is the neighbours’ boy?
What was his name?
And what was mine?
If I’d only had a single name
I wouldn’t have forgotten it,
it would have struck me right in the head
like a sniper’s bullet.

Where are the skins I cured with life’s salt?
Where are the supplies
for the war that never came?
They were devoured by waiting and mites.
Where is that northern gate
that opens out onto happiness?
Where is my uncle Mahmoud,
who used to eat grass and ask God
to forgive humanity’s sins?

continued overleaf...
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DRAGONFLIES

ASMAA AZAIZEH

Translated from the Arabic by Mariam Hijjawi.

Things Sleeping

contd...

My old father, who became my son, is dead.
But where is the young man
who was once my father?
Where is that body I used to climb,
from whose forehead I picked
the sour fruits of time?
Tell him that all the teachings of politics
have rotted in my head
and that I’ve replaced them
with poems I do not understand.
I wanted to repair the verses
but ruined them instead.
My mother put a finger to her mouth,
signalled me to keep quiet—
she pointed at the piles
of things sleeping.
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Translated from the Arabic by Adam Zuabi.

The eye of the blackbird
The orb of my life will soon fall into my lap
Not much will happen after that
Those I wished I could meet have died
The country I dreamt of became a rap song in a distant car
The horses I raised as a child bit into my arm
and there is no sign they are letting go

At any event
My bottle of ink is large, and it seems like I will not live long enough to empty it
The poems I wished to write, I vitrified into his shrouds

I taught the octopuses that have climbed out of my back how to feel for his absence
I sit atop a rock of longing
and wait for the wind to give me shape
I may turn into a blackbird with a wide eye
a deep and wide eye
through which I shall see my new orb of life
and probably will not remember I was my own self
nor that this tree
which will become my home
was something unknown, as if it was my father.
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DRAGONFLIES

ASMAA AZAIZEH

Translated from the Arabic by Yasmine Seale.

Psycho
after Alfred Hitchcock
careful
do not think
this is about me
a cheap fiction, this self
a tunnel underground
and the steps of language leading down
all gnawed away by mice
rock like loose planks

the one time I tumbled in, I heard hoots of laughter rising from my belly, full of
phrases
I have to say to you, the similes that are in fact like nothing, the words I stuff your
ears
with day and night—day, night, tree, bird, cloud, grass, and sun—as I work in a
neon-lit office
that one time, my ears rang without mercy
I covered them and ran to the top floor
to write poems about humanity and the ugliness of war
about aloneness in the existential sense
about the love that gets around by hearse
poetry hoots in the tunnel
eyes wide in the bluish skull
like sheep to slaughter
and slowly my voice rises
in the name of God, the Merciful, the Compassionate
Day, night, tree, bird, cloud, grass, and sun
the words’ necks shine
ready to be shorn
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WAX MUSEUM

AZMY ABDEL WAHAB
Azmy Abdel Wahab’s is a well-known Egyptian poet and journalist. He published 8 poetry books, and 4 non-fiction books of nonfiction. He works as chairman of the cultural department for in the newspaper, Al-Ahram. He has also been awarded a number of
prizes from Arab cultural institutions.

Translated from the Arabic by Nasr Abd Alrahman.

Wax Museum
Trees hate to stand still.
Sparrows were killed by silence,
Trains died while waiting
At the stations,
Phones do not transfer speech
Between lovers.

Lovers jailed joy in their
Eyes.
Teenagers looked for a suitable park
To express love.
Stiffened on benches,
They left gaps between their bodies
For the wind to prove its
Ascendancy.
Cold devoured the limbs
Of men
While Women surrendered
In an unequal battle
With loneliness,
Moreover, the innocence of children
Grew old.
Everything was muted
Oh, God!
Set this city free
From the grip of a woman;
Captured the sun in her fist,
Before the whole universe
Turns into a wax museum.
Azmy Abdel Wahab
Egypt.
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WAX MUSEUM

AZMY ABDEL WAHAB

An old scent

My Sweetheart’s house

I often see the faces of my dead relatives in my dreams:
My father’s jilbab hangs
Over the fence,
My brother leads me towards it
In the darkness.
I see the women I loved,
Who are still alive,
As mummies;
Thieves raided on
Their secrets.

Oh! My Sweetheart’s house,
I have just escaped death
Please open your door.

Those deceasedWith fresh wounds;
Dripping blood and dewI smell the odor of long sleep from
Their mouths.
So,
I wake up to
Wash stains of blood
Away from my shirt.

My sweetheart’s house, small and lovely, is
Illuminated by a slight smile,
Warmth flows from its corners.
There is a sexy nightgown
And a window opens upon the moon.

When my sweetheart falls asleep,
Angels cut her hair; lying on the pillow,
And therefore, the miracle happens:
A face emerges;
As round as a sunflower
And for it, the sun prays the rain prayer.
Oh! My sweetheart’s house,
In the sand, I marched for
Forty long years.

I Knocked on the door until
My face was covered with cobwebs.
Oh! My sweetheart’s house
Open your door
I need to sleep.
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WAX MUSEUM

AZMY ABDEL WAHAB

A sea and colorful fish
Open the door;
I came to you by sea,
And tried hard
Not to lose one of
Its waves on the road.

You don’t trust me
Since I came back with colorful fish
In a cage made of glass.

I didn’t wash away salinity from the sea water
It wants to be dulcet on your lips.

The sand on feet was
Nothing but your footprints
When you strode barefooted on the beach
To escape suicide between those
Accidental people who hate
The sea for personal reasons.
(It takes the ships away
And leaves yellow lights behind
That weighs the memory down by its dim glow
Before it fades away like a sick night.
Okay
You are sleeping now
I will be back another time,
But you don’t know
How that sea exhausted me;
I carried it on my shoulders
During all your sleeping years!
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FOR RIYAD SALIH

ELKHIDR CHOUDAR
Elkhidr Choudar is an American- born Algerian who graduated from the University of Florida, where he taught Arabic and French.
He held a teaching position at the University of Michigan then moved on to the University of Chicago. His books include The Book of
Dew (2000), and Things on the Other Side (2021). He has also translated several books.

Translated from the Arabic by Theo Beers.

(1)
Summer this year is boring
and there are no reasons that tempt you to leave
Invaders, travelers, and curious people are always ahead of me to every place I go
The four directions were filled to the brim
no need to travel then
I am a lazy man
who loves intimacy very much
I will stay despite what the meteorologists say
about nature’s health
I will not fall in fear
of the loss again
Or someone admonishes me about identity and memories
I will leave my nails growing long
Put out crumbs in the dishes for the birds
And sit as a tree in front of the sun
Half-naked
Waiting for the Earth
to return

Elkhidr Choudar
Algeria/USA.
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FOR RIYAD SALIH

ELKHIDR CHOUDAR

(2)

A letter to Fernando Pessoa

The immoderation of my first grandfather—
Whom I don’t know—
Was that he dreamt of being a sailor.
I was born on the shore of the Mediterranean,
At first in the body of a woman
Who was older than me by twenty years.
And because her first grandfather—
Whom she didn’t know, either—
Was excessive in his dreams,
She was born in the body of a man
Who was younger than her by twenty years.
And so the disjointed boat,
Which pirates left
Near abandoned islands,
Is now a wagon
In which children run away
From the rain clouds to their mothers.
This is what my first grandfather wanted for me:
A boat;
And the second,
A wagon.

My dear Pessoa…
We’ve never met before;
Or maybe once by chance,
Years after you passed.
I was ten, and you were in your late seventies.
I recognized you from your hat and monocle,
But I was made certain by that poetic tremor
In your eyelashes.

I am from a faraway city,
Unmentioned in the history books,
Called “Aghilas” in my language—
A lioness sleeping between two mountains in the lair of the valley.
My fingers used to pulsate on the body of the fig,
And the wild bees would tend flowers in my grandmother’s cloak.
No one in our town traveled beyond its limits:
Our longest trip was between the wells and the trees;
And for shelter in the woods, we had fireflies that hummed without electricity.
(I know you don’t like for anyone to compare you to nature,
And that I am only grass discarded on the doorsteps.)
Do you still like to drink berry-flavored brandy?
And are you not tired of sitting and engaging in conversations
About destiny and the heavens?
I beg you, don’t ask me
About my bad habits—
For I still love the rain,
And I always feel that I’m drenched from the inside.

continued overleaf...
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FOR RIYAD SALIH

A letter to Fernando Pessoa

ELKHIDR CHOUDAR

contd...

Indeed,
I’m not in good health anymore,
And my wrinkles are longer-lived than the stars,
Ever since a group of boorish woodsmen killed
My black horse.
Imagine, you delicate one,
That you die in a forest by the strike of an axe,
And the air around you reverberates from the cruelty.
At that time, squares and rectangles are no longer straight-lined,
As in school,
But rather, round.

For Riyad Salih (1954–1982)
My dear Riyad,
The old kitchen table is still the same:
Bare, with no cloth,
Showing scratches from school pens,
And nicks from knives,
And a hot, branding sorrow that can’t be rubbed away.
It’s still complete, with all the nails of poetry,
And it shakes whenever we mention your name…

The spring is round… the cypress, round… the snow, round…
The holes in my clothing;
The loud cry of that man during plowing;
The sighs of love;
The children’s fingers waving in the air, are round.
Crying,
Kisses,
And that wretch, death,
Are also round.
I left behind no book on poetry, no cuts on stone,
And I never flaunted blue cloth.
Those who loved me wrote on my tombstone:
“A creature devoid of attributes.”
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FOR RIYAD SALIH

ELKHIDR CHOUDAR

Translated from the Arabic by Kay Heikkinen.

Dear Bill,
I know you no longer hope for anything, or wait for anyone
Half a century after your seedtime
Since you were growing strong in Stanford,
Till now you’ve come to this abode.
You who know the Middle Ages by heart,
The tribes long vanished of the Germans
And the Gauls.
No one’s eyes flash like yours
As you speak of the lessons of Guillaume de Lorris
In the Roman de la rose,
Or the knights of Chrétien de Troyes.
You would smile at the end of class
At the grand metaphors.
What’s the use of that now,
You say,
When you have half a heart
And are so weak,
When your pulse comes burbling from pipes.
Life is not strong enough,
As it was before,
To flow in charm and spontaneity,
You say.
What’s the use of all of that,
When you moisten your dry lips
With ointment from a tissue
And read in your solitude words
From your last book,
A Poet at the Fountain.
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A LOVE AFFAIR

FADI SAAD
Fadi Saad is a Syrian writer and physician. He moved to the United States in 2000 and currently lives in Detroit. He has published
three poetry collections: Madina Sajina (2005; A jailed city), yaqtà al-layl bilsikyn (2009; He Cuts the Night with a Knife), and Hayat
moujarada min ibtisama (2015; A Life without a Smile). He also published a short story collection called Maktabat al-mawta (2018;
The Bookstore of the Dead). He is also one of the co-founding members of “Jozoor” (2005-2010), a cultural organization interested
in promoting Arabic literature in exile. His poetry and essays have appeared widely in major Arabic literary publications.

Translated from the Arabic by Karen McNeil and Miled Faiza.

A Love Affair
He was gazing at a machine. He approached it until they were almost touching. He
was excited by the minutest details: its silver protrusions, the clatter of its toothy
cogs, the heat of its derrière.

O splendor of creation, he says. And it matches passion for passion, until he feels its
oil flowing, secretions of a hungry desire. He cuts off two fingers, presenting them to
it on a velvet pillow for its birthday. He divorces his wife in its honor. The machine
smiles a hidden smile, exposing its soiled teeth a bit while winking to one of those
present: How fine is man when he falls in love!

Hundreds of years have gone by. A passerby asks the machine about the contents of
the thousands of boxes piled behind it. These are the limbs of my former lovers, it
answers coquettishly, I keep them all as souvenirs. Who knows, maybe one day I too
will want to have arms and fingers.

Fadi Saad
Syria/USA.
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A LOVE AFFAIR

FADI SAAD

Translated from the Arabic by Karen McNeil and Miled Faiza.

Translated from the Arabic by Samantha Kostmayer Sulaiman and Fadi Saad.

Battle

Respect

There was a picture still being painted, shuffling in the cold morning hours on the
shoulder of an empty canvas. Its fingers were adorned with costume jewelry, like
the fingers of an old witch. Why don’t you take off all that gaudy make-up? One of
the passersby screams in its face.

So many things have lost our respect. The table that smashes its face in the remains
of our obsolete existence. The chair that succumbs daily under the weight of
indifferent bums. The walls that bleed from our piercing nails. Oh… and the dusty
book, which no tender hand has stroked it for so many years.

A lithe, buxom word invites it to a fair duel (fair according to it): which of them can
seduce the heart of that solitary man?
They battled for a long time, for years and years. It was a dirty battle, resulting in
thousands of victims and killing -- mistakenly -- many poets.

The dark face of night fell. The bed was waiting; the bed that has not slept for
months. Whenever it tried to close its eyes, the gasps of naked bodies kept it awake,
and the scent of desire stuffed its nose.
They were fighting. She wanted him to speak about their endless love, about the
weather and other worthless subjects. Talking must precede sex, she argued loudly.
As for him, he just wanted to satisfy his lust quickly so he could sleep. Talking
means respect, she screamed. The bed plugged its ears and covered its face with
pillows, so it did not hear her weeping and his snoring.
So many people lost the virtue of respect.
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FADI SAAD

Translated from Arabic by Samantha Kostmayer Sulaiman and Fadi Saad.

The Hypocrisy of Metaphor
I decided to stop writing. I got bored with the letters’ smooth fingers, with the
sentences’ plump buttocks, and with the gaping mouths of stupid adjectives.

I got bored with the hypocrisy of metaphor, with the deceiving makeup on poems’
cheeks.
I grabbed my pen and washed the mud off its pointy head. I wrapped it in clean
sheets, wiped away its sadness, and buried it at the doorstep of my little house.

My neighbor was not happy. And for days, I was tossing and turning in bed. I was
invaded by nightmares about a world that lost its soul, about blind people who lost
their way, and about a humanity that is wailing with regret.

I could not hear the weeping of my buried pen. I just guessed there were tears from
the dampness of the overlying soil.
Rimbaud was mocking my big nose. Neruda brought a pen out of his head to tease
me… The most terrifying scene was Williams, in his final days, holding, with trembling
hands, his glowing burning imagination and ramming it in his dysarthric mouth.

My girlfriend woke me up, placed a mirror in front of me, and what I saw horrified
me.
I was naked, my skin swollen from the silence.

As a madman, I ran and dug up the soil until I found my pen. It was waiting for me
with a wry smile. I wanted to hug it and ask for forgiveness.

These Long Years Are Looking Now
Like Your Face
I repair my memory every day. That’s all I do. Whenever I find a tear, no matter how
small, I sew it up.
I have no doubt that I will not forget these long years. For sure, I will not forget that
they were long, or forget their thick black coats.
But I am interested also in recalling the details; the lost screams; the names of the
dead; the faces of children… And the laughter of the tyrant.
I don’t want to forget anything. That is why I write.

I have now three rooms filled with volumes of details.

For example, yesterday, I wrote about a flower sitting on a deserted sidewalk in my
city. A lonely, bent flower. When it raised its head, its face was full of dread.
I think that such details will save us from death.
***

These long years are looking now like your face,
he said to me
you will not step out of them as sane
as when you entered…

With its hands, it fended me off, it dusted off its cover, and like any victorious General, it went back with an arrogant swagger to my table.
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LATE MANIFESTO

FIRAS SULAIMAN
Firas Sulaiman is a Syrian poet currently living in New York. He has multiple publications in Arabic including several volumes of
poetry, two collections in English (Forgetting and Her Mirror is an Unarmed Hunter), and one in Spanish. He has also published
two collections of short stories, a book of aphorisms, experimental fiction, and numerous articles. In addition to appearing in
several anthologies, Firas’ work has been featured in several literary magazines as well as having been translated into many
languages.

Translated from the Arabic by Samantha Kostmayer Sulaiman.

Late Manifesto
You are in the 21st century, where time blows from all directions, where every
shelter is a laboratory, where every invention is a death capsule, where every accent
is the start of war.
The time is always suitable for rage and Laughter, suitable for nations fighting and
people battling with themselves.
It is the 21st century, messages arrive as quickly as the smell of corpses.
And the performance of dogmas settles on stages.
As well as the arsenals of weapons and epidemics, rotting thoughts and engineered
emotions.
People enter their homes as if they were entering banks where they deposit their
lives, they go to their jobs to dust off the files of the future they cannot see, they go
to their dreams like thieves, and in long lines they slowly pass to avenge a killer
they do not know, to avenge for a featureless victim they do not know.
The impoverished hunger for...
The rich hunger for....
Those dominated by what they use, those seeking false paradises.
You are in the 20th century, or you are in the 22nd century; time is always ripe for
fear, to repeat the same illusions and pleasures.
You are in the crowd, you are out of the crowd, you are a slight mistake, a laughable
miracle.
You are in the 20th century, or the 22nd century, you are in all centuries. I won’t tell
you that this planet is a cemetery or that this planet is a wedding, only when you
pass me by, look at me as an other, as a stranger, but not as an enemy.

Firas Sulaiman
Syria/USA.
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LATE MANIFESTO

FIRAS SULAIMAN

Elegies
1
You are a quiet man; that does not mean you do not get angry, but no one sees the
armies of straw fighting in your head and more, no one sees these ashes and dust
flying around your absence.
Sometimes your indiscretions are not without wisdom, indiscretions laughable
without an audience, wisdom is funnier because its chanters are ghosts.
Between your desire to leave a legacy and to pass lightly and obediently to that far
justice, you postponed your body and prepared it for the inevitable.
You will not speak about the residence of pain over here, about its definitive issues,
nor about the thunder and lightening of regret that makes your home a piece of the
apocalypse.
You are a scared man, and all you need to do is toss a goodbye wave and smile to all
who scared you.
2
More than a singing mourner will stand on the edge of your name buried beneath
forgetting, more than a mother and sister unable to attend the funeral of your
shadow which shrunk to one and a half meters, but one woman will fold her future
and the rest of her life into the ashes of your corpse, the corpse that you have
recommended be sent to the country where you were born, a country unfit for
anything but death.

3
You sever your truth, what equates your delusions about yourself, as mutilated
fragments for them, the demons of friendship and love. In other words, your statue
which you destroyed and collected a thousand times for them to see, instead they
saw their axes. You were not in the conclusion before the final punctuation, and
you were not in the details as fish trembling half dead in the fetid waters of the
text, as a just slaughtered bird frenzied in the air of action. You were an honest
soul in the shape of a deceptive body. You existed half dead for others to love you,
to acknowledge you, those others also half dead. O man who spent all his time
making fires beside his grave to lighten the erased name on the epitaph, don’t be
disheartened, you are more than those who eulogize you.
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4
Let the air enter, it will mingle with the ruins of this little labyrinth, this crypt.
This air arrives like a flow exhausted from running a thousand years, like the
interrupted breath of this planet.
Let the air, aged and sophomoric, move the shadows hovering around you. Let it
enter, it will become a heavy piece of forgetting, it will become heavier than the
tears of the few who will yearn for you and then forget you.

5
You had forgotten the shape of the rooms because you live in an underground
passage where the humidity and the smell of darkness and the sharp tools that
fall from your disrupted sleep can push you to invoke the pacing imagery; then you
get bored and leave your hand for too long on the doorknob which leads to an
open world. No one will understand how fortunate you are to be standing still in
the frozen coincidence and in the moment that did not come from the past and will
not go toward the future. It is said that you raised the dark shadows in your place
until they became ghosts and you sent them at the end of the night to people who
pointlessly consider death and life.
And it is said that those ghosts come back to you with baskets full of tales but you
cannot empty them and it is said that the protagonist of these tales helps you to
raise your dead half each morning.
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LATE MANIFESTO

FIRAS SULAIMAN

Concerning a Burning Lung
1.
There, someone will die
a man with half a lung
breathes the small future,
he lives in a cabin in the middle of a forest
he watches the wild turkeys
and names them
his mistakes
he watches the deer
and names them his fat days
which unburden themselves of weight and time and become
too fast to be captured by the eye’s view
a man with a decaying lung and an aged heart
slowly wandering amongst the woods
listening to the rustling leaves under his feet,
to the mistaken wind blowing from every direction
he picks up a pebble and kisses it
and picks up a twig, and whips the cloud of thoughts
about to form above his head
he whips his panting breathes while ascending the hill
to watch the sunset,
the treasure which he found and lost
his treasure which sprinkled gold in the sky
his magnificent sunset

3.
I return exhausted from despair,
in the evening
I have no strength to prepare for another life.
I lay down waiting for the slow steps of imagination
that arrived yesterday with a bag full with
legs of birds and pieces of fabric and empty frames
its strangeness helps me stand up.
when I go on vacation, I will go with it
to its little museum at the edge of the cemetery
I too have something to offer: a lung shaped like a burning country

2.
The doctor showed him an image of his lungs
He didn’t tell him that they look like butterfly wings
He said that one side is burnt
He didn’t say that the butterfly got too close
to the flames of the secret
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LATE MANIFESTO

FIRAS SULAIMAN

In a Small Village

Conductor

The mulberry tree fully inhabits its shape
the fruit of afternoon is a fragrance stuttering on the small table
then, negligence is a small dog stretching among the rattan stools
then, breezes hit the wall and fall down
and in scattering, intensify the shadow
no need to tame the happiness here
even though tears try.

With his back to them
his cranky baton
whips the time
ripping its skin
making blue holes
to allow for the water of music to flow;
and when the conductor feels
the spirit of the audience is fully wet
he turns and bows.

Clocks and Maps
I buy maps to confuse the borders, to change them all, to rearrange capitals and
cities. I buy clocks to mess with their hands - I may seem crazy, but no more so
than those who invented maps and clocks.
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THE DOORS OF PARADISE

FURAT ESBIR
Furat Esbir is Syrian poet who lives in New Zealand. She has published 5 books of poetry. Her first four are titled: Like Water,
She is Unbreakable, The Naked Flower of the Mountain, and A Trip Between Land and Sky. Her latest book, Under Buddha’s Tree, was
released in 2020.

Translated from the Arabic by Jonas Elbousty.

The Doors of Paradise
At the gates of paradise
She was abandoned and forgotten.
Neither the servant of the earth
Nor the guardian of the sky,
Would escort her in.

A star is twinkling on her shoulder,
Along with an incomplete truth.
An overly dubious woman,
Showers herself with illusions.
Her fire is fueled with questions
About the creator
of the seven skies.
She doesn’t belong anywhere,
Except on a seat,
Arranged on the stairs of Hell.

Furat Esbir
Syria/New Zealand.
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THE DOORS OF PARADISE

FURAT ESBIR

The Dog of Wisdom Don’t Stop Barking
Oh awakener of the winds from their sleep,
Leave me a pillow,
Because the days are more like ghosts
And the seasons are unstable.
My chest is wounded
The air skims over my hands like a brother
Who blows them a kiss and says, “I am an orphan.”
Give me the theory of imagination
And leave the blowing to me.
As this decay was destined for a woman
Whose heart is not like Moses’ mother
But instead, she is like the sun
Who struggles to shine through the fog.

The flutes play back sorrows
While the wind’s daughters train themselves
To understand the steppes,
Cavities of the time traced in their feet.

Oh you, who is lost like fire,
Let me use your shoe
To sew back what the roads ripped from our feet.
The hand of the player exhausted Sumer’s guitar.
Never did I borrow meanings from languages
But like bees, I hover around them
Feed them with my mouth’s dew
And kindle them every time it gets filled.
The imagination is a tent, traveling is a wing.
Offer me this imagination
And leave for me the idea of blowing
To throw myself into the pigs’ insides,
And into the tortured lungs.
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This hand belongs to me,
But its fingers are another’s property.
This woman is a whirlwind,
Birds do not dare perch on her head.
Flowers cannot grow in her palm,
So where are you going, stranger?

The limbs of dreams are amputated.
Borders are closed,
The universe became a guillotine
The imagination is footless,
Rhythmless,
And the dictionary of love cannot see a thing.

The wind is singing in the ears of the mountains
About women’s longing in the old cities,
The women who are roaming with sorrows
With an air that quivers from touching the clouds.

Are you a desert or a mountain woman?
Time is escaping from your throat
And sounds intersect in a wilderness
guarded by the wind of youth.
Get out of your hole, pain!
This chest is in its final immigration,
As light as a straw
The fingers are cold
And whenever I press on my throat, a bird escapes from it.
Is there another possibility to move the body of time?
Because the dog of wisdom in my head does not
stop barking.

© Furat Esbir
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THE DOORS OF PARADISE

FURAT ESBIR

Under the Tree of Buddha
The young fig tree
Entangles in the void.
It takes the form of a woman’s image.
I ascend with all the longing inside me.
My shoulders are burdened with life’s troubles
And whenever I ascend,
I see dreams and nightmares.

Under the young fig tree,
I had seen Buddha
And I had become a woman then.
Longing pushes me to ascend
While tasting the secret of saltiness and freshness in him.

Between the darkness and the light
Between the trees of the past and the present,
In an endless transformation,
I offer my desire to anyone I am craving,
It could be the sand
Or the river
Or even autumn.
I sleep in the bed of seasons
knowing that in the high skies
There is a star that hears me and sees me.

I stand in front of the tree
I call its birds to follow me
In the high moment of silence.

The tree is steadfast
In the face of separation.
It searches in the atlas of the wilderness
For the meaning of greenness
In the breaths of birds.
A tree to fear
A tree to crying
A tree to desire
The gardens of the body
The buds flourish
To commemorate Noah’s anniversary
He took of each creature two mates,
but I was left alone.
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THE DOORS OF PARADISE

FURAT ESBIR

I Have No Country to Return To
I have no country to return to.
There are no boats for my tears.

The loneliness of the road has broken me.
I left with the falling leaves
And between dryness and dryness,
I became green and died.
I have inside me
The confusion of music,
The trembling of the player
And what I lost was written,
On the face of my absence.
I am the diaspora and exile
and,
The sad cities.

When God sleeps
I read to Him
From the book of oblivion.
I tell him about death,
And betrayals,
Which sleep between his arms.
©Mark Ulyseas

Photograph by Mark Ulyseas.
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WHEN AT NIGHT

HASHEM SHAFIQ
Hashem Shafiq was born in Iraq in 1950. He published his first collection of poems in Baghdad in 1973 and worked as a journalist,
critic, and writer. He left Iraq in 1978 for Paris and, later lived and worked in Beirut, Damascus, and Nicosia as a journalist until 1989,
and moved to London. He has published one novel and two volumes of collected poetry. Many of his poems have been published in
international anthologies and translated into English, French, Kurdish, Persian, German, Dutch, Italian and Polish. He has recently
published his collection of poems called, La Prominade Du Cristal, which has been translated into French.

Translated from the Arabic by Khaled Mattawa.

When at night
When I was a child
my nurse rocked me
and said: my child, sleep here
on the gazelle’s forearm
and don’t turn to the lightning
where the echoes maunder.
When I passed boyhood
I was exempted from callings
and I aged quickly
and lived in misery
and I slept on sidewalks,
my shelter receding from me,
my desires vanishing quickly,
quickly unfolding
like a woman’s handkerchief
in the dark of night.

Hashem Shafiq
Iraq/U.K.
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WHEN AT NIGHT

HASHEM SHAFIQ

Translated from the Arabic by Saadi A Simawe and Ralph Saverese.

Love poem
I will kiss my beloved’s tears
and her other gestures.
I will kiss my beloved’s drowsiness
as she teeters on the edge of sleep.
I will kiss my beloved’s insides.
I will kiss the air that sleeps in her lungs
I will kiss the fluttering of her eyelids.
I will kiss the sway of her flowing dress.
I will kiss her deep wound covered in roses.
I will kiss her laughter before it departs from her lips.
I will kiss her thoughts before they form.
I will kiss her evanescent scent.
I will kiss her breath before it alights on the pillow.
I will kiss every inch of my love.
I will kiss her voice,
Her cool shadow,
The colour of her discontent,
The shape of her delight.
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I will kiss her intuition,
Her fiery mind.
I will kiss her dreams
While she is deep in sleep.
I will kiss her stirred imagination.
I will kiss the gentleness in the edges of her clothes,
The elegance of her steps,
Her dalliance with the wind.
I will kiss her desperate painting
And her lust coagulated in silk.
I will kiss her reflection is the fountains,
Her appearances in mirrors.
I will kiss her flanks and her curves
And the space underneath her nails.
I will kiss the sunset as it glows on my beloved’s cheek.
I will kiss my beloved’s heartbeats
and her apprehensions.
I will kiss her feelings as I sleep,
Intoxicated beneath her sky.
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WHEN AT NIGHT

HASHEM SHAFIQ

Translated from the Arabic by Camilo Gomez-Rivas.

Translated from the Arabic by Khaled Mattawa.

The stones

The river

The horizon fills with
all kinds of stones.
The country sky is bursting with stones.
stones cover area,
clouds of stones on the trees.
Wherever I go, stones greet me.
My house is of stone,
there are stones in my bed,
there are stones on my bookshelves.
Sometime I read an ancient book inscribed on stone.
Sometimes I walk outside my stone house
to cross, and stones shower over my head.
My life is being plundered by stones,
But I will never turn to stone,
Like a number added to the other millions of stones.

Once
there was a river in our house
magnanimous
delicate steps
My father made his rosary from its minnows
and the carpet we spread was made from its mist
Once
a thief came to our house
He came from beyond the villages
and axes were landed on his neck
and split him in half
Since then
My father’s heart dried and he died
My sisters ended up in poverty and widowhood
But my mother insisted
on digging the earth
scratching with her fingers
Believing water will appear

© liveencounters.net POETRY & WRITING June 2022 Celebrating 12th Anniversary

© Hashem Shafiq
2022 June ARAB POETS LIVE ENCOUNTERS POETRY & WRITING © liveencounters.net

WHEN AT NIGHT

HASHEM SHAFIQ

Translated from the Arabic by Saadi A Simawe and Ralph Saverese.

Mirage
Nobody told me when I was born
that my life would be harder than my father’s and son’s lives.
Nobody told me when I was a child
that life was full of pits and tunnels and trackless labyrinths.
Nobody told me when I was a youth
that my homeland was not a homeland
and that my enemy and friend are aligned against me
and my lover would be as fickle as a chameleon.
Nobody, except Brecht, told me when I was a young man
that exiles are shoes,
and only Sartre told me
that political parties are religions,
and only Abu al-Atahiah told me that mankind is a curse.
And when I became an adult,
I did not tell myself: beware of tomorrow.

©Mark Ulyseas

(Ismail ibn al-Qasim Abu al-Atahiah (CE 748-826),
an ascetic poet, was born in Kufa, Iraq and died in Baghdad.)
Photograph by Mark Ulyseas.
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ASLEEP

HASSAN NAJMI
Hassan Najmi, a Moroccan poet, scholar, and critic, was born in Ben Ahmed in 1960 and now resides in Rabat. He founded the House
of Poetry in Morocco in 1995. He was the Chairman of the Moroccan Writers’ Union for two terms (1998-2005), and he is currently
the Chairman of PEN International-Moroccan Center (2018-Present). Najmi holds a doctorate in Arabic language and literature. He
has published three novels, a number of literary studies, and poetry collections. He has also translated poems into Arabic, including
those by the Italian poet, Giuseppe Ungaretti, the Greek poet, Yiannis Ritsos, the Russian poet, Anna Akhmatova, the Portuguese
poet, Sophia de Mello Breyner Andresen, and the French poet, Eugène Guillevic.

Translated from the Arabic by Mbarek Sryfi.

Asleep
Do not open the window unless there’s a moon.
					
(An American Song)

When you come home and find me asleep –
Do not wake me.
Just check on the children and the flowerpots on the balcony.
Water the picked mint so that the taste of the tea becomes greener.
Check on the chicken’s coop and be careful with the eggs.
Check on the doghouse.
Give the cat its evening meal.
Stop to listen to what the silly parrot has to say again.
And do not forget to stop and look at the night for me.
*

When you come home, and I am asleep –
Do not say I am dead.
I simply relinquished everything.
Precisely the life that has never been entirely a life.
As well as my soul
But, do open the window –
For the moon will surely be there.

Hassan Najmi
Morocco.
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ASLEEP

HASSAN NAJMI

Like a Child’s Corpse Washed Ashore
To Aylan : in memoriam

I did not catch the child’s name clearly when the news mentioned him.
I do know it now.

When he washed up along the shore that night – little, innocent, and empty of
the world – he remained there lying down on the sand, alone at night as if
to comfort his little body under the guise of silence.
The face of the Kurdish Syrian child, which algae and seaweed had shielded and the
starlight forsaken,
Was engulfed by the clouds, the terror,
and the night.
And he did not know
Whether God had forgotten or chosen him?
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Akhmatova’s Mausoleum
Pray for me.
		
Anna Akhmatova, 1938

No other season is longer than this winter.

The little gods alone know –
Why we stayed here, up to now, guarding the mausoleum.
(Even at night we don’t leave you).
Some books have said that the Tatar woman will rise from her eternal sleep
And you will come with us, full of life, back to the palace of life.
That’s the reason we are here
Our poem praying for you.
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ASLEEP

HASSAN NAJMI

Café Ibn Battuta

Corrections

How am I to keep my hands busy on a sad evening! Blood in my death-cup!
Pigeons strut past the boundaries of fear. My legs grow numb. Dogs on the
periphery. Will any recollection of this despair linger or must one capture this
place with a sigh? In these swelling shadows, is there anything for the fingers to
do but help one urinate? Between two clouds, above the railroad station, the café
sheds its shadow. The chairs have now been abandoned by those who had been
sitting there.
Now I sit a little straighter.
I think of my family.
Meanwhile my friend is preparing the ink for
printing.
I remember the ink being fenced in by phone
calls—
the dream of revolution wrapped in advice.
And now I recall my mother’s voice: Beware of the raptors in the dark, my son!
Should I be grateful for these clouds?

Tonight I will finish his image —
it would be better if he had straight hair and a scarred nose. This mouth suits him
without a tongue. And this
red may stir his blood. Tonight —
I teased him a bit and laughed at parts of his body. They needed to be
completed. I noticed his face — it was missing some small pieces.
I told myself, tonight I shall write him into existence — and soon his clay shall rise
up under the sun of this poem.
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. .............
. .............
Now he has decayed—
he was dead even before the words had dried.
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INTERSECTIONS

JAWDAT FAKHREDDINE
Jawdat Fakhreddine is a Lebanese poet and professor emeritus of Arabic literature at the Lebanese University in Beirut. He was born
in 1953 in a small village in southern Lebanon. He is currently based in Beirut. He has published over ten poetry collections and two
works of literary criticism. He regularly contributed to newspapers and journals across the Arab world. His collection of children’s
poems, Thirty Poems for Children, won the Sheikh Zayed Book Award for that category in 2014. His poetry has been translated to
French, German, and English. Translated works include, Lighthouse of the Drowning (BOA Editions, 2017) and The Sky that Denied
Me (University of Texas Press, 2020).

Translated from the Arabic by Huda Fakhreddine.

Selections from “Intersections”
1.
The extending field invites you
to an extending view,
but the tree rises up
and invites you to look into yourself,
where the real secrets are,
without saints or conjurers
2.

Let your thoughts sit next to you like things,
even if confused or cloudy.
Things are like that too,
no matter how clear and settled they may seem.
Befriend your thoughts and trust them,
even if they wander, change, and scatter.
Things are like that too,
no matter how still they may seem.

Jawdat Fakhreddine
Lebanon.
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Release your thoughts from your head.
Let them frolic around you.
Let them invite things to play.
Your thoughts will be more
than before
when you stroll among them
and let them stroll too.
Let there be a bond,
a kinship that extends
and grows
between thought and thing.
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INTERSECTIONS

Selections from “Intersections”

JAWDAT FAKHREDDINE

contd...

7.

11.

Time flows
without a course.
If it needed one, it would also
need banks
where forgetfulness lolled.
If it were like that,
we would never have said: if only,
if only,
if only.

Smoking bothers you
and you’ve smoked a lot.
You smoke and smoke,
and think you can interrupt time,
slow it down.
You think you can arrest the moment
in smoke, question it,
breathe into it messages,
then let it go,
into an air
now charged with you.
Still, you quit sometimes.
You always quit,
quit and return.
You smoke so that time won’t deceive you
and go on without you….
Smoking bothers you
but who else will embrace your illusions?
Smoking enslaves you
and you think you enslave it.
You get used to it to get used to yourself.
You quit it to quit yourself.
And when you return to it,
you return to yourself.
It is a moment you hold to interrupt time.
Your smoke is only signals you send
to a relentless unknown.
It bothers you,
but you smoke and smoke.
You smoke and quit, and smoke again.
Your days are your days, similar,
and the world around you is illusions
and smoke.

9.

History is told
for us to remember.
If only we had a history
told
for us to forget.
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INTERSECTIONS

Selections from “Intersections”

JAWDAT FAKHREDDINE

contd...

22.
Two lines intersect
and suddenly they launch
like never before.
And that’s because
they have fallen to the point…
They proceed as they were
but confused,
each heading in a different direction.
The gap between them grows,
but one remains drawn to the other’s temptations
and to the dispositions of the point.
23.

Time extends like a rolling field.
It slows sometimes.
It hurries sometimes.
But poetry sprouts in it trees
and stops it sometimes.

©Mark Ulyseas

Photograph by Mark Ulyseas.
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MY AMERICA

KAHTAN MAHBOUB MANDWEE
Born in Maysan, Iraq, Kahtan Mahboub Mandwee is a novelist, essayist, translator, and a professor of world literature. He has B.A in
English and French from The University of Baghdad, an M.A. in English and Creative Writing from WMU, Kalamazoo, MI, and a Ph.D.
in American Literature and Creative Writing, from Indiana University of Pennsylvania. He has published volumes of poetry, a novel,
a biography, and two memoirs.

Translated from the Arabic by the poet.

My America
To Allen Ginsberg
Even after I met Allen Ginsberg,
I admired the reverence with which you receive
your vanquished soldiers from Vietnam, Iraq, or Afghanistan,
fascinated by the carnations, irises, and roses
decorating their graves.
I arrived from a sandy, callous land where few flowers grew.
My people hate the living and rarely honor their dead.
It was a vicious fight, more beastly than a hungry shark,
deadlier than its sharpest sabres,
transcending its innocent lads into sadistic assassins,
devouring their humanity, leaving them dangling
on the ropes of poverty, illiteracy, hopelessness, and fear.
Hence, I gifted you my eyesight,
the agonies of toil, the sunflower of youth,
loathing the venomous honey of your bigotry.
Your ruthlessness slaughtered me repeatedly
over the rocks of greed,
burying my buds beneath the terrifying curses of disdain.
I scented you with myrtles and cardamoms,
enduring the horrendous horrors of your frozen heart.
No shield left of that agony but a web of lies.
What else to give?

Kahtan Mahboub Mandwee
Iraq.
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MY AMERICA

My America

KAHTAN MAHBOUB MANDWEE

contd...

You rouged your cheek with my blood,
mocked my thinness, insomnia, broken wings,
leaving me chasing the cries of your naked loaves,
hearing no atom of shame from the spirit of steel.
Deliver me from your whims, tantrums, sadists,
and the high towers of your mythical god.
Leave me to my innocence, the trial of time,
the milk of babyhood you deprived me of.
Free me to wander the roads of mortality,
sojourn my childhood’s rivers and roots.
I squeezed my arteries, gifting you the nectar of youth,
braiding garlands from my sighs for your golden hair.
You stole my pride, my success.
And, whenever my cups dry,
you fill them again
with the bitter tears of prejudice and hate.

©Mark Ulyseas

Photograph by Mark Ulyseas.
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READ YOUR DEATH

KHALED BENSALAH
Khaled Bensalah, a poet and journalist from Algeria, was born in 1979. His poems were translated into English, French, and Italian.
He has published poetry collections, including The Cough of Tired Angels, One Hundred and twenty Meters from Home, Dancing with
Borrowed Limbs, and Diary of an African Man wears a Flowery shirt and Smokes L&M in the Time of Revolution.

Translated from the Arabic by Yara Almasri.

Read your death
Don’t write anything
Look for a high window
Then, talk to the passersby from behind the glass, like a god
Tell the old woman, who is waiting for a helping hand to cross the street
There will always be a bold step
We die sometimes because we get sick of waiting.

Khaled Bensalah
Algeria.
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READ YOUR DEATH

KHALED BENSALAH

This is the Way I Read to you my Poems

Who’s Circulating the Air Around you

In a similar moment
Just as you’re sitting now
Enjoying
What is happening around you: where everything is transient
And invisible,
I am swaying in front of a mirror
Throwing fists at someone
I barely know.

You were not strong enough
I was the fragile one, who was thrown negligently
At the corner, where no one can find me
Where the sun is stealing a brief moment
To spit there
Collapsed like a broken door
Like a tree trunk swept by water
Which ends up in the fireplace.
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READ YOUR DEATH

KHALED BENSALAH

What is Left From a Previous Poem

One song

The least desirable thing
Is to kiss a woman
Who thinks of you.

That life was not easy
Neither was this one,
The plastic roses won’t wilt next month.
The letters that have been written with a trembling hand will always be ignored
by the postman.
From behind the window, the curvy woman won’t change her olive-green dress,
while staring with empty eyes at the sidewalk.
One song was enough for us to spend the whole winter unconsciously.
I am not surprised that the boy who chased “Malina” on a bike was me
And the hero of the novel “Aghmat,” who has distorted his lover’s face with a stone.
And the one who has committed suicide on the “flower quay ...”
Then why am I recalling these things
While the way you’re putting your cloths
In such a hurry
Is really hurting me.

Hysteria
Barking stray dogs are moving through my blood
Sometimes charred soldiers come out of my head
And women who misled the road to the bed.
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THE STRANGER

MILED FAIZA
Miled Faiza is a Tunisian American poet and translator. He is the author of Baqāya l-bayt allaḏī daḵalnāhu marratan wāḥida
(2004) and Asabaʕ an-naḥḥāt (2019) and the translator of Autumn (al-Kharif, 2017), which was shortlisted for the Booker Prize,
as well as Winter (al-Shitā’, 2019), both of which are written by Ali Smith. He also translated Shukri Mabkhout’s The Italian (with
Karen McNeil in 2021). He teaches Arabic at Brown University.

Translated from the Arabic by Karen McNeil and Miled Faiza.

The stranger
He took all the possible photos of her
then hung the camera on a tree branch
leaning over the river
But he didn’t remember the song
and didn’t stand up to look at the sunset in the woods

In a dark room
he changes the details of his many tales
he contemplates the difference between exile and intimacy
and draws a thin line on the wall
These are the borders of the world
a dark home occupied by ghosts
and a home locked in its secrets for twenty years
occupied by spiders and mice

My home is these muddy trails
the trees with hanging nests
the children’s scribblings
the bleeding fingers of a Mexican immigrant crossing through the thorny desert
bushes
the cry of a native people
on a sacred hill in Northern Dakota

Miled Faiza
Tunisia/USA.
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THE STRANGER

MILED FAIZA

Exile
Exile is a dewy morning on an oak tree
an alert deer provoked by the scent of desire
or the smell of marijuana on a foggy morning

Is a deceitful language whose rituals I am learning
in stormy seas
and skies pierced by spoiled moons
Is my intimate home in the forest
and my mottled language whose sounds I dip
in the clink of silver on granite

Is wild trees impossible to name
growing in the distance separating my house from the ocean
A language that I secretly cohabit in dictionaries
and fill its pores with an old homemade perfume
Is poems that I translate with the patience of cobblers
then put in a bottle and threw away to a passing cloud

Exile Is a red rose on the tomb of a child
thrown on the shore by a blue wave pulled by lightning

Is the brutal snow freezing a lonely rib forgotten in the woods
Who has planted this rib in my heart
so that I gave birth to that stray gazelle?

Exile Is an upside down history pulled by wild horses
an avant-garde mix between
the blood spilled in the streets
and a moon drifting through a woman’s dreams of a hand waving at her from the
lake
I leave my home then
late at night
searching for an owl to reconcile with
and a crow so I can draw him
a peaceful trail for departure in my sky
and to say to him

Exile is a straight line on God’s vast earth
a departure towards a North or South that never ends

Is a cloudy sky
the snow of late April which buries with a blind cruelty the tulips
I planted in the fall
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THE STRANGER

MILED FAIZA

Another Beer for San Francisco
Wandering the San Francisco streets
I search its bars for poets writing manifestos of exile
condemning capitalism and trite metaphors
I search for novelists building bridges for soldiers fleeing
meaningless wars
and the homeless stuck in the footnotes of the story

On to North Beach, I say to myself
or City Lights Bookstore
Perhaps – if I’m lucky enough – I will get to drink a beer with a poet
who’s contemplating his exile like I am in the accent of a foreign waitress
or I will catch a glimpse of a poet hanging her blue stars
on a spruce in the South

I tell the woman who saw my head hanging
on bridges shaken by the wind
I have a home in San Francisco
I have a woman wrapped in the red of desire and the blue of the sky
I have a raucous night spreading into the hallucinations of the
homeless who are ascending to the sky in the clouds of marijuana
I have a sea
I have a mountain
and volcanos
I have all that gives me interpretation in its sins
and I have the woman melting into my blood on its Golden Gate

I enter the bar and ask the waitress – foreign like me – about the relationship
between the rhythm of howling and a moon drifting on a lake in Mark Strand’s poems
She asks me: Are you sure you want another beer? Don’t you have a wife and children in the outskirts?
I tell her that I left them destroying a wall built by fascists
And I promised to bring them a small sun when I come back
to decorate the Christmas tree
Another beer for San Francisco!
The woman dances with me and tells me the story of her ancestors
who left their homes behind in the storm leaving nothing but
a scarecrow for the thieves and ravens
I tell her what the invaders did to our olive orchards in my village
and about the German soldiers ready to barter their lives
for a basket of eggs and chickens
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THE STRANGER

MILED FAIZA

The room with the damp ceiling

The interpretation of emptiness

The room where moss has grown on its walls
where mice have nested in the hallows of its stones
The room that keeps its secrets like an ancient language
That room
The room with the damp ceiling and choked voices
I open its door, but I can’t enter

There’s nothing complex here
All the scenes seem to be simple
the cemetery decorated with roses and candles like a bride
the tidy rooms
the student hugging her lover and taking his hand to the sky
the music falling with the summer lightning
from tall trees

I stand on its threshold
I stand on a rope hanging between an olive tree my father planted on the hills
and a moon drifting on the lakes of the faraway North
I can’t enter
but I touch with cold fingers
the mute cries
and I smell the scent of a pale rose
groaning for twenty years now between the pages of an old book

Everything seems simple
everything is entering the night without coming back
and I am writing the details of the journey without paying attention
to what might happen
in an eroded world.

I close the door
leaving the room guarding its secrets
like a forgotten shrine
closed on the holy saint’s tomb
in a deserted village
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SWALLOW THE CRUELTY

MOHAMED AHMED BENNIS
Mohamed Ahmed Bennis is a poet, hispanist, translator, and essayist, born in Tetouan, Morocco. He received a doctorate in political
science from the University Mohammed V Agdal in Rabat and is a member of Moroccan Writers. He is a correspondent of the
Spanish magazine “Al-ucema” and the Cultural Delegate of Liceo Poético de Benidorm in Morocco. His poetry has been translated
into Spanish, Catalan, French, Swedish, English, Dutch, Italian, Persian and Romanian.

Translated from the Arabic by Catherine Phil MacCarthy.

Swallow the cruelty
So I may swallow all my cruelty,
it is necessary that my eyes lick
this homesickness, once January arrives,
and that my hands see a body,
for instance, next to me
(from many years ago),
and, that my tongue may hear what I will say
to my friends who meet
there, in the space of living.
It is necessary to swallow the shadows
of those that I saw rising from their chairs
in order to keep their senses in my heart,
before they turn back
leaving their pagan coats.

It is necessary to ask about the jugs of love
that were scattered through the air,
and about the woman who does not forgive me
for what I did against the moans that flowed from her eyes,
like a herd of Adamic deer.
It is necessary to sacrifice a mute whisper
for those who fell close to their dreams.
Finally,
It takes no more than a throat,
to which nobody ever came close.

Mohamed Ahmed Bennis
Morocco.
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SWALLOW THE CRUELTY

MOHAMED AHMED BENNIS

Rust in my gorge
Defenseless night,
land that takes refuge in its bed,
asphalt that secretly goes down to the sea.
This Arabic gum
that wafted over whose ear,
someone will come to light his speech
and pour it over the knee
of a thirsty woman.
This universe crawls over the air
dressed in the voice of the poet,
and those horses rise from the books
to refute historians
with blind mouths.

And when nobody noticed me,
I slept and I saw the poet
tearing out his blind tongue,
and I felt the rust in my throat
and I exchanged my head
for the hummus of the soul.
What a head is mine!
It looks like someone
is there shaving
his tears without knowing it.

This wolf
who protects his teeth
from the blood of prophets!
What is in my throat is gloomy.

Thus,
I embezzled this sentimental pocket
and I escaped to my grave
stealing the light
that came from my bones.

© liveencounters.net POETRY & WRITING June 2022 Celebrating 12th Anniversary

© Mohamed Ahmed Bennis
2022 June ARAB POETS LIVE ENCOUNTERS POETRY & WRITING © liveencounters.net

SWALLOW THE CRUELTY

MOHAMED AHMED BENNIS

My likely rebirth

The summary of life

Some trees gallop in me,
and the dead reclaim
their crushed heads
in that river of stones.
They stain their souls
with more losses,
they cover their skins
of grapes arising
from the shoulders of angels.

At first
I thought it was a joke or something,
like the dead entangled
at the border of existence.
But when I went to the next line,
the horses kept an eye on the limits of our books.
I could find no refuge
to hide the alleged place of events.
I did not find mirrors to talk to the image created
when I placed myself within the frame.
When I woke up
I found I was in a lull
Where I could not see
the summary clearly.

Tomorrow they will take refuge in my throat
and they will penetrate there.
Some trees fly over my soul,
and I see joy flow
on their silent foreheads.
That is my head
illuminated by slim stars.
...

Therefore,
It is probable
that life returns to me
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SWALLOW THE CRUELTY

MOHAMED AHMED BENNIS

Imagination without a Path
The place drifts away
like a wounded ship
and my face is suspended in darkness.
A message on its way,
and when no one pays heed,
it reverts intact to the phone.

What happens on the other side
since what is left behind is but a land
that, stunned, shies from the screen?

My face, born in autumn, makes life weary
even at its peak,
I clear the remains from my path.
Down here,
nobody mistakes
the path of the brush
towards the forbidden milk of night.
I know not,
how this flowed so rapidly.

©Mark Ulyseas

Photograph by Mark Ulyseas.
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ELECTRA

NAGAT ALI
Nagat Ali is an Egyptian poet, essayist, and a literary critic. She has published poetry collections, including Cracked Wall (2009), Like
the Blade of a Knife (2010), A Superstitious Creature Adores Garrulousness (2002), and Glass Tombs (2019).

Translated from the Arabic by Nariman Youssef.

Electra
He was not as bad
as she thought
he was.

It is more likely that
he loved no one
in the first place.

His work as executioner
meant he loved nothing
but the sight of his hands
stained with his victims
even after the show
had ended.
She too did not fully
play the victim
– as was required –
but fled whenever

he confidently pulled her
towards the final scene
and mocked him
when he spoke to her of Electra
“her ancient twin”
she who gave her
deep scars
in the head
and taught her how to live
with disabled parts.
Nagat Ali
Egypt.
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ELECTRA

NAGAT ALI

The Beggar
Mad she must be
to let him pass
– not moved

by his indifference –
“The teenage vagabond”
whose scrawny fingers
unintentionally scratched
the wound that runs
between her flesh
and her bones.
He told stories
– passing his hand over
her long locks –
about the history he lost
among buildings
that mostly burnt down
in the center of the town.
He saw her as nothing
but a child
whose confused eyes
dig relentlessly
into every being
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she encounters,
she who trembles at
her own name
if called
too loudly
and resents the boys
for speaking of the beauty
of her breasts.
She stood still
as a lame statue
and observed him.

He wished for nothing every night,
walking alone
in the company of stray
dogs,
but to throw stones at
all the lampposts
in all the streets
so that he fails to find
the way home.

In her eyes he was nothing
but a wretched man
drooling over the breasts
of plump women,
stumbling in their midst and asking
– half-consciously –
about the meaning of a truth
without head
or tail,
about the necessity to stay
alive,
he who is no longer capable
of wonder
or of weeping.

© Nagat Ali
2022 June ARAB POETS LIVE ENCOUNTERS POETRY & WRITING © liveencounters.net

BELONGING

NARIN DERKY
Narin Derky was born to an Armenian-Kurdish family in Rojava, Syria. She published two collections of poetry: Bitter Orange (2016)
and I am Outside the House (2021). She currently lives in Canada.

Translated from the Arabic by the poet.

Belonging
I belonged to mosaic cities,
to the mountains,
to the same seasons,
to certain languages,
to my neighbors.

I belonged to myself
to the vines of the four corners of the world
but now I belong to denial,
to the corner of a small cafe
at the edge of the universe
where I try to remember
who I am.

Narin Derky
Armenian-Kurdish/Syria.
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BELONGING

NARIN DERKY

The Meaning of Summits

Loneliness of a River

Even if they change places with others
even if many die of madness
my feet continue to guide me towards the mountains
where I continue my journey
to savor the sense of the peaks
where I was once born
before fading away like a flower,
after wearing its petals as a coffin.

A river,
there is a bridge over it,
on this bridge,
a sad train passes.
The arrival signals at the station
make the wings of birds flutter.
I say to myself in my loneliness,
I wonder how happy this will make my grandmother.

© liveencounters.net POETRY & WRITING June 2022 Celebrating 12th Anniversary

© Narin Derky
2022 June ARAB POETS LIVE ENCOUNTERS POETRY & WRITING © liveencounters.net

BELONGING

NARIN DERKY

At the Coffee Shop

Family Portrait

At the café,
I saw two handsome men
who looked like my father.
They spoke Armenian
and I liked them.
One of them was my father’s age, as he was in my memory
at that moment,
the other was my father’s age after the passing of twenty years
I was about to buy coffee for both of them.

This land is my mother.
These sheep are my brothers.
At the bottom of the photograph
I am the happy grass.
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START WITH YOURSELF

QASSIM HADDAD
Qassem Haddad is a Bahraini poet who did not finish his secondary education and is largely self-educated. He rose to fame both as
a poet and as a revolutionary. He has written poetry on political issues dealing with freedom and progress. He has published 15
poetry collections, and he is the head of the Union of Bahraini writers.

Translated from the Arabic by Noor AL traf.

Start with Yourself
Give your foes time
To restore their dreams
And sing the wounds of the soul
In their carnage
To die a little,
Leave them the door of remorse
And start with yourself.

Leave them the freedom of the dictionary
To create what can erase their grudges
and awaken them before the night falls
and write what you see
And start with yourself.

Strip the past of names
Tell the water
To rave on its valve
Liberate for them, the legend of errors
and leave, for denotation, the lust of meaning
dispel its fear,
And start with yourself.

Qassim Haddad
Bahrain.
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Who but you will follow the suit of the sun?
Give a share to the lost
And redeem the lullaby of children
Who will come to mesmerize them but you?
Who will present the complaint but you?
Who but you will commemorate the wound?
Bleeding
You know,
Be, for them
And start with yourself.
continued overleaf...
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START WITH YOURSELF

Start with Yourself

QASSIM HADDAD

contd...

Every time a violet wilts for the lost soul
Your eyes awakened a door for the wildered
Elect a water that restores their loss
And give yourself
That which reassures it that doubt is more costly
Than the blood of martyrs
For the door is not ajar.
and take mercy on yourself
And get hurt, and get angry

Mud sleeps in their eyes like the sun
and what is left for them;
ninety names
and revenges there
so espouse meaning for them to linger
and start with yourself.

Run, on your own, the planet of oblivion
Be a future
And unfold the clouds of the house for the ancestors
To apologize for their mistakes
And value yourself
Do not trade them with blood for blood
Their dead
And vengeances of defeat
And grudges
And congestion of centuries
Is ammunition for the return of captives.

Circumambulate us around the victims
Nine times,
Before the pursuit towards war
So we tire,
And give the enemy our weapon
And write for us
The loss of the bereaved
So we would stop being absent
And place, on your own, a flower in the wound
And rise with the remains
Be our gifts to the slain
And place us in the writings
Maybe we will regret together,
And heal by yourself.

And show the stakeholders another way
To lead them to us
And if you are invaded by doubt
Prepare for your opponents the ammunition of memory
And let the anxiety of conscience get the best of them
And start with yourself.
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Every convoy postpones its own death
Like the suicide of a horse
Each tribe in succession
So know better of your opponent
As he is tormented
Like a fire engulfing another
Contemplate, one hour, before the remedy of woes
Take a spell
And start with yourself.
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FOUR POEMS

SINAN ANTOON
Sinan Antoon is a poet, novelist, translator, and scholar. He was born and raised in Baghdad where he finished a B.A in English at
Baghdad University in 1990. He left to the United States after the 1991 Gulf War. He was educated at Georgetown and Harvard where
he obtained a doctorate in Arabic Literature in 2006. He has published three collections of poetry in Arabic: Mawshur Muballal
bil-Hurub (Cairo, 2003,) Laylun Wahidun fi Kull al-Mudun (One Night in All Cities) (Beirut/Baghdad: Dar al-Jamal, 2010), and Kama
fi ‘l-Sama’ (As in Heaven) (Beirut/Baghdad: Dar al-Jamal, 2019).

Translated from the Arabic by the author.

I forgot the names of the gods
I forgot the names of the gods
I doubted the prophets’ miracles
The priests cursed me
My people stoned me
No one prayed
over my corpse
But a stray angel perched
nearby
“Carry me to the other world”
I said
“I cannot”
She cried
wiped off her tears with her wings
and flew away

Sinan Antoon
Iraq/USA.
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FOUR POEMS

SINAN ANTOON

This Sacred Bird

Two Scenarios

This sacred bird. . .
guided our ancestors
to their homeland
They taught us to protect its nests
as if they were our hearts

1
The lips of the drowned float
on the surface of the sea
and scream
but the sky has no ears

This sacred bird
colored the skies with its feathers
and pecked at them
to give birth to stars
This sacred bird
was the gods’ messenger to us
Its wings are spread
but they don’t move

I kneel before it
and extend my hands to seek its blessing
But the guard points to the sign:
“Do not touch”
...

Hungry crows swoop
and carry them ashore
to devour them

2
The lips of the drowned rise
to the surface of the sea
and scream
but the sky has no ears
when they are tired
they return
to what remains
of their bodies
down below

“This bird was sacred for the people of . . .”
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FOUR POEMS

SINAN ANTOON

Search
They search my wounds
“Where did you hide them?”
...
“There is no one here
I am all alone
here
in my body”

©Mark Ulyseas

Photograph by Mark Ulyseas.
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COLD GLASS

WAFAI LAILA
Wafai Laila is a Kurdish-Syrian poet and journalist, who was born and raised in Damascus and is currently based in Stockholm. He
has published many poetry collections, including Ismī arba’at arqām (My Name is Four Numbers) and Mutawaqqifan ʻan al-ḍaḥik
(Stopped from Laughing).

Translated from the Arabic by Jonas Elbousty.

Cold glass
Like a good refugee
Compliant,
Polite,
And peaceful
I roam around from a desk to a desk
From a window to another
With dog’s teary eyes
And heartbreaking words in English
- Arabesque
The gorgeous employees kept repeating while looking for a translator nearby
I sign on papers even if I don’t understand a word of what they contain
I shake my head as a sign of understanding
I change trains looking for a new address
showing the maps of the site to the passersby,
pronouncing the name of the place with a broken accent
I avoid white people since I am black
While keeping a cheerful smile, begging like a child
I sit on a solitary chair
And I crawl over myself
The city is burning inside my eye
And it’s leaking
With burning tears
And a cold glass hiding in its darkness
Features fading away.

Wafai Laila
Kurdish-Syrian/Sweden.
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COLD GLASS

WAFAI LAILA

Friday, 1:40 p.m.

Flash

Everywhere
Swedish people kiss each other
On the public buses
On the trains
On the bridges
On the streets
At the malls
And every time this horrifying thing happens before my eyes,
A piece of my mouth disappears
The lower lip first
Then half of the upper lip
And now…
I have no lips anymore
That’s why this poem was mute.

I never knew that I was shy
And that I get agitated
I thought that I was very confident
Others informed me that I lisp
That I am short
That I am slim
Everybody was eager to make fun of me
I never knew before that I would become what “I am” today
I write to the world all the time
And I mark down on all the papers, bills, and walls ruthlessly
That I have no time for anything besides sending curses
Writing letter, and sending them to the box of nothingness
I simply didn’t know
That I could put the universe in my pocket
To limit the existence to myself only
To become one with the savior’s pain
And “what’s hidden, is far much greater”
I wasn’t “water under straws” like life said
And I wasn’t a prophet in return like the priest predicted
All the mothers who crossed my path took me into their arms
Fathers shared my blood
Friends who ghosted me in turns got sick of me
I didn’t know that I was that pitiful
There are some who repeat what I see
Everything I write down, the air returns it to me
I didn’t know that I was that secondary
worth a zero
I was and always heard the thunderous applause
Agitating the theater sides
I directed my life using high-definition cameras
I fooled the audience with a first act,
That never
Existed.
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COLD GLASS

WAFAI LAILA

Bidding

Ignoring

This world doesn’t belong to me
I tried
I gave it all the required concessions
I subjected myself to its harsh conditions
I thought that I survived
I thought that I slipped away
This world is mean, harsh, and constraining
It doesn’t accept half solutions
You must enter it
That is why you have to hand over all your defenses at the door
Its conditions are not negotiable
And its laws are merciless
It designs a “mask” for your face
And it draws you the steps
the measures are alike
The “quality” is certified
This world draws its plans
It breaks you down under the pretext of care
It erases you
Under the pretext of confirming your identity.

I know that you don’t see me
You don’t see how empty I am with your absence
How much I need your flowers of which I get less day by day
I know that I am falling more and more every day
And wear off exponentially
I take pictures
And try to forget you
I know that you’re smiling
And maybe making fun
I know
I have no proof
I have no evidence
You don’t exist and I summon you
You’re not a road and I am rushing toward you
My bells are ringing
And that silence
Is the one answering.

I am getting tired
I am leaving all the paperwork
And suitcases
The indisputable “holdings”
It doesn’t matter if there is any coming station
Or any better destiny.
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