DOC U MENT
/dakyamant/

First meant “instruction” or “evidence,” whether written or not.

noun - a piece of written, printed, or electronic matter that provides
information or evidence or that serves as an official record
verb - record (something) in written, photographic, or other form
synonyms - paper - deed - record - writing - act - instrument

[Middle English, precept, from Old French, from Latin documentum,
example, proof, from docre, to teach; see dek- in Indo-European roots.]

Who is responsible for the manufacture of value?
Based on what supercilious ontology have we landed in a space where we vie against other
creative people in vain pursuit of the fleeting credibilities of the scarcity economy, rather than
freely collaborating and sharing openly with each other in ecstatic celebration of MAKING?

While we understand and acknowledge the economic pressures and fear-mongering that
threatens to dominate and crush the creative impulse, we also believe that now more than ever
we have the tools to relinquish agency via cooperative means,
fueled by the fires of the Open Source Movement.

Looking out across the invisible vistas of that rhizomatic parallel country
we can begin to see our community beyond constraints,
in the place where intention meets resilient, proactive, collaborative organization.

Here is a document born of that belief, sown purely of imagination and will.
When we document we assert. We print to make real, to reify our being there.
When we do so with mindful intention to address our process,
to open our work to others, to create beauty in words in space, to respect and acknowledge the
strength of the page we now hold physical, a thing in our hand....
we remind ourselves that, like Dorothy: we had the power all along, my dears.

THE PRINT! DOGUMENT SERIES
is a project of
the trouble with bartleby

in collaboration with

the operating system
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WHY PRINT / DOCUMENT?

The Operating System uses the language “print document” to differentiate from the book-object as part
of our mission to distinguish the act of documentation-in-book-FORM from the act of publishing as a
backwards facing replication of the book’s agentive *role* as it may have appeared the last several centuries
of its history. Ultimately, I approach the book as TECHNOLOGY: one of a variety of printed documents
(in this case bound) that humans have invented and in turn used to archive and disseminate ideas, beliefs,
stories, and other evidence of production.

Ownership and use of printing presses and access to (or restriction of) printed materials has long been a
site of struggle, related in many ways to revolutionary activity and the fight for civil rights and free speech
all over the world. While (in many countries) the contemporary quotidian landscape has indeed drastically
shifted in its access to platforms for sharing information and in the widespread ability to “publish” digitally,
even with extremely limited resources, the importance of publication on physical media has not diminished.
In fact, this may be the most critical time in recent history for activist groups, artists, and others to insist
upon learning, establishing, and encouraging personal and community documentation practices. Hear me
out.

With The OS’s print endeavors I wanted to open up a conversation about this: the ultimately radical,
transgressive act of creating PRINT /DOCUMENTATION in the digital age. It’s a question of the archive,
and of history: who gets to tell the story, and what evidence of our life, our behaviors, our experiences are we
leaving behind? We can know little to nothing about the future into which were leaving an unprecedentedly
digital document trail — but we can be assured that publications, government agencies, museums, schools,
and other institutional powers that be will continue to leave BOTH a digital and print version of their
production for the official record. Will we?

As a (rogue) anthropologist and long time academic, I can easy pull up many accounts about how lives,
behaviors, experiences — how THE STORY of a time or place — was pieced together using the deep study
of correspondence, notebooks, and other physical documents which are no longer the norm in many lives
and practices. As we move our creative behaviors towards digital note taking, and even audio and video,
what can we predict about future technology that is in any way assuring that our stories will be accurately
told - or told at all?

As a creative practitioner, the stories, journals, and working notes of other creative practitioners have been
enormously important to me. And yet so many creative people of this era no longer put together physical
documents of their work - no longer have physical archives of their writing or notebooks, typed from the
first draft to the last, on computers. Even visual artists often no longer have non-digital slides and portfolios.
How will we leave these things for the record?

How will we say WE WERE HERE, WE EXISTED, WE HAVE A DIFFERENT STORY?

- Lynne DeSilva-Johnson, Founder/Managing Editor,
THE OPERATING SYSTEM, Brooklyn NY 2016
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TITLES IN THE PRINT: DOGUMENT GOLLEGTION

Death is a Festival - Anis Shivani [2018]
Return Trip / Viaje Al Regreso ; Spanish-English Dual Language Edition - Israel Dominguez,
(trans. Margaret Randall) [2018]

agon - Judith Goldman [2017]
Fugue State Beach - Filip Marinovich [2017]
In Corpore Sano : Creative Practice and the Challenged Body [Anthology, 2017]

Lynne DeSilva-Johnson and Jay Besemer, co-editors

The Book of Everyday Instruction - Chloe Bass [2017]

Island - Tom Haviv [2017]

Nothing Is Wasted - Shabnam Piryaei [2017]

To Have Been There Then / Estar Alli Entonces - Gregory Randall (trans. Margaret Randall) [2017]

The Color She Gave Gravity - Stephanie Heit [2017]

The Science of Things Familiar - Johnny Damm|[Graphic/Poetry Hybrid, 2017]

You Look Something - Jessica Tyner Mehta [2017]

One More Revolution - Andrea Mazzariello [2017]

Flower World Variations, Expanded Edition/Reissue - Jerome Rothenberg and Harold Cohen [2017]
CHAPBOOK SERIES 2017: INCANTATIONS

sp. - Susan Charkes; Radio Poems - Jeffrey Cyphers Wright; Fixing A Witch / Hexing the Stitch - Jacklyn
Janeksela; Cosmos A Personal Voyage By Carl Sagan Ann Druyan Steven Soter And Me - Connie Mae Oliver

Instructions Within - Ashraf Fayadh [2016]

Arabic-English dual language edition; Mona Kareem, translator

Let it Die Hungry [2016] - Caits Meissner

A GUN SHOW [2016] - So Percussion in Collaboration with Ain Gordon and Emily Johnson
Everybody’s Automat [2016] - Mark Gurarie

How to Survive the Coming Collapse of Civilization [2016] - Sparrow

CHAPBOOK SERIES 2016: OF SOUND MIND

*featuring the quilt drawings of Daphne Taylor

Improper Maps - Alex Crowley; While Listening - Alaina Ferris;

Chords - Peter Longofono; Any Seam or Needlework - Stanford Cheung

TEN FOUR - Poems, Translations, Variations [2015]- Jerome Rothenberg, Ariel Resnikoff, Mikhl Likht
MARILYN [2015] - Amanda Ngoho Reavey

CHAPBOOK SERIES 2015: OF SYSTEMS OF

*featuring original cover art by Emma Steinkraus

Cyclorama - Davy Knittle; The Sensitive Boy Slumber Party Manifesto - Joseph Cuillier;

Neptune Court - Anton Yakovlev; Schema - Anurak Saelow

SAY/MIRROR [2015; 2nd edition 2016] - JP HOWARD

Moons Of Jupiter/Tales From The Schminke Tub [plays, 2014] - Steve Danziger
CHAPBOOK SERIES 2014: BY HAND

Pull, A Ballad - Maryam Parhizkar; Executive Producer Chris Carter - Peter Milne Grenier;
Spooky Action at a Distance - Gregory Crosby; Can You See that Sound - Jeff Musillo

CHAPBOOK SERIES 2013: WOODBLOCK

*featuring original prints from Kevin William Reed

Strange Coherence - Bill Considine; The Sword of Things - Tony Hoffman;

Talk About Man Proof - Lancelot Runge / John Kropa;

An Admission as a Warning Against the Value of Our Conclusions -Alexis Quinlan
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“Here is the perfect book for this time of change in US-Cuban relations, and when a new generation in the United
States has embraced the idea and goals of socialism and human solidarity. Gregory Randall’s exquisite coming of age
story, set in Cuba during the second decade of the Cuban Revolution, is unflinchingly truthful and compassionate.” -
Roxanne Dunbar-Ortiz, historian and author most recently of An Indigenous Peoples’ History of the United States.

Gregory Randall was born in New York City in 1960, then lived eight years in Mexico, fourteen in Cuba, eleven
in France and since 1994 has resided in Uruguay. He and his wife have three children and one grandchild. He did
his undergraduate work in telecommunications in Cuba and earned his doctorate in information technology from
the University of Orsay, France. Since 1994 he has been a professor of electrical engineering at the University of the
Republic in Montevideo. From 2007 to 2014 he was also that institution’s vice president for research, during which
time he promoted and oversaw the establishment of several university campuses in the interior of the country. To
Have Been There Then is his first book, a memoir of childhood and young adulthood in the Cuba of the 1970s and
‘80s, with moving, often breathtaking stories of what it was like for a young boy to grow up in revolution.

Advance Praise for “Return Trip”

“A breathtaking book by a major Cuban poet. Margaret Randall’s translations beautifully embody Israel Dominguez’s
yearning for a future of justice for all. His yearning is his gift to all of us who seek a different way of being in the world.
Return Trip is a welcome and necessary poetry.”- Demetria Martinez, recipient of an International Latino Book
Award and an American Book Award for The Block Captain’s Daughter.

“Margaret Randall’s clear and lively translation of Viaje de Regresso / Return Trip invites us into the life and work of
a poet born in the early 1970s, nearly 25 years into the Revolution. Dominguez’s poems represent the lyric tradition in
the best sense; they are poems investigating the emotion of the experience living in one’s body, in one’s mind. Written
from a photograph or a memory, these poems explore love, family, spirituality, material reality. Many of these poems
are dedicated to friends, family, mentors, and attest to a relationality and love that’s both humbling and inspiring. In
these poems of dense image and rich sensation, Randall presents us with the gift of her translation of Israel Domin-
guez’s poetry.” - Stephen Motika

Viaje de Regreso / Return Trip is a compendium of nostalgia, in which a familiar street, an old photograph, or
memory of when the trains ran on precision time take up residence in poems in which a mature philosophy of life
breaks through a patina of childhood wonder. A clothesline becomes a highway. A plum tree calms the spirit. A
public restroom holds a dark menace. A woman’s name floats in a swimming pool. A hero of the Great War looms
upon the horizon. Through it all, the music and culture of the country to the north refuse to fade into oblivion;
despite the ever-present weight of political attack from the United States, a love for its popular culture remains
familiar and strong. The poet writes: “Glory belongs to my neighbor / who owns a Buick / and wears a lot of gold”

Israel Dominguez was born in Placetas, Villa Clara, in 1973. Throughout his childhood his father recited poetry,
and he and his mother often accompanied him to his performances. By the time Dominguez graduated from the
University of Havana in 1996, his family had moved to Matanzas and he joined them there. His work has been
awarded numerous prizes. Among his poetry collections are: Hojas de cal (2001), Collage mientras avanza mi carro
de equipaje (2002), Sobre un fondo de arena (2004), Después de acompanar a William Jones (2007), and Viaje de
regreso (2011). In an interview, he has said: “Memory is a return trip, inherent of course to the human being. In
my poetry it is not simply an instrument but also its landscape, that is to say, a poetic event [ . .. ] It’s not a matter
of reducing memory to its individual manifestation because collective memory influences the individual and vice
versa ” Dominguez lives in Matanzas, where he also works as a translator. Like so many others, his professional life
has been affected by Cuba’s precarious economy; for a number of years, and because he could earn so much more
in the tourism sector, he quit a job in his profession to take one as a bellboy at a hotel on Varadero Beach. The ex-
perience provided material for a book of poems. Happily, he is once more working in his chosen field.
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GLOSSARIUM UNSILENGED TEHTS

GLOSSARIUM: UNSILENCED TEXTS AND MODERN TRANSLATIONS was established in early 2016 in an
effort to recover silenced voices outside and beyond the familiar poetic canon, seeking out and publishing both
contemporary translations and little known (and unknown) out of print texts, in particular those under siege by
restrictive regimes and silencing practices in their home (or adoptive) countries.

The term “Glossarium” derives from latin/greek and is defined as “a collection of glosses or explanations of words,
especially of words not in general use, as those of a dialect, locality or an art or science, or of particular words used
by an old or a foreign author” The series is was initiated by and is curated by Managing Editor Lynne DeSilva-John-
son, with the help of contributing editors Ariel Resnikoff and Stephen Ross, as well as a wide range of global allies
and friends.

“Instructions Within” is the first book in this important new series, which will be followed later in 2016 and then in
2017 by two Spanish-English translations by Margaret Randall. The first is Gregory Randall’s award winning mem-
oir of life in Cuba, “To Have Been There Then (Estar Alli Entonces),” originally published in Uruguay to great acclaim
in 2010. The second is “Viaje de Regreso / Return Trip,” a dual language edition of Cuban poet Israel Dominguez’s
striking poetry, with a beautiful cover featuring Havana street art by Jose Parla and JR.

Advance Praise for “To Have Been There Then”:

“Gregory Randall has done it: written a captivating, ethically humane, and inspirational memoir of growing up in
revolutionary Cuba as a child of exiled political activists. He is able to tell forthright yet loving stories of his engaged
life with multiple fathers, escaping the 1968 military crackdown in Mexico as a seven year-old in charge of his younger
siblings, forging friendships in Cuban boarding schools, and living his adolescence as an intellectual and political com-
ing-of-age banquet among artists and revolutionaries from across the continent. He sees dogma and cant yet remains
deeply committed to the vision of a liberated space and new women and men. Read this powerful book and be stirred
anew to live fully in harmony with your values.” -Bernardine Dohrn

“Gregory Randall grew up in revolutionary Cuba. He left in 1983, and later he and his wife Laura relocated to Uruguay
and Gregory established himself within the academic world there. Revolutionary Cuba’s literacy campaign in 1960-61,
which sent young people into the mountains during a period that included the Bay of Pigs invasion, is generally rec-
ognized. Cuba’s far flung medical assistance in situations like the recent Haitian earthquake is also well-known. This
book explores the more comprehensive Cuban effort to create what the Zapatistas call un otro mundo, another world.
I know of no other book that so richly provides an empathetic view of the twentieth-century socialist project from both
within and without. —Staughton Lynd

“To Have Been There Then is an extraordinary book. Gregory Randall recreates scenes from a revolutionary childhood
and youth in Mexico and Cuba during the 1960s and 70s with brilliant vividness that brings an adult’s wisdom to the
child’s perspective. He evokes the spirit of revolutionary consciousness of the era, when Cuba’s radical experimentation
and commitment to building a new world intersected with revolutionary dreams and movements throughout Latin
America. Randall’s childhood was peopled with artists, intellectuals, and revolutionaries from throughout the conti-
nent who shared a deep belief in the possibility for radical social change. Cuba’s revolutionary history is told here with
verve and drama, through personal detail of a child and young man coming of age in truly historic circumstances”
—Aviva Chomsky, author of The Cuban Revolution, co-editor of The Cuba Reader: History, Culture, Politics.
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in the world? Should we stay away from facts and figures? From theory? This seems a dangerous course of
action as well, if for different reasons.

I don’t have the answer, and don't think there is any single solution. However, in your hands you hold an
example of the type of project with which we might begin to toe this line: an Arabic-English dual-langauge
translation of Ashraf Fayadh's controversial 2008 poetry collection. Add to this the story of how our tiny
organization / independent press in Brooklyn NY, came to be publishing the translation of a Palestinian
political prisoner in a Saudi prison, and you begin to see the ways in which we, mere drops of water, might
begin to wear away the stone.

First and foremost, this book (like all our books) exists because I believed that we could help, and in this case
it exists because, not seeing anyone else step up to the plate, I offered, before knowing how we would make it
happen. But it also exists because before seeing Ashraf as Palestinian, or as Saudi prisoner, the words of his
that I had heard opened my heart to him -- not as a poet, or as an artist, but as a human, and I wept many
times to imagine his suffering, and the suffering of others experiencing grave injustice. I say this not to speak
of my own experience but rather for what this suggests about the universal response to other sentient beings,
when we strip away the trappings of labels and move away from fear borne of unfamiliarity and propaganda.
There were few dry eyes at the reading I first attended, and I believe that more than any statistic it is in this
very personal, emotional, experience of connection that the seed of change will be sown. And that seed
thrives when it lands on both left and right brain: via music, art, performance, or poetry.

Through The Operating System, I have been able to develop a platform to produce and distribute work

aligned with this vision — with collaborators like Ashraf, whom even behind bars, and nearly 7000 miles

away, I knew immediately as a friend and ally in a struggle bigger and more important than any of our

struggles alone. Like S0 Percussion, composers and musicians with whom we’re facilitating a volume ®
documenting their many year process of developing and performing “A Gun Show;” considering the

complex role of the gun in the American Imaginary, which will premiere at BAM this fall. And that’s just the

beginning.

Crucially, too — while we might be known best for our publishing projects, in fact we are a hub for a wide
range of programs which seek to cross pollinate not only between different disciplines within the arts but
also within different industries, in the service of peer to peer learning both immediately and in the future,
via the development of open source / archival materials; in addition our own process has been transparent
from day one, seeking to model possibility for others rather than competing with them.

Of course, while there is still great value in the circulation, publication, and archiving of language in many
forms [in journalism, in continued academic and public political and social discourse, and in nonfiction],
the current highly manipulated (and manipulating) institutional structures of news media and higher
education have left many burned and understandably wary, unable to receive the “instructions within” those
books and texts. In this wake of distrust, and looking out at the horizon of emotionally fraught, highly
defensive, intellectually and literally warring factions we find both across the US and the world, even the
most intelligent arguments can’t and won’t save us. So until then, we'll keep putting other possibilities into
print, and into libraries and archives. For it will, indeed, be the poets (musicians, artists, creators of all kinds)
who “wake up the world”

- Lynne DeSilva-Johnson, August 2016
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intended, becoming more widely available than ever before, and assuring him as best I can that his original
work will last well beyond any of our lifetimes, no matter the outcome of his case.

But what of his case, and what are we to do, on a practical level, everyday?
Make art, not war. No, really.

It is clearer than ever that policy makers, politicians, CEO’s, and many privileged people are dominated by
fear, a fear that is fanned by the culture they have built that is now eating them, their children — and any
chance of an earth that will be here for future generations — alive. For those who have played a role in the
growth of this disaster, accepting publicly or even internally the scale of the egregious, inhumane behaviors
and foibles of post-industrial consumer dominated culture is mind boggling. Psychological collapse for
many is close at hand ; all too often the ability to simply keep going is fed by consumption and facilitated by
medication of both illegal and prescribed varieties.

The common experience of anger attached to shame and feelings of inadequacy or inability is one that is,
and rightfully so, also linked to highly sensitive considerations of privilege; yet, the problem is widespread
across all communities, as even top level schools and cultural norms shift away from intellectual, civic, and
political literacy to an increasingly hostile, consumer-driven, anti-intellectual environment, in both public
and private arenas. Our schools -- driven by numbers and increasingly specialized -- are by and large not
producing a critically thinking populace, and we see every day how politicians and propaganda media
owned by moneyed interests prey on the fears and confusion of the citizenry.

That said — as a result of this landscape of emotional landmines in a increasingly anti-intellectual context
can render a certain type of direct, Euclidean logic an offensive, ineffective, and often counterproductive
strategy.

In the classroom I sought to teach my students to see academic and scientific writing, as well as journalism
(and other types of public communication) as “codes” — that is, as other languages that without training
they should feel no shame in not being able to parse, any more than any other foreign language. However,
this perspective is a rare one, and it remains a challenge to speak in a world devoid of this awareness
-- to publish, lecture, even to engage in conversation (on or offline) without hitting walls borne of deep
discomfort.

A change of tack from the production of “objective” social science and highly rigorous coded discourse to
“art) to the production of publications as well as presentations across a range of media that on first take
might be considered more “creatively” oriented might seem frivolous, or like a “side project” when one’s
primary goals are systemic evolution and change but in fact it’s just the opposite: it’s an alternative approach
and a model, for those who come to realize that the way we're communicating is driving us apart.

I have come to believe that it will be through “art”: i.e., through the disruption of our sensory perception of
eye / ear, through language and ultimately through those things’ connection to our emotional bodies that
we can wear away at our cognitive conditioning in ways that direct language can no longer achieve for large
parts of the population. Add to this the ways in which emotion is inextricably linked to the reasons we’re not
getting anywhere with argument, and begin to see how emotion (and compassion) in both consciousness
and body may be our link back to possibilities, and to (r)evolution.

For the ones of us working for change, what does this mean? Should we not try to talk about what’s going on
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It was only after scaling with these local exercises that it felt appropriate to begin to approach the
threshold of responsibility vis-a-vis bringing a foreign text into the United States as a publisher here, which
I see as a hugely vital task — and privilege, not to be taken lightly. Having achieved distribution of a certain
scale, having the titles already in place in order to be assigned Library of Congress cataloguing numbers —
these mundanities take time, but they also assure a title like Ashraf’s that it will see wide scale availability,
potential adoption in classrooms, and perhaps most importantly, a permanent place in the archive.

And, critically — that permanent place in the archive will not only be occupied by the translation of
“Instructions Within” but also with the work in its original Arabic, as written by Ashraf himself.

It is no secret that as I write these words, in 2016, this classic, historic and beautiful language, (with origins
that date back to the 4th century AD, and which is native to well over 400 million people), is so stigmatized
that its readers, speakers and scholars fear for their lives. Readers and speakers of Arabic — Muslim
and non-Muslim alike — are routinely the victims of hate crimes, are kicked off of airplanes, are held in
detainment, are subject to appalling treatment both officially and socially.

But it is essential that we give back to this language and to its speakers and scholars the respect and
recognition they deserve as global citizens, as sentient beings, and as creators possessed of a shared human
history. We must actively work to normalize this language across diverse communities -- to engage with its
contemporary and historical forms, as part of a larger effort towards a common, translingual experience
both in the arts and in lived experience.

Each of The Operating System’s books questions design standards in order to dislodge our normative
patterning and expectation, with the belief that continuous exposure to diversity on the page — both in
content and design — affects not only the cognitive brain but the body as well, in so far as this requires the
“rewiring” of brain behaviors, essentially getting us out of a “rut” of repetitive reception.

Instructions Within goes one step farther — requiring the western reader to hold and read the book as one
would an Arabic or Hebrew volume, that is, by being right-bound. The westerner might find him or herself
saying that the book “starts at the back” or feeling vaguely uncomfortable holding the book and/or turning
pages “backwards” but this is precisely the point: to disrupt the proprioceptic modelling that tells you that
the way you do things, your patterning, is not only yours but “right” or “normal,” when in fact hundreds of
millions of people — billions of people — experience books and texts in directions different from our own.

Why does a book go right to left, or left to right? Why is text right aligned or left aligned? It’s worth
investigating the history of these things, whether youre a writer, a publisher, a designer, or simply a
reader — so that you might become connected to, aware of the unwitting behaviors you've collected without
intention or question along the way. What I can say, and what I do know, is that I have no preference either
way — from a design standpoint, I move text on the page based on negative space, on feeling, on tightness
or air, much like one handles visual composition.

But why have Ashraf’s book, this translation, right bound, including all the Arabic and not only an excerpt,
alongside the translation? It’s sad to say that I cannot know if copies of Ashraf’s original publication of this
text, printed in 2008, will survive - especially in the Arab world, where archives are in such grave danger.
Who is to know how many copies were printed, how many made it into global archives or libraries —
hopefully more than the one I am aware of. What I know now, through printing this book, in this way, is that
Ashraf’s title, his name, and his poems all persist not only for English readers but for Arabic readers in the
US and all over the world, now and in the future, in the way they were written, the way he as artist and poet
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THIS BOOK S NOT BACKUWARDS

Publishing, Proprioception, Politics
and the Hope in Disruption

You hold in your hands, right now, a book that represents so many things — a book which is transgressive
in myriad ways you perhaps haven't even begun to consider — but you've likely been intimately aware of its
right binding and of the Arabic language running through its pages, language you likely aren’t able to read.

To my non-Arabic readers and scholars I ask you: have you ever held an Arabic book in your hands? have
you looked at an Arabic newspaper or magazine? Perhaps you've seen Arabic writing in museums, in
textbooks, but the likelihood of you owning a document or volume that includes any significant length of
Arabic writing is slim to none. Indeed — perhaps picking up this volume even gave you pause?

To have Ashraf Fayadh's Instructions Within as the first volume in The Operating System’s “Glossarium:
Unsilenced Texts” series is fitting — and also an honor. An honor, because Ashraf’s voice is singular, searing,
and his story so vital to share with the world, at this time and in the future. Fitting, because both the book
and Ashraf’s case itself demonstrate the potential power of creative output, not only in content but also in
his sentencing — as Tahar Ben Jalloun has written,

“this sentence teaches us all we need to know about his poetry — about his strength, about his violence. Poets
are insurgents, carriers of fire, companions of truth and of evidence. They are the light which goes out into the
darkness and gives words to things which die from not having been said. They are fragile and strong at the same
time. They possess only their breath, their souls, who resist. We can hit them, whip when, throw them to the
bottom of a well, bury them alive, but their voices continue to rise, and wake up the world”.

The harshness of punishment in regimes like the current climate of Saudi Arabia, where Ashraf is so clearly,
to our sensibility, unjustly imprisoned, has something to teach us: our words carry fire, our art carries
regime change in its fist...we are powerful, dangerous, a risk to the powers that be.

With the Unsilenced Texts series my intention is to seek out and encourage, to permit where there has been
repression those texts from all corners of the globe, from past and present, that remind us of our shared
humanity, texts in which we can find ourselves in the voices and inner lives of others, even as those others
at times suffer.

This series is, in many ways, the direction The Operating System has always been headed, even in its nascent
beginnings. For even with its English publications, and in its online projects, our mission has always been
‘unsilencing’ - soliciting and facilitating voices, encouraging an archival sensibility, insisting upon framing
and process writing. As an agile experiment, this “unsilencing” began close to home: who wasn’t writing, or
sharing, or archiving their valuable creative process / vision? What poets avoided the slogging requirements
of the current publishing environment, preferring to engage in community projects and/or their own
private ongoing writing practice, but could be coaxed out of the woodwork with encouragement?

Unsilencing the self, encouraging the recognition of self-as-maker, granting permission and agency to the
maker as valid, teaching skills as viable, this has been the bread and butter of the OS in its first years:
ultimately, an activist exercise in modeling what I, as an under-resourced woman without much other than
technology, education, and design at my disposal, could do — and therefore, what others were capable of.
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CONTRIBUTORS ANO COLLABORATORS

TO ALL OUR TRANSCRIBERS :: A SPECIAL THANK H0U!!!

This volume presented an unexpected hurdle when we discovered quite far along in the process that we were
unable to procure a typed document file of Fayadh’s original book, which meant that in order to proceed with our
plan to produce a complete Arabic-English dual language translation, true to his original version, the entire book
had to be transcribed before it could be laid out.

With the help of Ammiel Alcalay, who then enlisted Mohamad Hodeib, who in turn enlisted the following roster
of kind and generous souls, based in Beirut -- a team that sprang into action distributing and diligently copying
out sections of the book manually. We quickly had the Arabic in hand, well in time to be laid out and go to press
on schedule. It could not have happened without them!

HAMELLA LARKIS - Graduate Student at Lebanese Conservatory / University

FARAH ARIDI - Word enthusiast from Lebanon. Teaches English Literature and Culture Studies.
PhD student of Comparative Literature at Goldsmiths University, London.

RHALED AL HILLS - PhD Candidate in Comparative Literature at the Graduate Center, CUNY

@ HASSAN HARB - Doctoral Student in Quantum Chemistry, University of California Merced
NOUR CHOUMAN - Public Health Officer, Universite St-Joseph de Beyrouth, Medical Student
MNOWAFAR ALLAHAM

NOHAMNAOD J HOOEIB (Walad) is a writer, researcher, and cultural activist. Born and raised in Beirut, he
founded el-Yafta literary community (2011) through he organizes writing-related activities, workshops, and
poetry readings. Hodeib conceptualized, produced and staged two shows, blending elements of spoken word,
music and theatre (Mahrajan al-Shob, 2012 & B’intithar al-Harb al-Qadima, 2013). He published his compi-
lation of Lebanese colloquial poems (Al-Shaware, 2013), and was featured in various art & literary platforms
in Beirut and New York, including TEDxLAU (2013), Bowery Poetry Club (2015-16), and the Nuyorican
Poets Cafe (2016). He was offered an art residency at Haven for Artists in the summer of 2016 to direct a
two-months writers’ workshop in Beirut. He is currently completing an MA in Middle East Studies at CUNY,
New York.

EL 9AFTA is a Beirut-based band of poets and literary circle. Founded in 2011, it organizes a vast array
of events and activities corresponding to writing, performance, and the arts. From readings and events, to
writers’ workshops, it transgresses the boundaries of closed-door collaborations to nurture a network of cul-
tural activists within a collective, creative community that maintains at its core the essentiality of individual
self-fulfillment of the artist.
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CONTR/BUTORS AND COLLABORATORS

[NONA KAREEM (translation lead) is a poet, translator, and journalist based in New York. She is the au-
thor of three poetry collections, some of which were translated into French, English, Spanish, Dutch, German,
Farsi, Italian and Kurdish. Mona is a doctoral candidate in the Comparative Literature program at Binghamton
University. Her dissertation explores issues of subalternity in the Arab feminist novel. She teaches writing classes
while freelancing for a number of Arabic publications.

JONATHAN WRIGHT (translation) is a British literary translator who specializes in translating contem-
porary Arabic fiction into English. He turned to literary translation after 30 years as a journalist, mainly in
the Middle East with the London-based news agency Reuters, based in Egypt, Sudan, Lebanon, Oman, Tunis
and Cyprus. Since 2008 he had translated more than a dozen novels and collections of short stories and essays,
including works by Alaa al-Aswany, Youssef Ziedan, Hassan Blasim, Rasha al Ameer, Galal Amin and Saud Al-
sanoussi. He won the Banipal Prize for Arabic Literary Translation in 2013 for his translation of Youssef Ziedan's
Azazeel and shared the Independent Foreign Fiction Prize in 2014 with author Hassan Blasim for Blasim’s The
Iraqi Christ. He studied Arabic as an undergraduate at St. John’s College, Oxford.

fNONA ZAAI (translation) earned her Ph.D. from Princeton University in medieval Islamic history. She is a
translator and reviewer of modern Arabic fiction and currently teaches in the Dept. of Modern Languages and
Literature at the College of William and Mary in Virginia. She is a contributing editor of Banipal.

AMMIEL ALCALAY (translation editor) is a poet, novelist, translator, critic, and scholar, whose books @
include After Jews and Arabs, Memories of Our Future, Islanders, and neither wit nor gold: from then. Trans-

lations include Sarajevo Blues and Nine Alexandrias by Bosnian poet Semezdin Mehmedinovié; he has also

published translations from Arabic, French, Hebrew, Italian, and Latin. Recent work includes a 10th anniversary

edition of from the warring factions (with an introduction by Diane di Prima), and a little history, both out in

2013 from re:public / UpSet. He teaches at Queens College and The Graduate Center, CUNY, and is founder and

General Editor of Lost & Found: The CUNY Poetics Document Initiative, a series of student and guest edited

archival texts emerging from the New American Poetry.

PIERRE JORIS (translation editor) Pierre Joris most recently published The Agony of I.B. (a play commis-
sioned & produced in June 2016 by the Théatre National du Luxembourg Editions PHI); An American Suite
(early poems; inpatient press 2016); & Barzakh: Poems 2000-2012 (Black Widow Press 2014). Recent transla-
tions include Breathturn into Timestead: The Collected Later Poetry of Paul Celan (FSG) & The University of
California Book of North African Literature (vol. 4 in the Poems for the Millennium series), coedited with Habib
Tengour.

LYNNE DESILVA-JOHNSON (translation editor, volume editor, design) is a slinger of image, text,
sound, and code, a frequent collaborator across a wide range of disciplines, a community activist, and a regular
curator of events in NYC and beyond. She served as an adjunct in the CUNY system for a decade, and as a K-12
teaching artist since 2001. Also a social practice artist and poet, she has appeared at The Dumbo Arts Festival,
Naropa University, Bowery Arts and Science, The NYC Poetry Festival, Eyebeam, Undercurrent Projects, Mellow
Pages, The New York Public Library, The Poetry Project, Independent Curators International, and the Cooper
Union, among others. She is the founder and managing editor of The Operating System, and the libraries editor
of Boog City.
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ASHRAF FAYAOH

BIO

Ashraf Fayadh is a Palestinian artist and poet born in
Saudi Arabia in 1980. He attended Al-Azhar University
in Gaza City in 2001, and has been active in the art scene
in Saudi Arabia with organizations like Edge of Arabia,
a British- Arabian art collaboration. Ashraf also curated
exhibitions of Saudi art during Jeddah Art week in Saudi
Arabia and in Europe at the 55th Venice Biennale, where
he showcased the work of emerging Saudi artists.

CASE

In 2013 Ashraf Fayadh was first detained by Saudi religious police after a disagreement at a cafe,
after which he was released on bail; he was then rearrested and tried in 2014. The original verdict

® was for four years in prison and 800 lashes, but after a secondary appeal he was sentenced to death
with the charge of apostasy (heresy) in November of 2015, in keeping with Saudi Arabia’s strict
adherence to the ultra conservative Wahhabi interpretation of Sharia Islamic Law, within which
religious crimes such as blasphemy and apostasy incur the death penalty. The conviction was made
on the basis of a prosecution witness who claimed to have heard him blaspheming God, the Prophet
Mohammed, and Saudi Arabia, and also on the contents of this book. The testimony of defense
witnesses for Fayadh was deemed inadmissable. After an appeal by Fayadh’s lawyer, the death
sentence was overturned in February of 2016, imposing an eight year prison sentence and 800
lashes , and public repentence through sanctioned media channels.

Since Fayadh’s original sentencing, writers, artists and other concerned citizens around the world
have appealed for his release, and more than 60 international arts and human rights groups have
been active in campaigning on his behalf, calling on both Saudi authorities and Western govern-
mental bodies to seek justice for his case. A worldwide reading was held to gain visibility and sup-
port for his case on January 14, 2016, followed by a global “day of creativity” for Ashraf on July 28.

We are grateful to have been able to be in touch with Ashraf after his sentence was lessened, and take
heart in his pleasure at this book’s release. Wanting to support him in whatever way possible, from
this project’s inception The Operating System has been dedicated to giving all proceeds from the
project to English PEN, an early and consistent advocate, on his behalf, and at his request. PEN will
be redistributing this book both in print and ebook formats for the UK Market, and is committed
to continuing to fight on his behalf.

- The Operating System
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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, T'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 U.N. agency isn’t responsible for planting trees.
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Tomorrow,
It'1l 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 WRIBHT

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)
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Hold yourself together... you can’t pee here

dance a bit

Jump around and disturb the reverence of the funeral.
Coffee 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

instructions within galley1.indd 72 @

12/9/116 5:42 PM



...... §)L&‘M| G599 s U8y
olusd / disds

436 ui-:—“‘-:“y‘

instructions within galley1.indd 73 @ 1219116 5:42 PM



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: ..........cooiiiinnl.
this hallucination is familiar
to pass an exam
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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 camera!
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Today... 22 dead... okay... 22 humans...
and another 180 are likely to fall!
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AMNESTH

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 off 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’s 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 ON 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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EQUALITY

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!

** “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.L.MN.

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 NAOE OF 0OUGH

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 LUCK TODRY

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 SINOROMWE 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 WRIBHT

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.
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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

so he can answer the questions of investors

in a free consultation call!

ot 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.
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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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EQUAL 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 satisfy 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.

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 with the night itself.

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!

*x

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?

*x
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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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23%%

“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

instructions within galley1.indd 246 @

12/9/116 5:42 PM



instructions within galley1.indd 247

31 0l Oz dlus

Jb) @b gamll Ol elynl 43
Sysb Conall pyaly o IS Ll
83)99 B oy o podd) Cols Leg
ebewsd) A0V Giye (0 yE0 (S

12/9/116 5:42 PM



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’ 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 youre 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.
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THE NARME OF A MASCULINE OREAM
TRANS. MONA ZAH)

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—

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.

instructions within galley1.indd 264 @

12/9/116 5:42 PM



instructions within galley1.indd 265

loglds ... addly

shall Yo e Bliiul b puidly
039l Lag 5,801 (i3 s (§
3] g e dysby g5 ($s
g B S50 by

12/9/116 5:42 PM



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:

instructions within galley1.indd 274 @

12/9/116 5:42 PM



instructions within galley1.indd 275

LJ907as uddl Ll b
Sladdl gy @Sos gls 48
el

295 uodls i Cushadily
oS2lal § guaitl pusll e

12/9/116 5:42 PM



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 VOO
TRANS. JONATHAN WRIBHT

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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TRANSLATORS’ NOTES

When Ashraf Fayadh was arrested in 2014, I translated one of his most popular poems, titled “Fri-
da Kahlo’s Mustache,” which was published after his first and only collection. But in 2015, when he
received his death sentence, I was no longer translating from a publication, but rather off a verdict. I
started with the fragments cited by a court of three religious judges who sought maximum punishment
for the poet’s words of “blasphemy” and “immorality” The more time he spent in jail, the more poems I
kept on translating. Yet, I was not alone in this effort, as translators from different languages joined in.
Two of those are Mona Zaki and Jonathan Wright, who gave us permission to include their translations
of Ashraf’s poems. Zaki translated “On the Virtues of Blood over Oil” and “The Name of a Masculine
Dream” while Wright did “A Space in the Void,” “The Last in the Line of Refugee Descendants,” “Equal
Opportunities,” and “An Aphorism” We all found in translation a way to support his case, while engag-
ing with the work and allowing it to travel into new languages.

I believe that Ashraf’s poetry presents itself best. You might miss the context in few places, so I've
provided footnotes that might help you navigate your reading. Many of these poems are long, some-
times as long as twenty pages. He shifts between voices, characters, and settings. He likes to break off
suddenly; to leave something unfinished and start all over. Yet this very practice could make the poems
enjoyable to read, as they continue to be built and destructed. He uses punctuation chaotically, brings
in songs and sentences from others, and chops off lines awkwardly, piling them over each other so they
become a chain of images unfolding in your hands from right to the left. So yes, this can be a challeng-
ing read -- but at the end we know that no text can be hospitable enough!

Mona Kareem

I found Ashraf’s poems subtle and intriguing, indicative of a sensitive and slightly quirky interest in
every aspect of the world. They’re never didactic, polemical or bombastic, but often ironic, perceptive
and self-deprecating. If circumstances had permitted, I would have wanted to explore the way he saw
the meaning of some of his more mysterious phrases, but unfortunately this was not possible, and the
reader will have to live with any misunderstandings or half-understandings I have committed.

Jonathan Wright
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It was 2003 when I met Ashraf Fayadh. I first knew him as an artist showcasing his works at the galleries
of Abha city. With him, I got to discover more about contemporary art and its unique vision of the world.
Later, I read his first poetry collection Instructions Within, a book that stood out at the time for its aes-
thetic difference and ability to employ what others label as “unpoetic” such as exile, home, dreams, and
other human questions charged with melancholy, despair, sarcasm, and pain. The alienation he felt was not
permanent; whether in his poetry or life. He kept these important questions grow with him, around home
and Gaza and a life of unexpected troubles. In poetry, his wonderings surpass the normal and redundant
of political issues as he aims for a unique reading of today’s world. He once told me that these big questions
accompanied him since his childhood in Abha, especially when he entered elementary school and noticed
how his classmates treated him “differently”. He was sad but he overcame his trauma through poetry.

Poetry helped Ashraf reconcile with reality and memory, with his inner dialectic history. He never forgot
the days he spent in Gaza and the memories of others surrounding him in diaspora. He also recalled these
memories in joy and love; it might have provided him with the hope and consolation needed for daily sur-
vival. It was remedy for the troubles he had faced. Perhaps Ashraf’s deep and fascinating faith in art helped
him devote his time to bringing something valuable into the scene. He was against an art that would not
relate to people’s anxieties and realities. So he kept working and writing, producing texts and artworks that
touch on fundamental questions such as existence, identity, and the current moment.

After meeting Ashraf, a group of us founded a creative collective which we named Shatta (various). We
misspelled in the Arabic to give it that contemporary twist. There was a flaming desire at the time to do
something different and challenging. Despite the worries and fears, we started to work, curating our first
exhibition in Jeddah, after publishing a first declaration towards an art of the daily and the spatial. We let
ourselves experiment, searching for a new humanism, making unfinished concepts, relying on coincidence
and waste in artworks, establishing something out of void and performance, bridging a gap with a reader
who had previously felt alienated by surrealism and abstract. It was a successful experience in breaking
away from the classism and elitism of art. From pure aesthetics, which color life with joy, to a charged and
troubled reality. We lifted art from the professional, skilled, and polished to the daily and surrounding, that
enrich one’s senses. We wanted to make art accessible.

This was one of several projects that brought me and Ashraf together, as we looked to reshape questions
of the daily life. One example would be the identification cards which he had created for people based on
their interests, preferences, and pleasures. And on a bandage, he drew a map of a world in bleeding. He
has several poetry collections that haven’t yet been published. Shortly before his arrest, he was starting to
curate several exhibitions and projects. My friend Ashraf is now paying the cost. The cost of believing in
the freedom of word, which triggered the men of darkness against him. They worked in all ways possible
to stop him; from testifying against him to accusing him with fraud charges. Yet, he remains the candle of
our poetry, with which we see more of the world.

Mohamed Kheder
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like an inkwell pregnant with possibilities.” The Operating System does us an extraordinary service
by making this magnificent poets voice available. Read Fayadh to understand what we are fighting
against, and for!”

Margaret Randall

Just a few years before his death, the great poet Amiri Baraka railed against what he saw as a poetry of
complacency, of “the indoors,” and harkened back to those of his generation (and older), “who actually
worked to register some understanding of ‘the great outdoors’ i.e., the real world.” It is with more than
some irony that we here, in the belly of the imperial beast, must seek such poetry of “the great outdoors”
from someone like Ashraf Fayadh, a Palestinian imprisoned in Saudi Arabia. Like the real world,
Fayadh’s poems are dizzying in their associations and resonance, recalling echoes of lines from different
times, languages, and circumstances, from revery to exile, from brutality to utmost tenderness. Poet
and artist Etel Adnan once wrote that “Palestine is a land planted / by eyes refusing to be closed.” The
poetry of Ashraf Fayadh, in a dream state of vigilance, attention, and horror, forces us to look at the
world we actually inhabit, in all its glory and horror.

Ammiel Alcalay

N /1Y

Translations of Laabi and Ben Jelloun by Ammiel Alcalay & Miriam Nichols

/
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You know Ashraf, I've come up with a crazy idea, extravagant even, but I think that,
in countries where the arbitrary reigns, where liberty is scorned, where human dignity
is trampled, then the poet’s true place is... in prison! This bastion, this ‘citadel of exile”
is, in a sense, the best place from which to denounce a regime that oppresses its people.
In fact, it is the regime that denounces itself, and in the most eloquent way possible, by
putting the poet in prison.

Well then, let’s return to things more sensible and eminently more desirable! It is your
complete and full liberty that we, thousands of poets and hundreds of thousands of
citizens throughout the world, are calling for. Yes, lets keep building that dream, there,
and believe in it, hard like iron. And together, keep to hope.

I embrace you.
Like a brother

It must be said that poets are not the only victims of intolerance and despotism. The
recent beheadings of dozens in that country prove this. But through the simple fact
of practicing their art, poets are among the most exposed to the vindictiveness of the
authorities because they are free spirits whose word is itself a counter-power. From its
very origins until the present, Arabic poetry has included a great number of free and
audacious spirits. We need only cite the example of Abu Nuwas (8th c.), with his cel-
ebration of wine and love, including that of young acolytes. Two centuries later Abu-
al-Ala al-Maarri was a declared agnostic, dismissing all religions, one after another,
with pessimism and sarcasm. While fully inscribing himself into this tradition, Ashraf
Fayadh is a contemporary poet who speaks to the world that is ours with words and
images of a grand modernity. A satirical poet, he rails at society, but not only the one
in which he lives where oil has become god and its price on the stock market deter-
mines the life and death of his country and its people. Yet, he is also a poet of intimacy,
struggling against his demons in quest of his own human truth.

Abdellatif Laabi

Palestinian poet, artist and cultural activist Ashraf Fayadh reminds us, through his life
and work, that blasphemy (for which he has been sentenced to 8 years in prison and
800 lashes) is still a crime in Saudi Arabia, but also that poetry is powerful against the
criminal madness of a deranged state: . . . these pages have exhausted all languages
known to earth /. .. to offer a name that matches your definition of self / your name—
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Tribunals detest them. States fear them. The law pursues and prosecutes them. Reli-
gions distrust and denounce them. But it is the poets who give the earth its salt, its
grain of madness, its music and songs. Poetry can only be searing, brilliant, skepti-
cal, restless. It has a pact with eternity. One remembers the poets, never their judges.
Al-Hallaj, the great mystical poet, was executed in 922 in Baghdad for his excessive
love of God. But his poetry is still on the lips of all the generations.

Poetry will not give up its weapons, the words and images that it invents. You cannot
shoot it. Like freedom, like the values that found a civilization, you cannot eradicate
it by cutting off the head of a man because his words don’t please the powerful—these
types without conscience or humanity.

Tahar Ben Jelloun

My dear Ashraf,

Id like to begin this letter, not the usual way this time, with a quote: “Courage is a
matter of organization,” as André Malraux used to say. Why is that? You know that I
myself was imprisoned for many years and, at one point during that experience, my
life was in danger. So I can put myself in your place more than just a bit, guess what
your spirit is undergoing, your heart and your guts, imagine just how you've collected
yourself so that courage won't desert you.

On this last point, I know, we know, that you have an asset of the first order: poetry,
which I would not hesitate to define as a school of courage. And real courage does not
reside in what this school teaches us to practice: is it not more the truth about oneself,
whatever it costs, the refusal of whatever consensus exists, independence in the face
of the powers that be, going head to head with the language in which one expresses
oneself, and fidelity to the word given in what one writes?

Having read your Instructions within first in Arabic and then more intimately while
translating it into French, I had the conviction that you have honored perfectly the
exigencies of this teaching and integrated the principles of its ethic. And this is what
surely permits you to hold your head high in your cell, I say, unto the stars. To keep,
even in the black night, your eyes open to the interior within yourself, and also fully to
the exterior, to the human condition.

//7/ YT /77
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ADVANCE PRAISE FOR INSTRUCTIONS WITHIN

Why do you need to read this book in America today?

Because a US journalist asked if it really was worth it to write poems that might get
you killed.

Because Ashraf Fayadh, as poet, artist and human being, is being jailed and tortured
for doing his job, that is for daring to expose & deride the two-headed Moloch gov-
erning the country he lives in (Saudi Arabia) and ours (these States): Fundamentalist
religion & oil-money.

Because Ashraf Fayadh is inventing a needed poetics to break not only those taboos
but also the shackles of standard Arab poetics, freeing the language — & a freed lan-
guage is needed for free thinking.

Because his own exile (he is of Palestinian extraction) is so absolute that it does not fit
the traditional nostalgic poetics of exile & searches for a new way of saying a new &
wilder dislocation.

Because this exile is so close to all of our own dislocations, even as, smugly ensconced
in our North American bunker, we don’t see that the same future is awaiting us.

Because he wrote: “I am Hell’s experiment on planet Earth.”

Pierre Joris

This sentence teaches us all we need to know about Ashraf Fayadhs poetry — about his
strength, about his violence.

Poets are rebels, bearers of fire, companions of truth and fact. They are the light that
extinguishes shadows and gives words to things that die if they are not said. They are
fragile and strong at the same time. They possess only their breath and a soul that re-
sists. You can beat them, whip them, throw them into the bottom of wells, bury them
alive, their voice continues to rise and wake up the world.
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and the result of many hearts
in many countries
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seeking to give time, energy, words, and self
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in the service of Ashraf’s poetry and art
and
in the service of justice for his person.

My gratitude knows no bounds
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is restored in your deeds.
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to Mohamed Kheder;
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who shared, spoke, made, taught and fought
to assure no sentence could silence this voice.

You deserve so much more, but simply: thank you.

- Lynne DeSilva-Johnson -
founder and editor, The Operating System
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