


CONCLUSIONS

Sometimes love is like a meal for someone who’s been fasting.
At other times it’s like new sneakers, given

to a crippled child.

Love, in general, is a deal that brings much loss

to all parties.
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Granddad, I stand naked every day without any judgment, without anyone needing to blow
any last trumpet, because I have been sent on in advance. I am Hell’s experiment on planet
Earth.

The Hell that has been prepared for refugees.
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we are actors without getting paid. Our role is to stand as naked as when our
mothers gave birth to us, as when the Earth gave birth to us, as the news bulletins
gave birth to us, and the multi-page reports, and the villages that border on
settlements, and the keys my grandfather carries. My poor grandfather, he didn’t
know that the locks had changed. My grandfather, may the doors that open with
digital cards curse you and may the sewage water that runs past your grave curse
you. May the sky curse you, and not rain. Never mind, your bones can’t grow from
under the soil, so the soil is the reason we don’'t grow again.

Granddad, I'll stand in for you on the Day of Judgment, because my private parts
are no strangers to the camera.
Do they allow filming on the Day of Judgment??!!
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An argument at the taxi depot:
“We don't have enough passengers to leave yet.”
“But my wife is in labour”

This is her tenth pregnancy. Hasn't she learnt anything? There are reports warning
of random population growth. Random - that’s the word I've been looking for
for ages. We're living in a random world. We're multiplying and our children stand
naked. Sources of inspiration for film-makers, or for discussion around the table
at the G8. We are small people but they can't live without us. For our sake some
buildings have fallen down and some railway stations have been blown up. Iron is
liable to rust. For our sake there are plenty of picture messages
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Live coverage of the proceedings of the beauty contest:
That girl looks good in her bikini,

that one has rather big hips.

Breaking news: Sudden Rise in the Number of Deaths
from Smoking.

The sun is still a source of light

and the stars are peeping in at you, because your roof needs
repairing.
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Abu Said’s falafel are exposed to contamination

and the dispensary announced an end to its campaign for vaccinations,
so don’t worry about your children being contaminated

as long as the dispensary is there.
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The prophets have gone into retirement

so don’t expect one to come and save you.

For your sake the observers submit daily reports
taking home high salaries.

How important money is

to live a decent life!
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Don't despair.

Take heart in the exile from which you are fleeing!
This is intensive training for the life in Hell

and its harsh conditions.

My god, is Hell somewhere on Earth?
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The bones are clothed first in flesh and then with skin.
The skin gets dirty and gives off a horrible smell.

The skin burns and is affected by supernatural factors.
Take yourself as an example.
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The weather forecast:
The sun is lying in bed because it has a temperature.
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Use yourself as a bargaining card,

as a piece of paper with a poem on it, a piece of toilet paper,
a piece of paper for your mother to light the stove

and bake some loaves.
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Children are like sparrows,
but they don't build nests in dead trees.
And the UN. agency isn't responsible for planting trees.
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Tomorrow,
It'll be a good idea to get rid of you,
because the Earth would look better without you.
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They taught you how to lift your head up

so that you can't see the dirt on the ground.

They taught you that your mother is the Earth.

And your father?

You're looking for him to confirm your lineage.

They taught you that your tears are an extravagant waste of water.
And water ... as you know!
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Serious negotiations

are underway to provide ashes free of cost so you wouldn’t choke,
without affecting the right of trees to live on Earth.

Learn how to avoid using up all your ash allowance in one go.
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For your sake we will set up rostrums and hold conferences,

and the newspapers will write about you in the appropriate manner.
A new formula has been developed to eliminate recalcitrant dirt,
and at only half the price.

Hurry to buy up half the amount,

for the water shortage is very acute.
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On the Day of Judgment, they stand naked,

and you swim in the spillage from the cracked sewage pipes.
Barefoot - that’s healthy for the feet

but unhealthy for the ground.
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Being a refugee means standing at the end of the line

to get a fraction of a country.

Standing is something your grandfather did, without knowing the reason.
And the fraction is you.

Country: a card you put in your wallet with your money.

Money: pieces of paper with pictures of leaders.

Pictures: they stand in for you until you return.

Return: a mythical creature that appears in your grandfather’s stories.
Here endeth the first lesson.

The lesson is conveyed to you so that you can learn the second lesson, which is
“what do you signify?”
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THE LAST OF THE LINE OF REFUGEE DESCENDANTS
TRANS. JONATHAN WRIGHT

You give the world indigestion, and other problems, too.
Don’t force the ground to vomit,

and stay close to it, very close.

A fracture that can't be set,

A fraction that can't be resolved

or added to the other numbers,

You cause some confusion in global statistics.
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stay away... stop gathering in front of cameras
we have work to do

to guarantee a better life

for humanity!
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when there’s time

to investigate time... you'll pray hard

for what you wasted in the cemeteries of stories
you still think you are her only hero

alone...

hero... of the alleys

when you watch over the dumps... passing in front of you
like time...

like your shivering cigarette

like your red eyes

and the jacket soaked in the sweat of hookers
and the speech of a lawyer in the Hague.
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slap me
so I can save my hallucinations
for my departure
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a few songs... can take you back to the network range

to get rid of your hallucinations... to drink another glass
on the sidewalks... you will recall how

you stumbled in front of the closed window

for permission... to enter
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on the walls... you enjoy reading
until the time comes for you to read a lusty body

no voice is stronger

no voice is stronger... than the voice of people

but you cannot hear anything

moments ago the sound barrier was hit

so at least you don’t have to worry about the mosquitos anymore
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Yesterday here...
Here...
Here...exactly!
There was a house...
(a new report)






Hold yourself together... you can't pee here

dance a bit

Jump around and disturb the reverence of the funeral.
Coftee too... becomes urine!
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the number you had dialed... is unavailable now
you got no new messages

but you have a new pack of cigarettes

which you’re about to finish.

“Had it not been for the love, you would not have shed tears at the ruins of your beloved /
Nor would you become restless at the remembrance of the cypress and the high mountain”
the electricity could go off any moment...
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Under the line of silence

very annoying mosquitos

steal the sleep from your cell.

Your way of sleeping is an outrageous violation

to the Geneva treaties and international agreements
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a new delegation.... a new team of experts
a committee / two committees
Amnesty again
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You must miss the smell of morning coffee

you must miss it... as regret stands on the edges of the city.
A rusty smell rises there

mumbling

I breathe out the longing

and in

in

and in
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An advertisement for

a vacant job,

a factory shut down,

an animal farm on fire.

officials deny

the water crisis

and Amnesty demands an investigation
following the increase of crime rates
and detainees and prisoners.

the awful smell... surrounds the place
with a bit of quuuuuuietness

and old songs
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Excuse me. do not spit at the shopfront
keep up the civilized image of our/your city
and the police station

and public places.

Prevention is better than cure
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bird flu

reptile cold

inflammation of the gills
amphibia allergies

details: ...l
this hallucination is familiar
to pass an exam

... like the cheatsheets you carry
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We cannot remain silent about this subject

an increase in the numbers of warcrimes
and the phone calls she ignores

and the tickets issued to the taxi driver
and the mosquitos flying at night
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the cigarette stand was shut down by the municipality

and I don’t have enough to buy from someone else
transportation is close by...

- Me? A witness?

- Do you have a cigarette?

the municipality shut down Ahmed Abdulghafour’s stand
and I didn’t notice how many tanks passed by

at least... in the last few minutes!

That pretty lady over there... might have an answer for you
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I will talk to you soon
very... soon
I haven't seen her since we promised not to betray each other.
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Sudden trouble with the microphone

and with... where did you put the cough syrup?
Flash lights here and there... fix it up

watch out for the... look at the cameral!
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Today... 22 dead... okay... 22 humans...
and another 180 are likely to fall!
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AMNESTY

Here’s permission to investigate war
for committing crimes against arms
and causing a very slight curve in history
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A SCENE

A man

and a woman in an Islamic cloak

stand on a piedmont.

A crow watches them from the sky

as if seeing himself in a mirror

with a man he doesn't love...

a man who doesn’t realize that Ibn Firnas was a joke of history-
only funny enough for a crow that doesn’t dream of flying!
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did I arrive at the right time?

to be poured into your holed container this year?

it would be a joy to take your shape, even for seconds.

it would be a joy if your heart runs in my veins for a bit
granting you the spell, which had initially poured me into you.
“My funny valentine” is very long

very boring and very lonely like me.

lonely again... as usual!

very lonely... like the one before.
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Here you are... once again containing my fluid heart,

leaking down from your holed container.

Here is my poured heart... waiting for the sunrise to evaporate!
“My funny valentine” always comes in winter

when no sun is enough to evaporate my heart.

Let it freeze then... until spring!

or you can even use a heater

to keep its liquidity... and wet your feet!
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They said in the old days, not the very old days though,

that love takes the shape of the heart it is poured into

love is an evaporating liquid!

love is a freezing liquid!

love has a boiling point!

and the heart was created as a container

like a semi-perimeter... or in whatever shape lovers have imagined it
But my heart is not a triangle nor a semi-perimeter

my heart is liquid

that takes the shape of love and hallucination,

the shape of fear poured into it

my heart does not boil... nor is it afflicted with bad weather
my heart is liquid only when necessary!

“My funny valentine” returns to bless my solitude

for my heart is liquid when it wishes to be...

usually poured into a holed container!
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A HEART OF A OIFFERENT SHAPE

Ring the bell

Dust oft your winter of that sad song

the recording repeats itself and the recorder does not feel
the cold!

“My Funny Valentine” returns

the heart-wounded saint is singing

singing and praying

that God would protect us all from harm....

God loves us, God afflicts us, troubles us, tries us,
punishes us and sometimes he pardons us.

May he pardon me... and all women

and all lovers!
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and you are.... as you are

were

as you wish....

standing on the wires... looking for a bad omen
to infect others with cries,

to kill what's left of the time ahead,

to fix your crutches and go on.

To be of familiar color to the healers

and the witchcraft amateurs and the speakers of foul language.
Wherever you are... you are;

however... you were

flying in the sky of god,

mumbling your prayers feverishly

in the hands of the throne.
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You were fighting a claim

invoked by the blackness of your feather, of your darkness
of your prayers for the night,

for the exiled verses,

and the prohibited logic

and the grand throne

to prove that the night would protect you
from the deceitful glow you're searching for
in the hidden alleys of darkness,

in the garbage dumps,

or in what the lovers left

behind the balconies
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You are incapable of flying,

like a wet piece of coal -

exiled from your flock,

stripped of your darkness,

marked by your swinging legs;

a mast holding onto lightning not to fall.
God on the throne

feeds your wings

to the mouths of people

casting their spell on you.

They seek protection in his perfect words
and creatures... one of whom you are.
For revenge

you take pleasure in your pain—
singing, with what is left of your voice,
on the high wires of effort.
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God sits on the throne

as you stain the stillness of night with your voice
looking for a light to exhibit your darkness
preaching the most evident

and bringing the gods of misfortune

their ever-lost pride
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Your voice is counted

among what’s missing on the list of night.

Your aging crutches

dressed in failure

drawing on the water of your imagination

so they would appear fancier than they used to.
Tied up to a sea

your wings resist drowning.
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They defamed your ancestry

and sacrificed your darkness for the victims of hunger.
God on the throne,

while you are on crutches

trying to hold down your blackness in the dark

so you don't lose your way.

It is as if you are

holding onto the sun’ reins

and dreaming again of flying
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They say you are hoping to fly
challenging the throne

desecrating the clouds

violating the laws of creation

and God’s destiny for birds...

God on the throne

blessing the feathered ones

to return full-stomached

while you try to overcome

hunger and collect leftovers.

You perfume yourself in drizzles of
flesh thrown in the direction of your sight
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God on the throne

you try to fix your wings

you are here

learning another lesson

of what you've missed

from the actions of birds

and what is left of dry feather

untouched by water for so long.

God on the throne

depriving you of flying so you would not soar

over the roofs of unfamiliar cities, unlike these...

keeping the clotheslines clean of your waste
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Sitting on the throne

God was listening to your counter prayers

always punishing you

for your suspicious roaming over the perfumed corpses.
God on the throne

He created bird and taught him to fly

and to search for a living

in all permitted and prohibited slips.
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A CROW FLYING BN CRUTCHES

black feather

does not go well with new trends
or with the electricity wires

or with the corpses

fixed not to rot
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EQUALITH

It is said people are like the teeth of a comb’
but they are not... anyway, I'll shave my head
so I won't be forced into the comparison!

7 “All people are equal, like the teeth of a comb. There is no claim of merit of an Arab over a non-Arab, only
God-fearing people merit a preference with God.” - attributed to the Prophet Mohammed.
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None of the above satisfies what we’'ve demanded of you
try again

you are insects in need of some arrangement,
of numbering, listing, and adjustment

- cut the talk!

keep working in silence

labor is good!

and for the numbers left in your cells

return to the lines

to the numbering

go back... or some of you could volunteer

to categorize the rest of you

You are... names... things

in need of arrangement.
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01000101011010101

01000101011010101

01000101011010101

compare and choose what the world accepts of you
Iam

10001

Iam

000

Iam

1
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Lumps and meat of all prices

and: 21563478

as well as: 4128567

also: 01000101011010101

who???2?

excuse me: 01000101011010101

No difference... except for the ending H

and the opening A

No difference.... except for breast size.... and eye color
the diameter of hips and the length of organs

the width of wombs.... one or two numbers.

No difference.... except for the heavy pockets and bank accounts
the perfume smell, the car type, the house size

the shoe brands and the tailor’s address.

And some other numbers.
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Light and heavy they suck out all the flavor

all different things will be backed with the smell of mixed sweat
come here...!

come here and breed and keep on

sand grains, semen drops, blood mixtures, lumps, and bones
piling up

meat at different prices

of unknown tastes

condemned by all customs

and traditions

of night-entering

and the interpretations of humidity post entrance.

Come here and breed and keep on

sand grains and serial numbers

and semen drops and other numbers!
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B.I.N.

They line up on the sidewalks of the mirror
on the numbered pages

flocks of faces sneaking in

to be stamped with free spit

you and you

alright

you too and them and they:
213-76777-899-788

and add more if you want
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LOGIC

The old door applauds the wind

for its dancing performance with the trees.

The old door has no hands

and the trees were not trained at a dancing school.
The wind is an invisible creature,

even when it’s dancing with the trees.
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You forget how your soul got mixed
at birth, when they ripped your placenta.

Your soul was dressed

in clothes that conceal your genitals

and reveal what may be seen of them, of you,

of the women who have grown accustomed to ripping their own collars
and hanging pictures on the walls.

Of the boys who have mastered their drawing skills

on walls and gravestones and junk cars

while marching in your name, also,

like a loaf!

So your soul is all mixed:

homogenized, fermented, kneaded, baked
and sold at stores

that violate standards of hygiene...

Your soul was forged and used for illegal purposes,
voted on—

then eaten

like a loaf.
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He’s got no right to walk however

or to stumble however or to cry however.

He’s got no right to open the window of his soul,
to renew his air and waste and tears...

You too tend to forget that you are

a loaf of bread!
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You get stored
in the chaotic memory
of earth, in its core,

in the “preserved tablet” on your shoulders.
You grow mold, also, like a loaf!

In vain, you resist your body’s floundering on the whitened slate
of your bed...

on the sidewalks, on the reflecting

and reflected surfaces,

absorbing light.

Your body always forgets its complex mixture,

and that you got nothing but the familiar look of your legs
resembling a homeless man

whose features stand out amongst the passers-by;

He can neither master their walk nor speak their language.
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What the sidewalk never mentioned

is that you used to step on it

presenting your shoes on a plate of concrete,

your feet on a plate of shoes,

and your legs on a plate of disappointment.

You tune the strings of your head faking a naive joy,
hiding a skull youd rather not bear.

You pile yourself on a slate that claims whiteness with a fist of flour—
until fermentation.

You are swelling, puffing your sadness like a hot loaf
until you dry.

Searching for your water,

between delicacy and hardness

and crumbling.

Your forehead reddens,

also, like a loaf!
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A MELANCHOLY MMAOCE OF DOUGH

Parts of you pile one on top of another—a mixture of your blood,
sweat, remains, and the discharge from your eyes.

That discharge of your eyes and the knot of your tongue

meet the sea at a midpoint,

where the sun sphere swims

in a preconceived orbit—

What complications!
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J0UR LUCkH TOORY

Mercury crashes into the moon due to an old dispute!
an old friend calls you out of nowhere to inquire
whether it was Haifa Wahbe herself in that porn video.
And an old love floats on the surface

(though only dead bodies usually float)!
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God is ours!

He made us out of mud

and for every illness he made a cure;

for the healthy he brought sickness

and for the joyful he made tears!

Wrap yourself with songs

and don't get directly exposed to longing.

your chances to be cured are slim
so follow the written instructions on the back of the mirror
and keep your picture away and out of reach!
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Cure:

Do not believe the news and the newspapers
and the analyses of fashion experts.

Do not exaggerate in your sleep

or while using your cellphone.

Exercise some death.

Get rid of the pictures that carry

your childhood, adolescence, poverty,

your ex, your grandmother’s tales,

and your sneaking body at night messing with the so-called symptoms.
Take hot showers

and learn from those who come after you
write your name flipped on the mirror

eat with your right hand....

and leave what comes after

to someone more deserving of this

food dipped in oil than you.
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Then you return

to lay down on beds

that your mother didn’t comb with cotton.
You try new sleeping methods

so you can be ready

to justify your wakefulness

and to search for your face

in the still pools and the shopfronts....

You want to spit in the right place.

Hit with a rustiness in the soul,

you search for a face in the raindrops,

in car exhaust, and in expired calendars....

To remember, then

to rip out the memories

and to fantasize about being a creature of forgetfulness,
You drink alone.... to the rain

to the cars.... and to all that noise around
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You suffer from an acute shortage
in the cells of desire in your veins.
You burp more than you used to,
yet the bars bless you as you recite
to the drunken visitors

and the night dancers

whose bodies you breathe in
Accompanied by the D.]

your recital ascends in hallucination
and you pray in the name of
these bodies swinging

to your verses of exile.
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Symptoms:

An inflammation of delirium, excess insomnia, black halos
circulate the windows of your room and the disputed lights of the cities.
Extreme bleeding in the heart pipes, accompanied by nausea
caused by the anxiety of your suspicious loitering...

you suffocate as you speak about yourself.... about your night....
and about some idols you used to believe in.

You clearly fail to notice the passersby

and your swinging legs as they’re walking no distances

or sitting

or through the unusual activity of counting

how many steps you've consumed on the sidewalks
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Results:

Meanwhile, you suffer the pleasure

of someone amazed by a stripping pole;

you get creative at cursing your damned past.
you dance much at the lobbies,

in the hotel corridors,

and on the main streets.

You drool

as your eyes shrink.

Only then, you are called a stranger.
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THE SEVERE SENOROME OF HOME

Early symptoms:

the increasing heat of those clapping at your departure.

the exhaustion.... before you travel on this vehicle resembling you,
marked with a wailing that will be awaiting you at your destination,
followed by all the spells known in ancient myths.
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AN APHORISM
TRANS. JONATHAN WRIGHT

To be in love is not to be a bird in the hand of the one you love,
better for them than ten in the bush.

A bird in the bush is better than ten in the hand,

from the birds’ point of view.
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Night,

you are inexperienced with time

lacking raindrops

that could wash away the remains of the past
and free you of chastity

and of a heart that can love and play
asserting your abandonment

of a flaccid religion, a fraud revelation,

and of faith in gods

who had lost their pride.
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This body needs showers of soul water,
clouds to make rain with,

words of longing,

and degrees recognized in exile

to practice all the love rituals

that could overthrow the regime of Night.
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He is looking for a female

to bless her joys with the water of love

baptized by clouds

in the presence of a body

clayed with the smell of almonds

to the sounds of ice cubes floating in the glass...

He is questioning the meaning of a dawn

drowning between the N, the feminine T, and the drunk H of endings.

These letters refer to the feminine suffixes in the Arabic.
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What a shame

to look for a heart

when the rain has chosen you to be one
wide enough for all human kinds....

On the billboards of night,

the vacant night is searching for a lover
for someone fluent in the language of rain
and other human skills.
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the rain overloaded you with
pages of expensive ads

so you searched for grains of sand,
the retired mud,

and the horror of night

when hit with an object

cutting through eyes

unfamiliar with the taste of sleep.



Lasldl Y Gloxday bl s
wedoy)l Ol e Cms (S

delatl) gall e

5 aSH 1] Julll g 58 e

Ssh asil psb By b Osee B B



It is a shame to recite the body

and to go against a constitution

of sacred words

for you need the heart

to love

and the heart

will only be born when humans return
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I try to remember

where the way is to the sand

and where man is on the bodily margin of night?
There is a difference... to look for the body of night
and to search your body for a longing for night.

There’s a difference

in longing to visit a woman of almond

and recite to her from a body

made nervous by the depth of night.

There’s a difference

if you ever find the eyes

that could host your decaying body in their restfulness.
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the star shepherds find it strange

that I exploit time

throwing future intoxications

behind my steps.

The clubs went on watching my worries
trying to avoid the slaps which no longer miss
the way to my face....

That is my destiny,

my destiny—to intersect

with all these suspicious fantasies

between cloud, thunder,

and astronomical objects in exile....

I claim to have mastered

the act of raining on sand grains

in order to make a memorial for mankind.
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VACANT NIGHT

Under the falling horror of my night

all suspicious questions reside

declaring that the night will go on.... unanswered.
No difference.... for all night is one

maneuvering desires of thunder

and joy of clouds, clothed in loneliness.
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TITLES

In a grand celebration,
al-Hajjaj presents Rubi® with the plastic medal of Babylon...
An ad on the internet is seeking volunteers

for the Basus war...

While the serious attempts to reach “Korah” continue
to dig the depths of earth

s0 he can answer the questions of investors

in a free consultation call!

5

Egyptian pop singer.
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pardon me, forgive me;

for not being able to pump more tears for you

for not mumbling your name in longing and loneliness.
I direct my face towards the warmth of your arms

I've got no lover but you, you alone,

and I'm the first of your seekers.
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pardon me, for your repeated death on my bed
forgive me for forgetting the smell of exhausted sweat
on your bed

There is no lover but you; for I have been in despair
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I don’t know how much time passed...
passed?

I don’t know

how much... passed?

how much waste...
and how many silver threads in my head
time had woven
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PRAYERS OF LONGING

with a leaf of thorns
I comb my hair... gathering the curls,
the way you would gather me in your arms.

%%

they said a siege was canceled

and that your worn-out hands

are no longer embraced with shackles.
and that I might meet you
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Third Rule:

Every loss

has a presumed existence...
every void

can be filled with void

and every packed neighborhood
has a courtyard;

smaller in size

yet countering the traffic.

the neighbors sleep all the time
because you are alone!
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Second Rule:

the alienation of a shapeless soul

is in direct proportion with your rants—

and with the illusion of stability,

lies about the weather,

the traffic noise,

and the percentage of nicotine in your blood.



gl o))

) S Y gy § 355k &3
blbie = bayb cowlis
Y] @9 e
el CodST S =e
oz 331 Olyled) Olgiol mag
od § oSl dewd @9



THE THREE RULES OF HOME

First Rule:

Every home is safe.... or in an ongoing war,

every home you step into without complaint

will remain in your heart....

Unless he is made upset by an alienation of the self
that strips him of value.
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EOUAL OPPORTUNITIES
TRANS. JONATHAN WRIGHT

A son and a daughter.

The mother prefers the son to the daughter.

The son will stand by his mother through the ups and downs of life.
The daughter will make another son to stand by her side.
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I return... but I return in a dream,
in one of the thousand prohibitions
of exile cities.

I return

following a seizure of wild longing
that had attacked the heart

of an exiled lover.
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In one of the dreams

I returned from exile

to announce that I had quit love.
I fell in love many times

filling my accounts

with female bodies

sheltered in my heart

preserved by desire

against the forgetfulness common
to exile cities.

To return one day

carrying medals

is to hide a heart

exhausted by the distance

from a home hungry for victory.
I did well....

picking up bodies

and neglecting the women

who had carried heavens in their hearts;
where rivers and exiled cities
stay out of history’s sight.
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For too long,

I was fulfilling all desires

giving all sorts of warmth for those seeking it
bringing up the matters of the sad neighborhood
to make its sadness exemplary,

to author a national anthem for lovers

out of homeless violins,

and lift the ban on a love

captivated by the children of desolation
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They calmed my pains of exile

but flamed my heart with a longing

that coursed through the veins.

The seizures of yearning overtake me often
eating the crumbs of patience left on my table.
They stir my wild desires to return one day.
but home is far...away

and I have no means of transportation.

This heart cannot carry me anymore

nor my longing and nostalgia and love;

nor can it host another traveller

seeking to satisy that insatiable desire for warmth.
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Until the illusion of a vision vanished from my imagination,
it was an experience full of nonsense.

All cities now are staring at my steps...

where are you taking me?

where are you taking the ghost who frightened

most of that neighborhood packed with women?

I was a nightmare

my steps carrying me towards the unknown

towards lonely roads

away from the societies of eternal honor.

I was betrayed even by my steps

they took me far into exile...

away from a homeland

that had no ports.

The smell of home is stuck in my nose

and in my memory there remain fragments never to be forgotten.
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In the back neighborhood, the lover resides

writing poems, drawing paintings,

making up tasteless colors

to showcase in the museum corridors of night memories.
This sad neighborhood attracts

the diseases of permanent insomnia,

the scared ghosts.... and the hearts of broken women.
Sheltering scared moons

guiding cities packed with lovers.

The neighborhood elected his lovers....

and of them I slept the least.

Insomnia had led me to exhausted cities

cutting horizons and sinking in love,

flaming my desires

after soaking me in the water of forgetfulness.

I mastered all arts of love and practiced the cruelest of them
I played with the bosoms of illusion

and tamed the most reluctant of them

I kept walking until I touched the sleeping horizon
laying my soul down on its pillow.
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That one is pretty... and that one is like running water
but that one is a homeland.... oh, what a civilized one!
I excelled in the dialogues of bosoms

and the debates of bodies

And I left the homeland

returning again and again

but this exhausted home is too packed now
for a heart-turned-hotel.

I offered fancy services

and made sure all my guests felt comfortable
warm

and infinitely safe... .

but I forgot that a hotel

was never meant to be a lasting home

and I forgot

that a hotel needs land too;

a homeland to be built on!
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I've trained myself

to love these tight strings

on the violins of street beggars

at the sidewalks of time that matters.

I sneak behind the prohibited desires
of someone less artful
in creating illusions for his prey.

I fell in love many times

in the past

I did not hesitate

to say the most impressive words

in the dictionaries of love

I never stopped packaging my heart
and keeping the poems refrigerated
ready for writing

in case I needed them!
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A HIRED LOVER

Under the ruins

of the days dipped-in-cruelty

I feel my head spinning....

in this inescapable delirium flying around me,

an uproar invades the night, captivating my dreams.
are your dreams more captivating

than the honorable women of ancient Arabia?

I dress up in the costume of lovers

after the decay of love

having sex until all hours of night.

A lover of a history unwritten

a tramp dropped from history,

from stolen luggage

and the outlaws who never disappear.

I am looking for a land to love.... or to love me
for a home to shelter all the captives

of a war that didn't carry any burdens

to lay them down.

I am looking for a ceiling other than a sky,
sick of veiling my shameful history
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Abduljabbar is about to return home

and the waiter will take care of resetting the dominos
and of filtering from our ears

that hoarseness in the river’s flow,

and the news broadcasts.
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I am the worshipped river

I am the most worthless idol

and you are shapeless statues

arguing over breasts,

over a bad drink and rotten tobacco

and press reports

on the same old voting chairs in the Basra night.
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You were told: settle there....

but some of you are enemies to all*

so leave it now

Then look up to yourselves from the bottom of the river;
those of you on top should have some pity on those beneath....
the displaced are helpless,

like blood in the oil market no one wants to buy!

4 This line in allusion to Surat al-Araf (7:24) of the Quran was also cited by the Saudi court. Edgar Allen Poe’s
longest poem, ‘Al Aaraaf” was titled after and inspired by the same Quranic Surah which speaks of a place between para-
dise and hell.
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Tell your mother

not to wash your dress;

the river is dirty

colonized by the wretchedness of death.
Another question:

can we use the river to water flowers?
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How can you drink your tea?
Death was eaten by the river,
chewing on defeat in his journey
towards Basra

Defeat is spreading out
settling in my throat

%

Between the satire of Hajaj

and the novelties of Banipal,

don’t close your eyes

the shame of heavenly water was unveiled
and made familiar once again
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Wash out your desire with the river’s cold water
then cross towards your lustful lover

as the darkness intensifies.

Although the night was made for clothing,

the river went naked!
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It is neatly engineered

this domino creation

Abduljabbar is stubborn and undefeated

airstrikes come from another loser

the dominos collapse

and the victims are counted between two teacups and a hookah
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One official stated:

“take hold of what’s left of life

for the nights of time are not equal™
Note:

this is an official of the heart’s militias

%

The river has gotten so dirty

comments floating on the news;

one analysis after another.

- what about fashion news?

- what do you think of the Baghdad collective?

A reference to the same song (by Mohammed Al-Qubanchi).
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The dirty river returns to sing

but the hoarseness in my voice won't let it

have this stale old song.

The river’s cracking voice eats away my patience!
“the river has a Baghdad to protect it”

and the heart has forgetfulness!
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There is no need for breakfast
because there isn’t enough bread;
there’s no need for oil

or tea...

nor for policemen....
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“Embrace life to win”™?

I hear a hoarseness in my left ear,
in my veins

and in the river, cloud,

in my heart too

%%

The sweet girl did not rise today

neither did bread

it’s okay

the crows stopped laying their eggs on my ceiling.
So keep your white smile.... for a black day!

A reference to a song by the Iraqi Maqam artist Mohammed Al-Qubanchi (1900-1989).
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A HOARSENESS IN THE RIVER FLOW

On the banks of a dirty river

some boys make a circle

“I drowned just now.... this is a game of death...”
The Tigris is swallowing death

making its way to the doomed Gulf
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Your name means nothing to me

it cannot deliver me of all the sins of drought

and it cannot supplicate the night so that I can walk free from its isolation
your name is a lost number—

a weight that has broken your back!
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Your eyes will confess that insomnia

has violated the secrets of the night

and night, too, won't keep silent for long.

Your heart is an idol to which your arteries have absconded
And they no longer offer your veins as sacrifice

as tribute to the throne of beautiful gods
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Since when does the wind honor traffic laws?
Since when?

Did the wind ever stop at your red light?

How long have you coaxed it to stop

so you could gather a few words

or find some news that’s fit to print no longer?
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Come stand where the thunder can see you so that your emaciated body can dissolve
and your soul be resurrected as a cloud followed by rain

pouring down life until your name is not even a dream

that won’t come to pass, as long as you're unable to abandon the definitions
of dubious pleasures and drunken nights

and those who call out the sacred names of love.

Come—for the night is long for the beloved,

not long enough to write about pleasure

or bodies saturated in the smell of peaches

absorbed in all the forbidden pleasures of the night.

Come—to where the cloud chooses to shift your sickly form—

and snatch your soul from its exile

from a heart that openly declared the absence of love

and from the mirages of the assumed homeland to whose every grit of eart
you thought you belonged.
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Your pages have been soaked with the sludge of exegesis
and not one word has been read

like you

these pages have exhausted all languages known to earth

in order to offer a name that matches your definition of self
your name—like an inkwell pregnant with possibilities
your build defies all definitions of its organs combined.



Lo oll s elsloxio

B3ym pé laie 1,8 &9

@ Ol JS daus Csb

I el 55 § S5 Lol s (§
slasll Cay s e ol 3851 Lo GLs lisl
lgd duwg =l



THE NRME OF A MASCULINE OREAM
TRANS. MONA ZAHI

While you excel in worshipping misery—

didn’t you notice that your arteries failed to pump your insomnia up to the eyes?
Didn’t you notice?

That the hearts of those abandoned on the sidewalks of night
have split from your vision so many times?

The patterns of night continue their work

until dawn appears on the edges of clouds gathering

on the ceiling of your imagination.

Didn’t you also notice—

how you enjoy interpreting the arteries of women

and the bodies tossed on the roofs of memories from long ago?
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Oil is utterly blameless
except for its stains of poverty

on the day when the faces of those who discover another oil well turn black’
and your heart—will be filled with new life so that your soul is resurrected
as oil

for public consumption.

This is the promise of oil—a promise that will come to pass—

The end—

1 Almost all of this poem is quoted by the court that ruled for Ashraf’s death sentence. In this line, for example, there is an
allusion to Surat al Imran 3:106 of the Quran.
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Black pellets of oil—

circulate throughout your cells
healing what your nausea
could not expel.
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For free—

aborted words

a used tobacco pouch

and a box—where your mother once trapped your scream—

so that the river can spit you out onto the shore of fear, a kind you've never known.
And there, thunder inseminates the clouds—

rebirthing you as rain that will still be unable to wash the shame of fear from a river
sleeping in the arms of disappointment.
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What next—

when all heretics have pitched the axe into your shoulder?

They say you have gambled with blood that cannot satisfy desire
and that you have filled the taverns with the malaise of joy—

in order to down a glass for free.
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It is through oil—that you resist!

As you unfasten those secured bras

and leisurely taste the cherries and all else—
and enjoy the wetness between the thighs—
may all pleasure be blessed.
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You tremble now,

so take what there is of your blood

to fill the belly of exile—

to gather the overseers’ oil

and smother their intention to drag away your soul.
Ask forgiveness of the river—

and loudly apologize as your blood seeps into its waters.
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You don't own enough

to console you in the face of time’s tribulations:

you don't own a tap of blood—

to spend in the face of broken pillars,

nor do you have enough to extract

a tax on that soul of yours that time has wearied.

You don’t even have enough to help you through a day of exile.
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This was what a master once said:

Whosoever has oil can meet his needs from its by-products
which is far better than he who torches his eyes—

turning the heart into a god.
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Your mute blood will never speak out

as long as you brag about death,

and secretly proclaim how you’ve laid the soul down to those
who cannot understand it.

It will take ages to lose your soul

and console your eyes’ fear for all the oil it once gushed.
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Oh you who have been made homeless—
your homelessness sprawled across lands,
penniless

and in despair

as oblivion unfurls between your ribs:
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ON THE VIRTUES OF OIL OVER BLOOO
TRANS. MONA ZAKI

Be aware, may god heal you,
that oil is spread and is loud,
and that oil, as said,

is of great benefit.
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HEART

The heart is a professionally made engine
in need of burnout to ensure maximum performance!
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Surrender to sleep.

The time has come for you to melt, and dissolve,
to take the agreed shape of alienation

into which you’ve been poured.

Evaporate, condense,

and go back to your void,

to occupy your usual space

of the You.
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The time has come for you to pick up the pace --not sexually --
and for you to change your smelly socks.

A scientific fact: bacteria.... grow rapidly.
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A beggar woman of more than fifty displays her dignity in

a rag studded with coins. In return for a coin, she prays that you (and that
pretty woman who happens to be walking beside you)

will soon be blessed with a child,

to fill another part of the void.
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You consume enough air for two new-born babies
if the screaming was equal,

given that the air molecules around you

carry sound badly, and your throat’s

need for an overhaul.
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Make up your mind quickly,

because the earth’s gravity

doesn’t wait long.

Hint: replace the factor of time in the equation with your name
so that you find the right way to throw the last page

of your diary

right into the garbage.
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Without your memory, youd lose much of your weight.
You need to follow a proper diet
to lose more of you.
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The air is polluted, and the dumpsters,

and your soul, too, ever since it got mixed up with carbon.
And your heart, ever since the arteries got blocked
denying citizenship

to the blood coming back from your head.
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A SPACE IN THE VOIO
TRANS. JONATHAN WRIGHT

Everything has weight.

Your weight is well known to the back walls

because your heavy shadow doesn’t give the asphalt a chance to appear --
or the paint, or the writings stuck on the windows.

You also have space, significant space,

in the void.
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To the many names I've known...
to a few owners of those names.
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INSTRUCTIONS UITHIN
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