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A JOURNEY AT NIGHT

1. The Mourning Sea

Ah love, night shakes me conscienceless,

Stirs thought in my small bed,

Burdens my heart with blackness,

With the thought of the journey of loss in the mourning sea.
When the night comes, the road is deserted.

Darkness is the distress of the stranger.

The companions rise ; their evening party breaks up
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« Farewell» — we parted — « we will meet tomorrow even-
ing ».

« The castle is taken — be careful. Checkmate ! »

« The move did not save him, I am a dangerous player ».

« Farewell » — we parted — « we will meet tomorrow even-
ing ».

I come back to my little house, my love.

Thoughts will not let me sleep

In the road three belated wanderers lurch along

Their voices spread circles in the vortex of the silence

Ag if they are wailing

— « Nothing in this world is as lovely as woman in winter ».
— « Wine reveals secrets ».

— « And shows up hidden shame »,

— « The motto... and the cover ».

Their laughter has no bounds

And the road empties of their bleating.
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0 A Small Song

For yon my love I shall sing a small song,

A song about a little bird

Who lived with his fresh plumed beloved in a nest.
The soft, smooth touch of their beaks sufficed as drink

And a couple of grains from the winnowing floor sustain-
ed their life.

After the dark he used to nestle his love under his wing

But one evening a greedy hawk swooped
From the heights

To drink their blood
To tear their flesh

For a moment my little bird suffered.
Then he quivered in a spasm of death
Sorry my love, my tale has a sad ending

For I am filled with sadness.
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I The Mountain Picnic
An unknown nocturnal visitor, my love, is veiled and evil
His eyes, two daggers dipped in gall
His face, beneath the veil, an owl’s face
His hoarse voice shatters the evening
«To fate ! »... Fate is a gulf that terrorises thought

In our last meeting you promised me a mountain picnic,
my love

I want to live to breathe the mountain air

But this evil nocturnal visitor
Lifting from his mighty shoulders
A barren palm tree log

Has barred my narrow door.

My rendez-vous is fate.. Fateis a gulf that terrorizes
thought.

IV Sindbad
Late at night, my pillow is filled with papers

A scribble, like the face of a dead rat
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My forehead sweats

The smoke twists like an octopus
Sindbad has come back late at night

To moor his boat
His boon companions will meet in the morning

To listen to his tale of loss in the sea of nothingness
Sindbad :
« Do not tell your companion about the perils of the way »

«If you tell the sober one I am intoxicated, he will say :
How ?»

< Sindbad is like a tornado. He dies if he rests ».
The Boon Companions :
Lo! Sindbad. We cannot wander far away.

Here, we sleep with women

We plant the vines

We press the wine for winter
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We read the Book morning and evening
And when you come back we hasten to greet you

To listen to your tale of loss in the sea of nothingness.

V  Rebirth
At dawn, my soul is reborn, my love
I celebrate its happy birthday every morning
I am still alive, ah my joy
I am still ! speech, cursing, coughing are still
The beach is casting up shells and pearls
The clouds are still
Pouring, still. Childbirth forces women to pillows
And on the house roofs, children play
The game of bride and bridegroom

Roses are on the girl's cheeks
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And on the river-bank two dreamy lovers

God, how beautiful are the eyes of lovers
When they smile
When they swear

By the sacredness of sorrows

By the lonely nights, the tremor of longing

By the darkness of the eyes

The pledge will never be broken

Good morning, my love, shall I remind you of the mountain
picnic ?

Forever

« The castle is taken — Do not be alarmed — the king is
still »

Protected by his pawns
« Farewell »

We parted

« We will meet again tomorrow evening »
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To finish the battle on the black and white board
And after tomorrow !
We shall meet...

Forever...
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MY PEERLESS STAR

You are beaming

My star ! my peerless star

My joy, my happy life !

I step into the house

My heart bursts with love ;

A garlapd dozes in my bosom

We shall sit in the corner like two tame shivering cats

Feeling what the disgraceful days have left on my weary face,

On your cheeks
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My star, my peerless star

We are still, the world is still

Still gloomy still

And I am ascending

Knocking at the door

The strained voice answers

« If you are a friend approach »

I say «Peace be ou you»

Nothing I have in this world but the word « peace be on you ».
In that corner we sat chatting about the passing days
A restrainea joy sprouted in our hearts

A lurid joy like a dream

A short joy

But does 2 man with a broken back laugh my star ?

Let us talk ; let us feel what the disgraceful days have left
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And because the days are sick

And because in the dreary night horror is born,

Love’s words sicken.

My star, my peerless star

What can two dwarfed ones do if they meet one night
Weary

And sick ?

They blush

They have known the bitter days

The moaning of the broken soul

The blazing of the guilty flesh when it yearns for the flesh

The days of horror have scorched their bloom ; they have been
deformed

Splendour of wit has withered in their eyes
Stripped of the garb of this memorable age

They've diminished, diminished ; they've become emaciated
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Shivering dwarfs

Then they met in the shade of night

What can the powerless arouse in the heart of the powerless ?
What can the lost offer the lost ?

But a word ?

But a sitting in that corner ?

Two lovers,

Diminished, diminished

What can the powerless arouse in the heart of the powerless
but sick love ?

Fingers of an eastern wind rub the windowpanes
Our hearts kindled by something born in darkness

We clung to each other
We embraced each other
Then the flame died ; we gained nothing

QOur hands drooped ; our eyes closed
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We shed one tear

Ah wind, eastern wind

Ah glow of warmth

Go back, we shut our doors

We realized we were dwarfs

Shivering dwarfs

Your goodness we did not absorb

Goodbye my peerless star

Because the days are sick

Because horror is born in the dreary night

We shall not reap even love
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THE SHADOW AND THE CROSS

This is the time of boredom
Inhaling the water-pipe is boredom

The rubbing of a woman’s thigh between a man’s buttocks is
boredom

No depth to this suffering
It floats like oil on the surface of boredom

No taste to this remorse

People feel guilty for one second, then boredom pours down
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Washing them from head to foot, making a lake of white chast-

ity
Tn which they bury the corpses of thoughts and griefs
From its bottom
Skeletons of man arise
Man of this age and time.

« From the seas of thought I came back without thought

Thought greeted me ; but I came back without thought
From the seas of death I came back without death

Death found nothing to take. I came back without death.
I am he that lives without time

I am he that lives without dimensiorn

I am he that lives without glories
I am he that lives without a shadow, without a cross
Shadow is a thief who steals happiness

He who bears it walks to the cross at the end of the road
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His sorrow crucifies him ; his eyes are gouged out.
Ah willow trees : would thousands of your thick boughs

Sprout in the desert if I shed two tears

Would you willow trees crucify me if I think
Would wou willow trees crucify me if I remember

Would you willow trees crucify me if I carry my shadow oE my
shoulder and go away

Defeated or in triumph ? »
Man in this age is the master of life

Because he lives in boredom

He makes love in boredom

He dies in boredam

You told me
Do not stick your nose into your neighbour’s business

W S0y
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But I ask you to give me my nose

Inmymimr,myfaoeha.samaimednoae

m

Our mariner plucks his beard with frenzy
Callsthecrazedgodofvengmeetobetender,butinmin

Adjures him by his sons, his family, the house he built, the
pillow he bent upon the thigh of his wife, caused her to
give birth to Mohammad, Ahmad, Sayyed and virgin Kha-
dra whose veil neither man nor evil has uncovered

He calls upon God, the giver of blessing to protect him till he
prays

Till he tithes, till he slaughters offerings, till he builds with
his money a church, a mosque and an inn

For the wretched poor of the paupers of thise time.

Our mariner bends fingers like iron hooks on the oars and the
rudder

Our mariner fell to the bottom of the boat ; he yielded

And cried without tears, without a tongue
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Our mariner died before death when he gaid farewell to his
crew

His dear ones, time and place
His life came back to its long-necked bottle ; his limbs shrank
He stretched his body towards the meridian

Lo, our old mariner, your heart was daring ; why are you
frightened ?

He pointed with bent fingers towards the far east
Then he said :

¢ These are the mountains of salt and tin

Every boat comes, it overturns

Smashed by rocks

Ah calamity, we come close to the peril, the peril

Will never let us flee
Yea, these are the mountains of salt and tin

Ab happiness, at the borders of the peril we live
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And after thousands of nights of this blind age

Full of caution and thinking

We taste for a brief moment horror and expectation, then we
die ».

Our mariner threw the remnant of his life before we touched
the mountain

He was frightened

When our ropes fell down with his tiny body towards the bot-
tom

He was without a wound, without a scratch, without blood

He did not live to triumph

He did not live to be defeated

The mariner of this age is the master of the seas

Because he lives without shedding one drop of blood

Because he dies before he struggles against the current
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v
This is the age of the lost right
“The killed knows not his killer, and when he is killed
People’s heads lie on the corpses of animals
Animal’s heads lie on the corpses of people
Touch your head. Do it.

Touch your head. Do it.
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THREE PICTURES FROM GHAZZA

Nopajnwasthereinhiseyes,inhisvoioe

For he felt it for a year

He chewed it for a year

He breathed it for a year

In his heart he bore it for a year

But years became ages

His suffering became hatred

Nay, rather hope for tomorrow
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O, my children

Your eyes burn me

About the dawn their depths ask me
When are we going home

O children, I say

Let us wait for tomorrow

If tomorrow is lost our life will be vain

m

He owned a piece of land and olive trees

He had a vineyard, a courtyard and a house
When his boat dropped anchor in the harbour of tranquility

When he marked out his grave on the crest of the hill

The battalions of the Tartars swept along
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Drivinghimawayfromhissadland

But behind the fence of the thorns and cactus
He stood without weariness

Refusing to die before he avenges

O dream of the day of vengeance.
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EXODUS

From my town, from my ancient home, I leave

Casting off burdens of this painful existence

Under my garment I hide by secret

Bury it by the gate, and make the sky and the stars my cover.
From my town I slide away at night

I trust no guide

Even if the desert with its vague sandy hills

Deludes my eyes.

Like the Orphan I leave.

No follower I choose
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To redeem my soul. All I want is to stifle this heavy soul
No companion I leave in my bed to deceive the pursuers

For nobody pursues me but my past

I would be turned to stone if I looked back

I would be turned to stone, or I would be damned
Ah legs of remorse sink into sand

And follow me not into exile

I exhort you in the name of Hell.

Out, out, lamps of sky

Grief must not see

My black garment

And you, desert, petrify your hidden heart

Let my weary journey

Make me forget the suffering I have already cast out

Till my sick body becomes transparent
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The suffering of the journey is my salvation

And death in the desert my continual rebirth.

If I die I would live as long as I wish in the Holy-name Me-
dina

Radiant city where light dwells forever
Where the sun never sets

Ah, my holy Medina

Visionary town which drinks light
Visionary town which emits light

Are you the illusion of a futile dreamer
Or are you reality ?

Or are you reality 7
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DIARY OF THE MYSTIC BISHR AL HAFI

< Abu Nasr, Bishr Bin al-Harith was interested in the pro-
phetic tradition. Then he felt inclined to mysticism. Once he
walked in the market. People terrified him. He took off his
shoes, put them under his armpits and started running. No-
body ever reached him. This was in the year 227 H. (841
AD)>.

When we ceased to submit
Our wills to the will of God

Rain did not fall

Trees did not blossom

Fruits did not shine

When we ceased to submit.
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When we lost laughter

Our éyes were flooded with tears

When we lost the peace of reclining

On the wide bed of content

A wicked devil of hatred

Embraced me and shared my bed

His horns pressed against my arm.

When we lost the essence of certainty

The foetus was deformed in the women's wombs

The hair sprouted in the caves of the eyes
The chin was tied to forehead
A generation of devils

A generation of devils.

oy
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Be careful not to hear
Be careful not to see
Be careful not to touch

Be careful not to speak

Stop
Cling to the firm cord of silence

The well of speech is deep

But the hand is short
Through the middle finger, the index finger and the thumb

Speech slips away into the sand.
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Because you do not know the meaning of words

You fight me with words

The word is a stone

The word is death
If you lay words upon words
And produce words
The world will seem ill-formed foetus
You will wish to die
Please
Silence
Silence
v

A certain truth always tortures the heart

Even if the seas of speech have dried and no thought has ever

sailed



elorl 5 g2 720 s

s Yol L of &3y
o\ Y-\:-.a L-_,

Jx’u‘}:.b[.ﬂ}csigid,b{&,

Az (5 g 35 D0

W ain, il Un g st e it Q6
e (5 15 pml L Y

32 Yy Cr g ye 55 i ¢ Gl QG
AU 2 Joue ¢ o i iy I

sest b ¥ o 5 e ¢ it QA6

C))qu ¢ Q_’U‘xic 'C;JUQ{;

Jym ol b (gt

F &

PV PP ]



w

Even if a mariner has never spread the sails of thought
What we find we do not want

What we want we do not find

How would you feel if I invited you to my table

And offered you nothing but carrion ?

God Thou art the Supreme Being. Thou hast afflicted us with
this suffering, this pain

Because we were not beautiful in Thine eyes when Thou looked
on us.

God, Thou art the Supreme Being. This universe is inflicted.
There is no remedy

If thou treats us with justice Thou wilt hasten our death
God, Thou art the Supreme Being.

Nothing can p(;,rfect this universe

Where is death ?

Where is death ?

Shaykh Bassamud-din says
« Bishr... be patient
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Our world is more beautiful than you think
You see nothing but dark ruins

From the peak of your mystic ecstasy.

The Shaykh and I went to the market

The snake-man was trying to wrap himself round the crane-
man

Between them walked the fox man

How strong !

The throat of the crane-man was in the jawbone of the fox-
man

The dog-man moved in the market
to gouge out the eye of the fox-man

And tread on the head of the snake-man

The market quivered under the steps of the panther-man
He came to split open the belly of the dog-man
To squeeze the marrow of the fox-tnan

« My Shaykh Bassamud-din

'\O_J:JJI"iaa)
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Speak... Where is the man... the man ?»

« Be patient... he will come

One day his procession will appear », he replies.
« My good hearted Shaykh

Do you know in what days we live ?

Do you know ?

This infected day is the eighth

Of the fifth week

Of the thirteenth month

Man, the real man passed by

For centuries

But he left ; no human being has ever recognized him
He dug the shale, slept,

And made suffering his cover ».
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DIARY OF AN UNENOWN MAN

Sometimes when I wake, I do not know my name, my home,
my people.

I stagger in front of the door till

I recover my senses.

A thought strikes me

It casts anchor in my heart :

This is recurring day after day

This is recurring every day of the world’s days

Doors will throw me in front of doors
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Sweat will cover me with a veil women by the sun,

A veil of weariness and suffering.
I return to my house defeated

I do not know my name, my home, my people.

This is a worthless day

We tore it into pieces

We threw it to the hours

This is a false day

We met some casual isolated news, helped them
We created personal lies.

Lies became news running in the streets.

This is a treacherous day
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When we were asked about the lost right before evening -

We denied it

Spent our night in taverns

Paid the bribe which we got as a price for our wit.

This is a day we have sold to death

In return for such a hard false life

We felt happy, for we bargained with death

We deceived him, we haggled with him.

Ah, how good it was that we hanged this setting day

On the slope of the West

Its fragments fell down.

m

The universe is a menstruous whore
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Blood clots in her dark thighs

He who lies with her is damned

The wide roads are prisons (in the walker’s eyes)

The walls their jailers and the closeness of man to man
The days are traps

Hidden beneath the cloth of the breakfast table
Hidden beneath the leaves.
The waste tobacco boxes, the torn newspapers in the street.

A smile in the eye of the neighbour
Down with you, plague-infected.

v

Praise be to God who gave us this night

Silence is our pillow
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Darkness is a cover for our shoulders

Praise be to God who gave us solitude

In which we take refuge when the sun sets

Praise be to God who prevented us from choosing

Who determined our destiny

If we were able to choose

We would have chosen greater errors

Bitter and harder life

We would have stifled ourselves in remorse

As a price of freedom, since we are free

Ay, you who smiles, who asks me to smile
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Tell me what shall I do
1 beseach you
Shall I plunge my eyes into the moon

Shall I eat the bitter grass and the leaves

Shall I open my door to the ghosts, invite them, eat with
them

Introduce them to the stretched board around my table

Shall I deliver them a speech : my beloveds, my brothers,

Shall I cry when the night falls, doze while tears wet my tem-
ples

Or shall I laugh alone in front of my mirror

If.youarewisetellmehowcanlbecomemad?

To feel the pulse of this world of insanity

And then, only then, I will never ask for reason.
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I surrendered, surrendered.

My smiles were lost ;

My philosophy was useless.

1 surrendered.

Broke my banners

My knowledge failed to help me

I surrendered.

Brave enough I was to strip the false garb of vanity from my
soul ;

Brave enough to stagger naked to and fro

Bending my leg. I beseech you to leave me alone



--------------
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Isn't it enough that I have surrendered ?

How wretched is your sinister world !



0 W P R

55087 o 533k & AN

AN G el G 5 p3l
LG el o
A3 Ol dosr pplas
-(JJE:-‘._ O ¢ g ¢ Ok
A

> e o5l O e
P8 O yesas

e ofF B 252

At



Ao

PEOPLE IN MY HOMELAND
The people of my homeland are cruel as vultures.
Their singing is the shiver of winter in the tops of the trees ;
Their laughter is a sizzling flame in the dry firewood ;
Theirstepswanttosiukintheearth;
They kill ; they steal ; they drink ; they vomit,
But they are men,
Good-hearted when they have a handful of money,

And they acknowledge fate.

Uncle Mustafa sits at the gate of my village.
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He likes the Mustafa.

Between the sunset and evening star he spends an hour

Around him men are silent
He tells them a tale... alife experience,

A tale that arouses anxiety in the souls,
A tale that makes them sob,

Bow

And stare

At the chasm of deep horror, the empty space and the si-
lence.

« What is the aim of man’s toil ; what is the goal of life 7 »
O God !

The sun is thy clear face ; the new moon the parting of thy
hair,

And these unshakable mountains thy steady throne.
O God, Thy will is powerful
Mr. X built castles

Forty rooms were filled with shining gold,
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But one feeble echoing night the angel of death came
Holding a little book in his hand

The first name is X's name

He stretched his wand,

And with the secret of the two letters < be », the word « was ».

The soul of Mr. X was rolled into Hell

<0 God...

How cruel, how dreary Thou art ».

Yesterday I came to my village again. Uncle Mustafa was
dead

And buried in the earth.

He did not build castles. His cottage was made of clay.
Only those who had old linen dress like himself
Walked behind his shabby coffin

Neither the name of God, nor the name of the angel of death,
nor the letter ¢« was » did they ever mention ;

It was a year of famine.
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At the grave, my friend Khalil,
The grandson of uncle Mustafa, stood up,
And when he stretched his sturdy forearm towards the sky

A scornful glance flashed from his eyes.

It was a year of famine.
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PEACE
He is still coughing ; life dying in his eyes
A silent melancholy finds an expression on his handsome face
A pale smile reflects his love

For you, for me, for those who have pushed him aside in the
crowd

« Peace be upon you », he salutes

His face becomes clear ; a cloud dozes between his eyelids,
A white, pale cloud from which two dark stars shine forth.
His lungs expand in a broken glassy chest ;

His exhausted breath puffs fearing to acknowledge defeat :
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« T am defeated ; I gained nothing but the wall.
Light, happy people, houses are around »,
But, « Peace be upon you », he salutes.

Like an angel he is passing without a sound, without casting
a shadow

His ribs, his legs curl up in the corner there
To sleep

After he salutes.

We were a wretched gang.
Like gods we suffered,

Because of what knowledge, what thought, smoke and a de-
tested time.

Our conversation dragged on... The evening passed in obstin-
ate dispute... Qur conversation dragged on ;

The face of night became wet with dew ;
Boredom crept into our souls, sleep into the eyes ;

Our feet stimbled, seeking the way to the houses.
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Still, there is a man dying under the shadow of the wall
Still, he is coughing.

Life dries up in his eyes,

And 2 heap of books, a heap of thoughts

Still bar the way

The way of Peace...

WV~ Jadht Uy
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FOR THINE IS THE KINGDOM

Before we met

That remote happy evening, my dear,

I had known life and its calamities

Had known the rattle of the iron-chain,

Had known them all.

How many times, my love, I was hungry,

And thirsty

How many times, blood wrinkled my cheeks,

’

Winter-nights stung them.
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1 fought against evil

But I had never known defeat.
Perhaps you wonder

Perhaps you ask

« Why then, my friend, does a spring of love and happiness
ghine in your eyes 7>

Although it is long, my tale is not tedious

I shall tell you the tale from the beginning
To the end.

For my distant youth

For its games

For its gay lovely hours

I am yearning.

For my companions

For my brothers,

Comrades who used to sleep at the outdoor
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Stone bench at moon

Dreaming of a lofty palace

Of an iron-gate

Of a houri beside the bed

Of a table with a thousand dishes
Chicken, duck, and an abundance of bread.

My yearning is strange

For my devout good mother,

Warning me of the punishment of doomsday,
Of Hell

And what is prepared for the ungrateful,
The thieves and the gamblers :

For my mother

Invoking the name of the prophet

If 1 stumble
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If the summer makes my eyes sore

If a bee hums round my head,

My yearning is strange.

At nightfall T used to sleep on her lap,

Dream of human beings

And the cruelty of fate

Dream of death when he destroys life,

Of Sinbad, the tempest

And the demon in his haunted palace

I scream

But my mother invokes the name of the Prophet.
My distant youth !

How I shiver when an echo of its bitter, cruel calamities
touches my heart.

That man ! !

My brother, the son of my mother,
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Hid steps were vigorous

Pride sparkled in his eyes

But one night he returned from the field

There was a deep frown on his face.

He died!

And in one of the road’s holes

We donated him to the earth in the name of the Prophet.
Men, strong men, came

And on his grave, they hammered down the iron

The iron of the road.

O dear, a thought came into my mind that deep night
Would the iron-cross be hammered

On his head

When he was strong ? When his veins throbbed with life ?
When his sweat diffused ?

Had not the earth devoured him would the iron be hammered
on his head...?
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His death awakened me

O love, I realized
How great we are on this earth, not below

Like this man...

The happy night,

And your shadow let me celebrate life,
I remember my youth

When I had known the outburst of the strong
When my life became a flame

When the earth said to me :

« Thine is the Kingdom »

The shades die, but the blaze lives

Thine is the Kingdom

Thine is the Kingdom

Thine is the Kingdom
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What a cry, no prophet ever uttered,
Nor a magician with a savage cymbal ;
Here in the blood it is flowing

Here in the arms it is throbbing.

O my dear, I have known the pen
Known it well

And to my selected brothers

I wrote some poems

To let them know

The anthem of creation

Thine is the Kingdom

At nightfall I come back to my room
A strange dazzling thing jostles within my soul
1 look to the sky

And from its golden shining gate
The night glimmers with falling stars
Peace lightens their cheeks...

And bells jingle with joy.

I rejoice, my love

Rejoice in Life

Rejoice in Earth

In the Kingdom

Rejoice in the cry

Thine is the Kingdom.

AR A}
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MELODY

From her balcony she flung out a chord of melody

A harsh hypnotic tune

A tune like fire

It uproots my peace

And in my soul it sprouts sad shoots

Ah woman, there is a deep sea between us,

A dreadful deep sea of failure

I am not a pirate. I have never travelled by sea.

Seven deserts extend between us
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I have never left my village since I was a boy.
I have chained my feet since boyhood.

On silky beds you are reclining in the castle

By the mirrors, pearls, perfume

By dreaming of the blonde knight in the dark hours

You chase boredom away

« Shine on me »

« My lord ?»

« My desires flung me here »

« Ah, do not swear by the face of the moon on my love

The moon is a deceiver who puts on a new face every night ».
Wonan ! I am not a prince

No, nor the merry clown in the prince’s palace

1 will show you miracles in daylight

I do not have enough to sustain me
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Sugar and apples are on your cheeks.

Make delight and laughter for the wretched one
Raise your voice in song

And if a single lamp is born in darkness
Remember that

Its oil is the light of my eyes,

The light of my friend’s

They are good friends

Perhaps they also do not have

What fills their mouths

Like a breeze they pass away quickly

Like the young doves they are gentle

But on their shoulders Lies a rare heavy burden

That a single lamp might be born in darkness.
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THE CHILD

Do say... did he die ?

Do feel his pulse ; do feel his cheeks...
This glitter

A gleam of it, is still floating on his eyes
These thin fingers

These long braids

His panting breath is like the last tune

Of a player overcome by sleep late at night

That noble forchead

Is white. Foam twinkles upon its waves.
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Do say... Did he die ?

Did I become alone ?

You ask me : what time is it ? Did the evening linger ?
— Are you going ?

— Why prolong his pain till the morning ?

Morning will never give him life again.
What use is morning ?

The beam glittered in his long lashed eye for the last time
Then it burnt

I saw grave-dust on his cheeks

God ! on his chest, on his arms

The overcome player slept, and a last tune

Died in the deep silence.

You ask : did he die ?... I will mourn him,

We shall mourn his together.

You were sullen, your eyelid did not waver,
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You got up, then opened the door, stumbling around to find
the stairs

In your eyes was a glow. You stopped, then came back
To touch him

Close his eyes or stare at him.

Do not touch him !

This boy, the son of the wounded years without joy

Is my joy

Do not touch him

1 put him in my bosom ; he slept

T laid him on my broken heart

1 watered his grave with my blood

1 made my ribs the walls
I lit candles with my eye-lashes

To let my thirty years visit him once.

WY
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PROLOGUE
Forgive me my friends,
The trees are fruitless this year.
I had to offer you the humblest entertainment.
It is not lack of generosity : my cellars are empty
And my wheat-fields are barren...
Forgive me my friends,
The light is faint and scarce.
The only candle I found in my pocket
I lit for you
But it is old. Its shine is the shine of tears
Forgive me my friends,
My heart is sad

From where shall I bring you happy words ?



s G L s el

Sy gal 1 A Ua B2
det O 6ot k2 Ol

Sy Sogal 1l Vs 2

e OB ¢ dte sl OB

A o8 cae U oslel 0
A 3 .‘" Sl

Jbol (Wl La e st

by

Co A i o o ol

AN



YV

A SONG FOR WINTER

1 shall die alone. This winter tells me,

One winter like this, one winter.

1 shall die alone. This evening tells me,

One evening like this, one evening.

My past years have gone up in smoke

And I am naked in the open air.

Frost creeps in my soul

This winter tells me...

My heart is dead since autumn...
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He withered with the first leaf

He fell with the first rain drop

Each cold night increases his remoteness inside the stone.
If summer comes to awaken him

He will never stretch his arms

His full arms of roses through the snow.

I am sick. This winter tells me

My breath is like thorns

An adventure awaits me with each step.

Perhaps 1 shall die before taking a step

In the centre of the falling city

1 shall die, nobody knows me

I shall die, nobody mourns me

In the nightly gatherings with my boon companions.
It might be said

1WA - g B U
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His chair was here, but he scurried away
As others scurring away

May God have mercy upon him !

What I thought my remedy was poison

This winter tells me.

And when poetry shook me I fell
How long I have been wounded
I do not know

But ever since my head is bleeding

My sin is Poetry. For the sake of Poetry I destroyed what 1
had built.

For Her sake I rebelled,

For Her sake I was crucified.

And when I was hanged
Coldness, darkness and thunder
Frightened me

1w



A a- 236 oy

IS L RO JC P8

el gt SO T (N e sles i
oAb 53y Gl 551 e 552 0T Y
.. B

o A e G sl 5500
s ghi S e

St d Jsn ol glp o

die sz Ol3

LS-\>JCJ)~T

‘5.)»_,&)..‘\'41:.»\:;&\:

WY



WY

When I called Her, She did not answer

I realized I lost what I lost.

To live during winter
We should store some warmth

From the heat of summer, from its memories
Thig winter tells me, this winter

But like a fool, I scattered, all my yields, all my grain, all my
seeds

In the beginning of autumn.
I was punished

Winter had to say to me

1 shall die alone

One winter like this

One winter

1 shall die alone.
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A SONG TO GOD

Let morsels of our flesh scatter on the wing of this strange
life.

Let us be lost in the deserts and the steppes.

Let us acknowledge defeat twice a day

Once when we meet the light

Again when the sun sets.

We wished to see more than our pupils see
We wished to extend our sky of desires

With a maimed fingerless hand.

Ah, solitude of locked-doors

MWe
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If you only grant me serenity
If T only sit under your long winding shades
Weaving the threads of fear and boredom
For the whole day,
Hanging into it the world which I left behind my wall,
Then I sink into sleep
No dream plunges away.
a
When desires wither into wishes
Because they are in the distant sky
Then wishes become illusions
Separated in clouds
Because they are twisted with fog
Dwelling in the peaks
Then illusion becomes a dream,

YV
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It dies. At the soul’s door it knocks only at nightfall
As if it were the ghost of a dead friend

Then dream becomes a heavy burden, a dark despair.
Our eyes are
Heavy

If they could see

Tke blind could see.

But what can the blind see ?

Our feet are

Heavy

If they could move

They would falter and stumble

We stagger like clowns, we fall

Ah God, ah Almighty God, we cry

Is it not enough that we are dead-without shrouds ?

\va
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ARA!

Why must you humiliate us ?
oI
My sortow is heavy and grave tonight
As if it is the grief of the fettered in Hell

My sorrow has strange parents
It is created in a sudden moment
No womb bears it

I see it suddenly stretching amidst my laughter

With perfect features and a bealthy look
As if from under the heap

It wakes after long, long sleep.
v

Sorrow I know when he fills the air like smoke

When it arouses yearning. Shall we see our friends, the tra-
vellers

Our dear emigrants,
And from the life long journey
Will our passing day return ?

Sorrow I know when it coils like a snake
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When it squeezes the heart, when it strangles it
And after a second releases it.
Sorrow I know when it flows like a stream of fire

From which we fill our cup while walking in the gardens of
remerberance

Then our gloomy night passes by
Daylight resurrects
The roots of our barren joy
But this sorrow seems strange, deformed, beastly and vague
Asgk him God to leave our homes
Because I want to live in daylight.
v
Ah Almighty God, my torturer
Thou who weaveth dreams in the eyes

Thou who soweth certainty and doubts

Thou who causeth suffering, joy and grief

1e¥
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Thou didst choose for me
How much didst Thou hurt me
Am I not saved yet ?

Or hast Thou forgotten me ?

Woe unto me, Thou hast forgotten me

Forgotten me

Forgotten me
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A SONG FROM VIENNA

She was in my bed.

Like a scarf, morning was pouring down

From her head to her hips.

A drop of autumn’s rain

Rested in her eyelid’s shade

A fleeet breath sobbed in her nipple.

I stood by her, touching her, watching her, feeling her
My pulse was a pagan’s pulse

My soul was a mystic's soul. I had no flesh.

gV
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Véa

« Ah soul », I said, « thirsty you were when (God watered your
ile, .

Hungry when God gave you strength,

Lost when God lightened your path ».

« Ah, her white body, speak : are you a voice ?
Together we talked last night.

Are you a bright greenness ?

How many times I wandered about in your gardens

Happy and content

Speak : are you a wine ?

Foam and bubbles I drank from your marbled brims
Ah, her white body, twin of angel’s thoughts

God bless you

Shall I thank Him that one night

He put my eyelids on you ».

When the sun in the crossroads
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AL

Stretched its beautiful arms,

Its dreadful arms

When the pointed fingers of the city

Knocked at our windowpanes as if pushing us away

Go, where shall we go 7

Our hands were clasped

Our fingers embraced

In a greedy moist kiss our lips met

Then parted

Our steps drew apart.

Descending the old stairs.

We were sullen

When we mixed with the crowd

Which was hastening towards bread
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And death

Where the road began her arm slipped away

In the middle, it parted. Pulling his child in a hurry, a man
separated us

At the end of the road I wished I could see the colour of her
eyes

But I could not
And when we almost reached the square, she softly sighed.

Was she asking : « Who are you 7 »



(ot Lt @Dl <

ot gaaS LS sl S
LWy cas)l et
Ce o U¥y, iy
ooy 5o Libwl ¢
st bmeh Wz} oo
FYRREAT RN CupYy I 7

by g ¢ A e @ et Gy

Oy Lty ¢ b2 § @2y

,_-,:;?,,,JL_:J,U\-;U

Vot



DREAMS OF THE OLD KNIGHT

I we were two boughs of a tree

The sun would nourish our veins
The dawn would water us with dew
A blooming greenness would dye our leaves

When we grow up and embrace each other.

In spring we would wear colourful garments

In gutumn we would take them off,

Bathe nude in winter. Tenderness would warm us.

If we were two waves

\oo
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Pure of sands and seashells

Crowned with foam and light
Driven in the current

From birth to grave
In a droning dancing step
If a transparent cloud should drink us,

And melt under the tender lovely mouth of the sun
Then again we become two twin waves

Driven by the current

In an eternal round

From the seas to the sky

From the sky to the seas

If we were two close stars
From the same horizon we shall rise

On one cloud we shall sleep
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And only to the lovers, only to the travellers

To the land of love,

Only to the sleepless who do not break their pledges
We shall lighten the way.

And when the stars set

‘We shall set

And our deep love shall be quenched

Then God brings us together again as two pearls in His gar-
dens

Among innumerable pebbles.
An angel might see us while passing by

And bow. Our purity might attract his gaze
He shall take us and shine us with his wings

How lustrous these pearls are, he will think

And will set us in his pure temple.

If we were two tender wings of a seagull
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A seagull that never leaves the strait

That hovers on the sails,
Announcing the arrival of the sailor

Arousing yearning for friends and home.

The breeze nourishes him

And the vapour of the clouds is enough for his drink
And when the night falls he folds us together... together
Then sleeps on the sail of an ancient vessel

Pleasing the crew whose absence from home has wearied
them

While they releive his fear and anxiety
By singing and reciting poems

By blowing tunes on the wind’s flute

If we were
If we were

If we were, Ah how cruel is it to say «If »
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My sweet, if we start our conversation with a wish
But we...

Ah, how cruel to say « but »

The tangled twisted letters betray

Thai we deny what the days have left in our souls
We wish to throw the memory off

We wish to forget

We wish to bring it back to the womb of life

But my sweet, I am benumbed
Cast away on the way side of the world -

A world sweltering in delirium and garbage

A world which is void of beauty
A world that gave me nothing but darkness and melancholy

When I fell upon its surface in the prime of my youth

Once my sweet
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I was a gallant warrior
Before strange feet spurned my heart
Before the sun and the frost lashed my pride

I lived in an eternal spring

Ah what a spring

I used to cry

And whenever I pitied

The wretched poor

1 wished I could feed them from my ailing heart

And whenever I saw the puzzled,

And the wanderers in darkness

The lost

I wished their suffering could consume me
I wished I could shine.
And whenever I laughed, my laughter was pure

\le
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As if T were a brook

Whose bright face reflected the shadow of stars
But what happened to the brave warrior ?

His heart was startled, and fled away without reins

The wings of his dreams were broken.

Who guides me to the path of the innocent tear ?
Who shows me the path of the innocent laughter ?
Peace be with you

Peace be with you

1 would give you the knowledge and the skill which the world
has given me

For a single day of innocence

No, no one but you and only you who can bring me back to
the ancient chivalry

Without a price

Without wavering between the profit and the loss.

Pure, my love, I sée you pure, as if you grew beyond time
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And when we met I realized that
We would part

And I would stand still without a place

If your tender love did not bring me back to purity :
To know love like two boughs of a tree

Like two close stars

Like two twin waves

Like two tender wings of a seagull

Then we will never part

One way embraces us both

One way.
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DIARY OF KING AJIB BIN AL HASEEB *

1
I did not become a king by the edge of the sword.

I inherited my kingdom from my grandfather the twenty se-
venth (if adultery did not

Penetrate into our roots)
But I look like him in a portrait painted by his artist

(His artist... was the lover of the queen).

i |

My father’s palace was in the dragon’s wood

Always crowded with hypocrites, fighters and tutors
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Among them, Georgias, my honest tutor.

He was a Christian fairy.

o

< Is the river’s water the river itself ?»

« Socrates... was he right when he drank the cup of death
and refused to flee 7»

<« Does the dead hear his people’s prayers when buried in the
grave 7»

« Woman is a trap. Beware and remember my warning
When you come to her
Do not trust her

Even if she makes her breasts of her things your bed »

v

In spite of my tutor’s advice, I bave known women,

My father’s slave girls
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They used to come to me at nightfall,
Play with me, sleep with me

And reveal the secrets which my father had confided to
them,

When the fire flickers in his loins, then stops

When he pulls his gown, still thirsty, still,

Or when his doctors seek to find him remedy

When his desire becomes wet

And he thanks God.

But one night despite the marvellous skill of his doctors
My father died while tears were flowing on his cheeks,

And a piece of a girl’s silken garment lying on his hand.

v
« The Conqueror King died... »

Our city’s trumplets blew in grief

« The virtuous King died... »
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The poets stood in lines in front of the door
Thousands of verses rolled down

Lamenting the pious King even in his death
Glorifying the name of his successor, the Just King
And varying in tones

« A confused voice »

Our joy obliterates the previous mourning

« A happy voice »

No sooner had the sad frowned than he smiled
« A fresh voice »

A radiant bright crescent thou art

« A distressed voice »

A full moon shining in the sky thy father wert
« Angry voice »

Like the kon thou art ; thy power is his power

WY — St § Ay
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« A voice moisted with tears »

The dead king today was the greatest lion
« A voice full of joy»

The blessed raining clouds thou art

« A voice full of grief »

Thy father, the moon, overwhelmed us with his bounty

« A gay voice till it reachm the rhyme »

God bless thee, thou who descefnded from a brave, noble

And generous ancestors

God bless those who grew up... ete.

(Ah how tedious is this rhyme

The poet will never shut up till he eliminates this ryme)
vi

If I cry whatever I think,

You may say ‘he is mad’
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« The mad king ! »
But I am looking for certainty.

A crown and a sceptre I am in the morning-meeting

Frowning eyes and two smiles

One smile followed by two frowns

However, each case has its own time

But in my bed T am a man, a man.

Ah, how frightful is the evening when it lingers

Ah, how frightful are my confused thoughts

In every corner I am looking for you my veiled love,

Ah handful of lost serenity

Are you hidden in woman body ?
I squeeze it, it shivers

But when satishied, it withdraws and never replies my ans-
wers

After an hour it becomes thirsty again. As if all what is
quenched

1A}
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Has been a mirage or a foam.

My veiled love, speak. Are you hidden in the bottom of the
cup, in hashish or in opium ?

As the fool poet says

«Had it not been for the piece of O »

(He means opium)

« I would have been disguted and miserable ».

I mixed cups with cups

Green with black, with red

I smelled a mixture of spices ; I dived into the seas

When I saw with my own eyes a bird with a monkey’s head

Wishing to say a word he brayed
He had a donkey’s tail

I laughed till my ribs crushed
Then I fell asleep.

I dreamt I was driving a carriage

\AY
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Pulled by six foals

Crossing the valleys and the deserts

But suddenly the horses became cats

Going backward. Their faces, their eyes were casting sparks.
Then the eyes became stars

This star... this polar star

The white polar bear

My cats became bears

The polar bear is advancing to eat me

To hang me between his jaws

Ah, T think I am hanged between the jaws of the white bear
[ am dangling from the teeth of the white bear

f.0... servants of the palace, guards, soldiers
YLo... officers... leaders... Help, Help

This is a royal decree !

Spread the net round the globe

For your dangling king to fall in.
Beside his bed the dangling king fell.

VAo — gl 3 Ay
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