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Introduction:

Is It Possible to translate Poetry

As a matter of princile, here we do not need to review all the general
controversial problematic issues raised by translating a text from a
language into another, simply because they have become axiomatic. So, as
I find myself here mainly concerned with applied-translation, 1 will
concentrate on the issue of the semantic loss which happens to the text
during the processes of decoding the suorce language (henceforth refered
to as SL) text’s content, analysing its concepts within a presumed unbiased
mental medium, and at last encoding the that SL content into a target
language (henceforth refered to as TL) text, but not to forget the degree of
semantic losses, heavy or light, in application, and their weighty influence
on the audience or readers, in particular when translating poetry.

It is believed that when translating literature the semantic loss might
happen because of many different factors among them are the folloing:

1- Factors inside the language whether SL or TL,

2- Factors outside the language, such as the translator’s prerequisites
or qualification, 1i.e, his culture, besides the culture specific
matters in both languages involved in translation, etc,

3- Factors have to do with the translated literary genre and its
verbbutim and artistic features’ assocaitons.

But here, we are specifically concerned with the semantic and poetic
artistic losses which happen when translating poetry, for it is presumed
that among the literary genres poetry, and because of its precise artistic
poetic nature, is mostly open to the greatest semantic loss. Hence, it would
be justified to accept the opinion which claims that “...tramslating poetry
is the mother of the literary translation problems...”, and the expersion
“... the mother of......... ” may refer here, or as amatter of opnion means
that translating poetry is full of traps. Doubtlessly, happens because
poetry, among the literary genres, is the one which has the most inflexibl-
rules and specifics, and not to mention that such inflexible rules and
specifics are different from a language to another. For instance, the novel,
whether in its artistic generalities or specifics, is not found different but
slightly from a language to another, or from a culture to another, which in
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comparison with poetry may pose very few problems in front of the
translator or the reader. This can be true also to the drama and the short
story. Therefore, it seems that poetry is the wunique genre which has
common across-cultural generalities, but it differs sharply in rigours, and
not to mention the differences in specifics which has the translator to deal
with carefully with in respect of the general concepts of translation.

Let us take, for instance, the poetry metric-system. It is true that it is a
general principle in the poetry of all nations with different languages, but
when one comes to discuss the specific details of each language’s meteric
system, not even a single metre in the English metric-system could be
found identical with any metre of the Arabic metric-system. And this
could be true when speaking about the Arabic-German, or Arabic-
Japanese, or English-Chinese metric-systems. This could be true even if
the SL and the TL are from the same language-family such as English and
German which are both from the Germanic-Hindo-European family, or
Franch and Italian which are from the Romance-Hindo-European family.
Then, what one has to do with the metric-systems of two languages like
English and Arabic which, in languae family, are not relatives to each
other, for English is a Germanic-Hindo-European’s source one, while
Arabic is of a Semitic source one? This is about the problematic
differences in the metric-systems, and let alone the detailed dissimilarites
in the other principles of poetry such as rhyme, rhythm, poetic figrutive
essential elements, etc.

Furthermore, in addition to the up-mentioned facts about the diffrences in
the art of of poetry rules among different languages, one must take into
account the following important factors when translating poetry:

1- Differences in the special musical and resonance of words in both
the SL and the TL and their relation to the musical scale of the
culture of both languages,

2- Culture-specific aspects in both the SL and the TL, in respect of
the accepted or not and allowed or not in the SL text when
reflected, in the course of translation, in the TL text; for what is
accepted in one language culture, but might probably be
unaccepted in the other, especially in respect of the historical,
social, cultural and religious symbols and traditions,



3- The psychology of both, the writer of the SL text and the
translator of the TL text, in respect of their imaginative merits,

4- The structure of both, SL and TL texts and the differences
between them 1in respect of their grammatical and syntactical
rules, and not to mention the poetic expressions’s associations
which need special handling,

5- Preference of both, the SL poet and the TL translator, in respect of
their stylistic choices,

6- The connotations of the poetic-figuratives in both the SL and TL,
in respect of the creation of sound, sensuous, structural and
rhetorical affects,

7- The relationship between both the SL and TL, in respect of their
language family affiliation if they are relative or not, which may
pose additional problematic issues, especially when they are not
from the same language-family, as in our case here in this book,
for TL 1s of a Germanic-Hindo-European affiliation whereas
Arabic is of a different family, with a Samitic affiliation, which
may raise a question about the easthetic and significant feasibility
of poetry translation, and

8- The many other unexpected problems which may the translator
face the; appearing suddenly and un expectedly in the course of
translation and make him/her obliged to find artistic strategies for
treatment.

Certainly and as a matter of principle, the complications that stamped
translating poetry are not of today, or even the near past, because they
might historically go far in the past in the culture of many world
languages. In theory, we could find in the Arabic critical classics, before
twelve centuries, that Abu ‘Omran Ajahith had argued for the
impossibility of poetry translation, and let alone the voices we could hear
in present. Imperato Echo, for instance, pronounced poetry translation as
the art of failure. meanwhile Robert Frost said: “... in translation poetry is
lost..” And not to forget Plato’s poets dismissal from his Republic, whose
argument against poetry ecceptance in general had implicitly blown
originally the chances of translating poetry, because of their illogical
dispositions as he believed. But, thence after Plato’s intolerant argument
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against the poets’ and poetry had come the Poetics, Aristotle’s unique
work, which in Aristotle contradictd implicitly the opinions of Plato, his
teacher; defeneding the poetry stand in the Greek Literature;
philosophizing the logic of poetry, which thenceforth made poetry open to
different rich opinions, about the feasibility of poetry writing and reading.
Meanwhile such unique stance has opened the way to a variety of rich
discussions, pros and cons, about poetry translation.

Hence, the important question would be: When we incline to translate
poetry for different reasons, what opportunities we would be afforded to
make sense of submitting poetry to the logic of translation?

Furthermore, to answer the aforesaid question, and as a translator of
poetry, since early attempts in translation by tallents half a century ago, I
did not use to, and still I am not used to be of awareness, but very little, of
the theories and opinions said in issuses of translation, and because I am
hopefuly believe in the feasibility of poetry translation for reason to be
mentioned later, and from the experience gained from poetry applied-
translation, and for I am labelled now as an advisor-translator by the Iraqi
Translator’s Assocation (a member of the International Translators Union),
and though I am not a poet, I feel myself capable of formulating a pet
theory of mine, with three suggested approaches to translate poetry:

1- Trnasforming the SL text into a free, or blank, or a prose
verse into the TL:
This mostly happens when the translator aims at realizing some
artistic poetic features cohere to the artistic qualities of poetry, in
order to provide the readers with an impression that they are
reading poetry translated from another language. This happens, in
particular, when the translator is armed with skills of utilizing best
his abilities to create, in the TL text, a sort of free or blank verse
with good sensible musical qualities in the text, and doing his best
to maintain the SL text images as well, by manipulating the TL
elements. But, this could only be achieved when the translator has
got a very good command of both languages, the SL and the TL;
leaving no stone unturned to achieve his goal of creating a semi-
poem in the TL.
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However, even if we pass over T. S. Eliot denial the existence of any
kind of free or blank verse except good poetry and bad poetry, the
readers would in this point be open to a sort of trickery; letting them
believe that they are reading poetry translated from another
language, whereas in reality they are reading a free or blank verse
written in a language other the SL text’s, but its theme is built in
accordance with the theme of the the SL text. Thus, the loss would
not be only semantic, but also artistic.
2- Transformation of the rythmic-metric text of the SL into a
rythmic-metric text in the TL:
This could only happen when the translator is actually a poet,
mainly in his own language; a factor which may tempt him/her to
attempt translating every single rythemic-metric line of the SL
text into a rhythmic-metric line in the TL text, thought to be equal
in every feature to that of the SL. An attempt like this, in my
opinion, is exactly like the transformation of a very light,
beautiful and a attractive sport-car into a cracked motorcycle.
Why? Simply, because the so-called identification or similarity, or
correspondence, or parallelism would not be realized, neither in
content nor in form. Hence, no relationship could be found
between the SL text and the TL text but the slightest one is that
the TL text might appear as a mere shadow of the SL text whether
in art or in meaning, because the poetry-text of each of the two
languages, as it is said before, has its own particularities whether
in form or in the sense of meaning it sends, and not to mention the
culture-specific symbols of each of them both. But, doubtless the
only parts which may seem similar in both texts is the title of the
poem and the poet’s name.
Here in this approach, the loss would, no doubt, be great, whether in
meaning or in form, because it is impossible, for the translator, to
realize the moment of creation of the SL text, experienced by the
poet when created the poem, and not also to mention that the readers
would be once more the victums of a sort of trickery, because they
truly seem reading a poem in the TL, under the name of the poet who
created the SL text, but such a poem in reality has nothing to do with
the SL text, but a shadowy reflection of the theme and images of the
SL text.
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3-

Meaning-based Translation of Poetry:

First of all, the poetic TL text form resulting from such approach
of translation would be written either in a free verse, or blank
verse, or prose verse form, because it is naturally done regardless
of the influence of all the indispensable artistic qualities of the SL
text such as figuratives, rhym and rhythm, etc; paying attention
only to the first face impressive connotations of the SL text’s
words, expressions and lines, received by the translator. Hence,
obviously, the concern of such translation would concentrate
mainly on reporting the message which the SL text is concerned
with, not anything else. And if happens that the new TL text
elicits some of the original SL poetic text’s essential artistic
features, it would no doubt happens haphazardly. Naturally, the
readers who may receive such a TL text would be once more
victims of a sort of trickery, by making them believe that they are
reading poetry translated from another languge, whereas they are
reading a semi-theme of the SL text written mostly in prose in TL
text.

No doubt, the SL text in this case would be a victim of loss; the great
part of it would be in form, while very little in meaning.

And now, one may controversially ask: “Then, why is this unyielding
insistence on translating poetry from a language to another?”

In theory, the answer of such a question could be feasible in two
dimensions:

1-

A general dimention of translating poetry justified by cultural
needs, since literature in particular poetry is part of any foreign
language we study, and literature including poetry is considered
as a very important and meaningful source of feedback to
language when studying languages in general.

A soecific dimension related to the translator’s own dispositions
(if cognizant), who first of all takes translation as sort of cultural
amusment, which is never be void of a coginatve end as long as
poetry, whether in surface or in deep structure, is a sort of indirect
coded message of the speaker to an addressed reader. So, no
tempting is stronger and amusing to a translator or any language
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reasrcher, than traying to decode the ideas from a certain
language, transforming (trans-coding if linguistically acceptd) in
a very highly neutral cognative mental process, in oder to encode
it into another language, and poetry is thought to be, among
literature genres, the most encoding one. Here, plainly speaking
about the feasibility of translating poetry, it 1s very significant to
remind the readers in general and the linguistic reasecher in
particular about the experience of Edward Fitzgeral translating
Umar Al-Kheiyam’s Quatrains from Persian into English, which
did not draw the attention of the English critics or readers towards
investigating about any similarity or correspondence between the
the Persian SL text and the English TL text as the attention paid to
a text written in English, or rather their attention had gone directly
to that sweet, beautiful and overwhelming verses created by
Fitzgeral the translator.

Difficulties in translating Al-Sayyab’s Poetry

A very importan question may be posed: Why Al-Sayyab not any other
Iraqi poet? The answer could be: Simply because Al-Sayyab, among all
the poets of all the Iraqi literary ages, by his creativity, genious and
modernizing stances of the Iraqi modern poetry has gained a literary
standing, which made him come third in rank after Al-Mutanabi and Al-
Jawahri in the Arabic literary criticism community.

Hence, building on the afore-mentioned feasibility of translating poetry
from a language into another for cultural, academic reaserh and
amusement purposes, | took the risky mission of translating Al-Sayyab’s
poetry. But, translating Al-Sayyab’s poetry was not effortlessly
manageable. Why? Simply, because Al-Sayyab’s poetry is recognized by
its complexity in verse writing, which makes the translator’s task harder
than imagined, and pushes him to find a variety of strategies to solve the
problems he faces.

For instance, among the difficulties, the interpenetration between the
voices inside the poem comes first. Certainly, such alterations in voices
may make the separation of these voices a very hard task. This is
especially noticed in his great narrative poems The Blind Prostitute and
The Graves Digger. Furtheremore, what comes second to make the
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situation more complicated is almost the absence, but in few cases, of the
punctuation marks. So, it is for this reason I allowed myself to punctuate
the TL text, in order to make it ease for reading. That is because the
punctuation marks have an important semantic function in the writing of
English poetry. A third difficulty is the indistinct addressing of the female,
which confuses the translator and pushes him to wonder, if the poet is
addressing an image of a woman directly, or his village figuratively by an
image of a woman, or any other object related to gender symbolism. This
can be easily noticed in the introductory stanza of his famous poem An
Ode to Rain.

Finally, building on the context of both, the aforementioned justified
feasibility of translating poetry and the terms of transltion up-mentioned in
the third suggestion of mine (3- Meaning-based Approch of
Translation), it is hoped that this book would be of much help to the
lingusitc researchers who work in the field of what is technically calld
‘Discurce Analysis’ and ‘Content Analysis’. It may also be of great help to
those who work in particular on the ‘dppraisal Theory’, which is
concerned itself with the subjective presence of writers/readers in texts
according to their standings towards the content they present and the
people with whom they communicate, especially those researchers who
are engaged to a part of the ‘Appraisal Theory’ called ‘Attitude’ (resourses
for construing emotional responses; on the qualities of objects and
phenomena, semiotic or natural). So, in order to keep each poetic line
independent in meaning, it is for this reason, in the layout of the TL texts I
intended to put a complete English poetic line against a full Arabic poetic
line of Al-Sayyab’s poetry; without making any kind of word or phrase
shifting beteen the lines, in order not to shift the reader or researcher’s
attention to unnessary distraction.
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The English TL Texts

Note: The order of the writing and publication of Al-Sayyabs’s poems
translated here is almost identical to the order adopted from the

following source:

-Badr Shakir AlSayyab Collections, Vol. I-11 (1972) Daar Al'awdah. Beirut
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1%: from . . Early Poems Collection

1- From.. A Light

- A phantom of the beloved has just passed eager to meet the unjustly tortured,
- Introverted by fire, to be smoke that fill the night with darkness.

2- from ..My Grandmother’s Elegy

- Grandmother .....

- To me, sheis all that long time has been left,

- from love, wishes, and thoughts,

- Hope appeared to be inspired to tranquility,

- thatits lights lightened to yearning,

- when | had lost the loving mother,

- she made me forget losing the softhearted kind mother.
- The much ailment in your life you burdened,

-l wish if I burdened instead.

- You are tortured in the bed of demise,

- goingin a comma of pain torment.

- Sinking in pouring tears,

- while your feelings flowing over the years’ ocean.

- They lifted over her coffin,

- while our eyes were in flood of tears.

- Oh, grave, be merciful to her,

- as she was to the orphans she brought up kindly.

- Oh, grandmal! After your departure,

- whom | would complain my distress to.

- for lam grieved and consolation is rare.

- lwish if only | neither saw you before,

- nor | received that compassionate tenderness.

- Oh, if only you did not get me used to mercifulness!
- Oh, if only I have never come to being nor you came to being.

3- from.. On the Beach

- Oh, my inspiration muse!

- Oh, my times’ glorifications,

- The heart has gone hankering,

- If only you let my dreams come true,

- The night has gone ending to dawn, and Hind has never come,
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The river missed her vision, so where has love gone, and vow?

from .. Let Me in Mind

In your eyes, a flame from my heart light is reflected,

for they are the cradle where passion can slumber,

They are a fountain of wishes, and wishes doze in them,

for in your looks, there is a tempting and seducing invisibly caller
A flame of my love blood is lying in your lips,

so, remember me, and remember a heart that wept at your present,
Let passion memories always hug your heart and tongue,

then among them, make me a word of love.

The kiss echo is hidden in gardens full of thickets,

and much | guenched my thirst from your cheeks’ goblets

Age has eaten our days, so, is any of them left with you,

Oh, if only you are that near to me to yearn to you.

from..To You Is My Complain

In my chest | have a much suffering heart

which never throbbed or beat but for you.

My tears express my longing —

my eyes never streamed tears.

They are my resort when my longing is outburst,

so, | request your mercy not depreciate my eyes tears.
Bringing back the beloved vision to my couch,

leading my dreams to her love valley.

| see that my fate could be in losing the two beloved,
it reminds me about my past love if in a distance.

A heart behind my ribs would melt in breathing,
except for a fancy from you came to me in darkness.
Oh, a message of revelation sent to my ears,

oh, a fragrance of love is behind my ribs.

Lines of passion are written on my heart with tears,
to you my complaint is sent, then rip from my chest.
We would have a sweet date, you may hurry to

the horizon of my dreams, for in my heart’s dispatches.
Beautified with passion pureness fragrance,

for there would be a love meeting between our souls.
For love is not but an awakening following a repose,
so, do not let it be a heartbreaking one.

from .. A Day of Departure
The heart’s charm is coming with a remark in the eyes,
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Tears are falling down wearily on dust,

They are passion’s wine watering the stones,

Appearing in a day as though taboo to the human beings,

It is our last day before departure,

So, make it immortal with a kiss that vents sorrow and boredom,
As a distinguished pleasure and a memory that may last forever,
| would neither obtain love paradise nor gain the fruits,

From dreaming lips as though a flower kissing visions,

Because things are so far to reach a meeting, even if too short,
The departure’s hour has evoked various images,

Tears, two smiles, hopelessness, and patience.

from .. The Countryside Memories
That who, when leaving home, holds bunches of grass and other greens,

So, how many flickering kisses were hidden in, and tears that streamed because of
injustice?

Shed on the river-bank as sad as a river pouring among flowers’ bed,

As a sea-maid seduced a watching wave, to flee with her ecstatically by a roaring sea,
Waiting for hours the ebb tide to carry her to the spume of the roaring waves,

But she, when night came calmly- recurring my dreams- she came back to my bed.

| remembered her listening to my quill and asked: What are these open-mouthed holes
for?

Did not you know that holes are the openings whereby the melodies come to us
through?

from .. Your Whispering Amused Me
Your vision has been dressed in a passionate gown,
beautified with white appearances.

Guarded by emotion, you distracted me,

from poetry, following you willingly.

As a cloud on my verses mirror,

a breath of air coming from you overlaying the look.
If the soul wishes to relieve, it is found impeded,
by your soul’s loose wings.

Your whispering amused me so that | could,

or could not, hear the evil’s melodies.

But, what does my harp or fingertips have to do
with your hair, toying with it.

Oh, muse of love, is not my soul getting

a chance for your nude busts to go up?
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Whenever a kiss was hovering over your lips,
my lips took it for relief.

And | go back to my verse ecstatically listening
to its wings’ swishing to call my imagination.

9-

from .. Sighs

Oh date-palm leaves pendent over the passageway,

by your shadow, they hide what could be seen.

That | was afraid she might hide her shadow

from my eyes, she has dwelled in the furthest domicile.

Oh fragrance of the flowers, if you come

without a scent of the beloved, change your lane.

The grassy-plain always reminds me of that who got away,
while the shepherd’s rebec excites my passion to her.
Every corner | looked at, | could see

a trace left from her to my sight.

There, she cast the most of her overjoyed singing,
seen in her tears pouring continuously.

Saying farewell to her, | felt sorrowful,

and wiped off tears of a heavy-hearted one.

Oh date-palm leaves, other than you that who broke my heart,
while it was you who kept loyalty to that who never forgets.
Times and the beloved, both passed away,

and you have kept listening to me lamenting her leave.

10-

from .. Your Shadow

Your shadow, if only the creek knew,

has got a dwell over its streaming water.

The heart passes by it as a stranger does;

love and hope hastening to it.

About its the shades has dreams,

the imagination sings and goes flowing.
Sorrowfully, | stood at its banks,

while hope flowers were waning.

And your shadow was hovering over its water,
when the wind was passing through its bends.
For in the wave, it saw a shake,

confusing the muddy bank.

And my eyes released the sights to the eyes,
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their arrows were sent by the creek

as a fondness, do you remember that passion,

and love, did | have got a share?

| wished if only | were a wind that passes

by a shadow of a loving woman that never carp about.

- To be alone among the stars with your shadow,

- wandering through the universe darkness.

- For every kissing of its stars,

- thereis a wonderfully lustrous star.

Your shadow is the dearest among my dearest folk,
and the loyalist though unreasoned.

My father I lost, because of women,

- and my mother have passed too early.

| do not gain from the time but your affection,

so, | ask your mercy for time would never be merciful.

11-from .. An Ode to the Shepherd

Let our sheep, | pasture around the fresh fountains,

- Oh my heart enchanter, let us go up the hill.

- Safely seek our shelter escaping other people’s looks,

- Put your beautiful hand in mine to go only you and me..

- Oh my times’ sweet basil, and from your herd’s dresses,

- Let us weave our bout, by which we cross our age clamor

- Singing the shepherds’ song over the green mounds,

- We will build our hut under the boughs by the fountain,

- filling it with the flowers and candles we loved,

- Melodies are sung with tears by ecstatic strings,

- A perfume made out of flowers on those branches,

- our lips would fall in for a first kiss,

- and its echo would be listened to by a virgin beating heart.

- Come, and let us leave sins, people, and the world,

- goingto aland foreseen by our souls.

- There, where our hopes raise, love and dreams would be in care.
So, put your beautiful hand in mine to go only you and me.

12-from .. A Warble
- Enough of that! Your eyes’ wink deceived
- aheart that alienated love arrogantly.
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Your eyes’ brightness lightened my life,
to see what | could not have seen before.

Thinking that | have got in my darkness

a companion, but, alas! | could not see.

So, to the heart return back its fancies,

and let it be lost in claim and falsehood.

Oh Labeebah, | beg mercy,

for reunion is much lovelier to the heart if asked to choose.

Your eyes are betrayal to all men,
but to mine would not.

The heart has been enchanted,

to be a prisoner of your charm.

| will do my best to make you immortal,

by verse coming from my soul.

To make you a warble of the beloveds,

and the hymn of those who travel by night.

13- from .. The Yellow Handkerchief

It appeared as though its fragrance is hers,
and from her mystery to have a part unrevealed.

Did that, who embraced by her, have destiny to suffer,
though he quenched his thirst from her lips cup?

In her handkerchief there is charm and magic,

when it is moved by wind.

Oh her handkerchief, if only you wiped off the tears,
| would have not been in anguish and pain.

14- From .. The Scattered Rose
“An inspiration of a rose scattered by a beauty”’

A rose was in tranquility when evening fell silently,
Then morning waked up looking for her in women’s boudoir,
Seeing it a virgin’s hand more charming from a butterfly wing,

She scattered it in front of my eyes, not listening to my appeal begging,
Oh mercy, do not increase my suffering, for it is my love symbol,

You can daily spread flowers, living in my heart, sating by my blood,
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- Please do, scatter them to inspire my young heart, singing the heaven’s melodies.

15-from .. The Return of the Verse Book
“To my verse book returning from a tour among the virgins... My sighs appealing to that boat
touring among the bosoms.”
Here it is, my verse book returning from a tour,
| would stay out of harm if only it kept touring.

- Among the virgins it kept moving,

- ohifonly I could pursue.

- It rests lying passionately on the bosoms,

- mentioned by the breasts excitedly.

- A boat of love with a sail of love poetry,

- touring among the nipples’ waves.

- Except for her passion, my pen

- would never burst into flame of poetry.

- It returned with a torn sail,

- the same way my age was torn by boredom.

- But my verse which in | poured

- my heart on your sides is still shining.

- Oh paper of my verse book, you had a fair share
- of their passion, the sleepless did not get like it.
- Within your two covers, they hid to me kisses,

- would you show the heart where they are!

16- from .. An Untitled Stanza

Oh my flower, are you dead my flower,

unlucky that who is fond of the daisy.

Except for that whom you have been given her name,
| would not have been inspired by the magic words.

17-from .. The River’s Mermaid
- Ohriver’'s mermaid, would you cast down your eyes’ glance,
- and be a merciful to boatwoman.

- ltis time for creatures to be enchanted,-releasing their sleepy sighs.
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- For their cords is your golden hair,

- you are the smiling player.

- The river has seen its own boatman’s falling in love,

- by your eyes, you the unfair lady.

- Did you leave our boatman alone,

- while the two banks of the river are broken by the waves?
- And the river’s mermaid did not leave behind

- but songs that ignite the passion.

- Its trembles keep pace with a boat,

- waves, and a heart that is burnt by longing.

- And a river which its water are mixed

- to carry along foam that never calm down.

- A phantom of a mermaid appears

- to swagger smiling among the waves.

- On every side he walked, he imagined seeing her

- alas, he saw nothing but darkness.

- She said to him, you were betrayed by difficulties,

- leading you to withering and death.

- But his ears did not hear

- the speech of Heaven where peace was there.

- Oh stars of the night, you are my resort

- when heart is falling in helplessness at night.

- Whenever your shininess is cooled off

- by the brightness of the morning star.

- Please, speak to him about a disappearing young man
- inthe darkness, taken by the waves and beauties.

- He, bless his eyes, saw a mermaid

- and for an hour he crazily fell in love with her and left.
- He, the miserable, sadly died of passion,

- And she coffined him with a windy sail.

18- from .. The Love Delusion

- The afternoon dyed its fingertips,

- with pretty field flowers,

- At the morning moistens by bedew,

- A perfume spreading from a basket full of daisies,
- The moon appears full in its shadowy location.

- The heart fells falsified,

- by its passion, in disgrace.

24



Ask the apple flower,

smiling with charm and meanings.

Oh, flower of the apple,

would you tell us about the paradises?

Speak to us about that who is on the run,
For it is you the narrator of the ages.

Eve has seduced him,

and he stretched forth hand to the Serpent.

2" from . . Withered Flowers Collection

19-from .. Lubab’s Name

Sighs of the rebec singing have taken my ears
your sweet name, oh, you virgin of my poetry.
For your charming name is what the bird’s soul
hear as it flies over the mounds.

You can ask those who chat at night about me
how | became so skinny under the stars light.

| am falling in love with you, not asking for a reward,
For my reward is infatuating with you.

20- from .. The Besmirched Beloved

Did you love a treacherous woman, while you are the Poet,
and you like an abyss while you’re the Bird?

You fell in love with her, ignoring very guised

deed of her, the shameful fondness.

That whom for two years
my heart leapt to her is dissolute and whorish.

She derogated from pleasures,
although she was taken by adulteress’s imagination.

Then, why is the spiritual love?

Oh, that happened for she was conspiring with her adulterer.
Because she adored highly the mean flesh,

while | was the tractable obedient.
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Love demands purposes and wishes,
which can make you closer to the beloved.

When be madly in love with another betrayer,
you gained from her fruits that you hated to get from someone else.

In this world’s realms or openness, there is not
a mermaid that has got an honest soul.

21-From .. Oh, My Early Passions

The bounteous plains, the wind that has shaken
my soul, and the inspiring pretty women,
devoted to your dimples widening

on cheeks excited my sighs.

After departing, your cheeks beautified,
the meeting with passionate smiles.
Around the mouth a planet shined

with reddish glances tantalizing the wishes.
Taking your eyes out of their current,

with sights flowing with multi gushes.

Then the mouth flashed as a radiance,
pouring over the magical eyes.

Oh, that hand which passed as dew hovering
over the thirst summery flowers,

which still wound did you stir, which harp,
or which one of dreamy melodies?

Oh, lips that my verse sounded dancing,
around them in a caravan of whispers,

you have gathered the destiny in an hour
which to be sacrificed by all my past years.

| have returned, but how did | return?

A hungry womb fed by my bloody verses and songs.

| have returned, but how did | return?

A fire to be lived lifeless; my flames killing my firebrands.

My dancing steps are lightening

as a lamp with embers kindling by fancies.
A flame circled about my mouth;

its light disappeared under the shed tears.

22-from .. If Only | Could See Her!
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If only | could see her, my songs to her have left my heart,

they were thrown between her breasts as dancing ecstasies,

if only | could see her, ah, if only | someday could realize my wishes,
the complaint has died on a mouth that exaggerated the protest.

If only | could see her, ... and how receiving her could be, if | could see her?
Am | going to be able to walk, if she fastens her walk?

And the passion which took my life would it be overcome,

if it transfers the steps, at meeting, into a sigh following a sigh?

If only | could see her, . .. if only someday she could wish to see me!

If only she could hanker after me, . . . alas! Woe onto wishes!

For, what benefits you would gain from your smiling torturing wishes?
Whenever they shined, light diminished inside me burning my passion.

Enough to consider my soul as an image; | could see it whenever | be in yearning for her.
Her looks are flowers gaining brightness from her cheeks,

Smiles and glances that water my memories,

Sort of wine, which drinkers could scarify for meeting her.

23-from .. The Begging Dark Woman

Yesterday, you were sacrificed for slavery,
and today you’re sacrificed for freedom.
Serfdom has gone, so you are released
into a world having promising prospects.

You suffered, alas, what kind of tragedy shocked your heart,
you the unknown to the orient.

You, who endeavored taking off the coat of slavery

from your shoulders bravely.

You, who suffered from thirst to liberty,

leaving behind the cup of serfdom and the shame of it.

You, who suffered from hunger,

leaving behind the prisoner’s food willingly.

Slavery has exploded your hand-palm with burning blood,
calling you to take its crumbs.

Liberty is a domain of destruction;

its signs are gloomy, promising of being miserable.

Two bloody chains, not different from each other;

the meanest creatures of the world tempted you to agree with them.

It is you who | could see myself in her inside,

27



- and pity her as though pitying myself.

- For we, in our homeland, like you suffer,

- while every cheater is living in comfort.

- Your youth has withered on the vine;

- while we also, our today’s youth spring is drying up.

24-from . . After the Meeting

- Oh my heart, yesterday | longed to the meeting,
- today we met, but how was the meeting?

Alas! What for is all this sorrow and weeping,

- you who came to his best wishes?

- Those are her eyes longing, and about

- to kindle his lams with those eyes.

- Time, in every phase trusts them

- about its ecstatic years and centuries.

- The hurry look, for long months is gained

- by that lover who has got happy lifetime.

- though the lazy look at meeting takes a year,

- theyearis repeated as a new one.

- Oh, if only my feet could split underneath the earth

- of my dark tomb without seeing it.

- Alas! Why couldn’t she see?

- What a pity! Why doesn’t she see?

- Where are the greetings? Where has the salutation gone?
- Alas! Where have gone all those sighs, and where has the meeting gone?
- Oh! Why couldn’t | bear speaking?

- why couldn’t |, while my breaths are shaking the wind?

- Oh, that sidelong glance of the female;

- why is it too cold, despising her lover?

- Oh her bright mouth, why are you turning away from me;
- wasn’t you that which chanted the poet’s verse?

- Between me and love there is a wasteland

- of money and father’s prestige.

- Alas my sigh, that is enough, singing has died,

- and what a difference it makes between mud and star!
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25- from .. The Meeting Song

Oh, those lips which perfumed the question with an aromatic smile,

And the destinies which never let to me but leaving my location,
Departing from you and the world to the evil lands,
Oh, if only you could know about how | am living after being so far from me.

Woe unto you my heart, whenever you hear a song or a chant, sleeplessness and the
sighs become my distant chanting.

Let me cover this world with a flood of my memories,
Forgetting my eyes in those drowsy eyes of yours,
Ah, if only | could calm them with kisses,

Ah, if only | could melt my life in their ecstatic realm.

Do you want to know how miserable | feel, if you ask?
Ask your eyes, and their memories and imagination.

Let me hear your melodic voice, when wishes start to pour forth,
A grace in my heart will be, if you chant in my victory day,
There was a revenge of mine for being far away, and alas, | have done the revenge.

26-from .. Withering Love

Today ...among a garden of flowers,

while the morning was covering half of the moon.

My love was dying,

while you kept yourself amused not hearing the news.

As though this universe is my hand-made;

melting in it my life years all.

Today | let it faint; every memory

that recalls your love and every reminder.

Today | swear the meeting,

and whatever thoughts resulted from the meeting.
Today my past has been released from the source,

to be a prey for the fate claws.

My passion is departing,

while you are laughing to stars, darkness, and meteors.
It was- if only you could now-a cloud has lost forever the rest of its pale light.

It was a laughing flower,
and has been attacked by hot burning wind and the woodcutter.
It was the martyr that wept between your hands;
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- pouring forth a flood of blood.

- And while the night was falling over the palm-trees wood;
- making the road very wild,

- my love was dying, while you were sleeping;

- your waist was passing time with thinking about hopes.
- It went to you soundly announcing passion,

- so do not kill it by your silent passion.

- Should | stay reminding you as a careless woman,

- returning to overload my messages by sorrow?

- lcanseeyou as a greedy one;

- not giving even what the miser gives unconsciously.

- If hope rises inside me to see you,

- |l would free myself from it.

- You intentionally chose to depart,

- for your femininity did not bear the man’s dignity.

- Love has died.

- So, did you dream about it or to see its blood shedding?
- The storming events weaved to me images

- with walking death songs.

- The your phantom appears confused

- about flooding images leaping from darkness.

- These are my love letters burning,

- and the finest poetry of mine have gone to nothingness.
- When the time of darkness was over,

- 1 did not see but a female surrounded by decayed objects.
- She was folding a young man’s arm saying to her:

- Do not remember him! So, the dream is over.

27- from .. My Love Never Died

- Neither the flute extinguished the old burning of my heart,
- nordid the sleeplessness hand.

- Ilove you did not work on my lips,

- nor my love died, so excuse my moodiness.

- Ilove you in the full sense of the word,

- and my blood would stay saying it to the last spark of life.
- Wherever you be, you are the space that my feet trod on,
- even if you are not there on my roads.
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- You are the existence,

- for wherever my eyes tour, you be my destination.

- Aslam the slave of your love, it is still the same to me,
- whether to die of thirst or dying drowning.

- Asyour still my light, it is still the same to me,

- whether | am at early dawn or at twilight.

- My soul is sacrificed to yours;

- | do it whether you are in comfort or in rage.

- So, do not be upset with a passionate prisoner,

- who shook the chains and anxiety rebel.

- For he is desirous of love,

- alas, if he thinks that love could die, so what difference it could make!

28- from .. The Pale Meeting

- That was her voice,

- winged with trembles challenging the departing storms.

- The existence was worn with perfume,

- and visions were tranquility that catches the soul.

- Anarm was folded around a virgin’s waist,

- who was taken by drowsiness.

- Akisser fond of a women went into ecstasies;

- falling on a nipple of light.

- Country has become her home,

- for sheis a soul of light hovering over my arm.

- Her whispering while falling between my arm,

- inreturn she received my whisper, call, and falling.

- Oh, imagination stamina, | would never forget her;

- ifit weren’t for me, where could | make my refuge?

- So, consider my reason when you find me desirous-

- lwould never test a wine cup coming from a paralyzed hand.

- For how could | be desirous while neither her home is mine nor mine is hers,
- And how could | be disaffected and her eyes are looking at me.
- Oh, that meeting has seen how my wine cup fell from my hand,
- and how it was broken to pieces blooded my dignity.

- Where has your right hand gone;

- which was shaking mine to compose a melody of passion and loyalty?

- And when the eyes are meeting in a wine cup bottom,
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is it the same when meeting in a heavenly sky?

Pale is such a meeting,

so let it go without being beautified falsely by hypocrisy.

Shut up . ..enough...shutup!

for my eyes could see death behind such beautifying cosmetics.
Mock me . .. trifle with my heart;

for at last you are not different from any superficial woman.

- You, what are you exactly to be?

A pass-by person, whom | saw her once and left her behind.
Yesterday | used to call you as my verse muse,

while today | would call you as a rich’s seduction.

A way with that heart! A heart which its cover is as yellow as gold,
while its beats are that cover’s resonance.

29-from .. Two Eyes

- Asthough two seas have spread in your eyes,

poured forth with warm, moist, and light.

Leting my eyes quench from the virgins’ warm,

- and from passion’s spring and heaven’s color.

Only one drop or even less,

and leave me with an ecstatic sense that charm my parts.
Leaving me astonished like a star that enchanted,

at evening with a breeze from the brook.

In your eyes, there is a realm of dreams;

talking about love, departing, and meeting.

The evenings, the lover and beloved, and hours,

all may be gone before quenching the heart’s thirst.
Gone before the lips are burnt; by meeting,

and then by departing, that is dreaming ecstatically about meeting.
Gone before heaven and earth

- may give the chance for hugging and some singing.

- Thatcolor...thatsecretintheeyes...,

- what could be seen behind that mystery?

- Darkness, the grasslands in the tranquil forenoon, the sea;
all are melt away.

- These memories could be seen in your eyes;
- in alteration of blazing and going out.

- They make this color, or that,

dance on your eyes endlessly.

30- from .. A New Melody
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Oh, lass of the day,

would you be tomorrow’s quenching sip of the fountain for the thirsty.
- Show me yourself as a hidden flower

In my fall-days among the spring times.

- You are a dream which has run away while sleeping,

appearing to me in my daytime after absent-minding.

31-from .. The Fancier

You're the butterfly that is not attracted but to flame,

so let flesh be loved passionately, for flesh means meanness.
Let them play whenever they like

with waving breasts over a heartless bosom.

And let the drizzle quench from that mouth lips

which have never be burnt with an immortal flame.

And let the teens’ lass see her falling,

- if she would to be the beauty of the unlucky tomorrow!

32-from .. Wishes

You, who has taken love as only hugging and smiling;

but not flaming which makes the souls longing to be burnt.

- Not immortality which could create from two hearts’ beats,

- oratime waving with flowers springing like a nightingale singing.

- You, the spring dream, drizzled among the daisies,
- you are the bride among people with magnificent views.
- You, whom the passionate child passed by to exercise his wings,
- while she is drowsy stealing her breaths from the south wind.
- Come right, for the river bank is shined lazily by the moon,
- while the dreaming light is relaxed by the fragrance warm
- shaking the flowers’ ecstatic shadows over the brook;
come good, because the bank and the moon are there for you.

33-from .. A Woman Sick in Spring

“To a friend of hers sick in spring”

Those withering flowers, have they known love?

What was love? Parting and turning away, or hugging and kissing?
And betrayal- alas flowers betrayal! Are they like humans’ betrayal?
Love is the lamp of life, so why is my heart in darkness?

What happened to me to be deprived from yearning?

Oh life, aren’t you a flower?

34-from .. Oh, My Nights!
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- Oh countryside, if only | could find passion around you;

- |l would never dispraise the residence there.

- And she seeks a meeting,

- even if the lover and beloved are waiting a year after a year.

- For Eve is the paradise of love,

- even if hell is burning.

- Oh countryside, a solitude in the shadows,

- that was what excited my wishes and made me cast the veil.
- Unveiled virgins, among them one says to another:

- haven’t you got bored from darkness.

- Oh, would you let the passion meeting be closer in time!

- Thorns trodden by love are much better

- from flowers living in a dry well-being.

- Asolitude in the shadows of your distant wood;

- asthough tranquility in it is a call for love.

- He was a slave of wishes, but when he saw her, he cried:

- oh, chains would you let me free!

- Thatis my Eve whom paradise talked about her;

- and make the world flood with longings.

- Oh that fountain, which drops love from my heart;

- melting youth from my blood veins.

- Oh that life, which streamed in my desert;

- to overwhelming my burning and hers.

- Oh nights, would you let the passion meeting be closer in time!
- Where can we meet?

- For my yesterday was crowded to call you, while my present is ready to call.
- Whenever your eyes shine on me,

- my shivering heart looks upward to the firmament’s imagination.
- The chain of ice has melted from your voice;

- it has gone flying ecstatically with youth and beauty.

- Alas men! You all are treacherous!

- You can ask the stars among darkness about our love;

- about which one of us was the treacherous breaking the vow.
- And ask the nights’ poet to chant those songs;

- which excited Venous with delicacy and kindness.

- Where are those lips which promising burning kisses;
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which make the heart beats throbbing with life?

- Where is that whom she made him a vow,

while she was ecstatic between his arms hugging?

- The fainting lamp was there,

- The wind and time were weaving the coffin around him,
- while she was sipping the cup of desire.

- He left behind the his whole life but the passion for her;

- Oh, if he only could cheat her or left her behind!

- Where is the thing which she claimed?

- Was she crazy about him as he was crazily melting and withering sigh by sigh?
Love is the residence of two lovers feeling safe and not a question like:

Did you kiss her on the mouth?

Love has been honored for gathering two people;

- whetherin god or bad.

35- from . . To the Beauty of the Palace
Oh beauty, you are congratulated on your tender youth and wide wealth.
- Ohresident of the splendid palaces, you are congratulated on your living in well-being.

- Arude person, his poisonous stepping has profaned the wind’s blowing.

- You purified your listening by sweet singing and mellow voice.

- Oh beauty, you are congratulated on pearls and dressings,

- That diver never has gone excited to the sink into see,

- wasting his breath among the waves dancing in the fog,

- save that in order to let your drowsy neck to get those dribbling pearls.

- The peasant did not drink, in the middle of the farm, his need to cloths,

- meantime he was burning he clouds on the scattered horizon,

- but to let you getting dressed in damask which is nicely perfumed,

- And if you get naked, nudeness would be for playing coquette,

- Oh beauty, you are congratulated on pearls and dressings.

- Agirl of the hut did not walk in darkness dressed in rags,

- Her eyes are terrified, with stumbling steps among stone-pelting,
Puzzled leaving her abandoned private room burning her eyes with tears,
A virgin, casting her fatigued body in a sins residence,
but to make you pure as an honest beloved,

Or to stay sleepless the whole night on the arm of lusty man;
- arude one torture her by his desirous wishes,
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But to make you quench ecstasy of thousand drinking glasses,
Since you are, except the whole world, an eyelid-delighted woman,
So, let that hut girl walk in darkness dressed in rags!

You are congratulated for you gained the whole world’s content,

You left behind the arts men as worshipers at the door of your private room,

Those who endeavored for beauty which is not your; they no more being endeavors,
For the flute is an imprisoned captive like a huge scythe,

And the sounding melody as a color chained to the forehead,

Or on those lips like spelt wheat with tantalizing eyes,

In an image which is kept colored by the miserable blood,

The ecstatic poet borrows from your beauty whenever he likes,

an art flying over the fancies of Iraq’s hungry people,

You are congratulated for you gained the whole world’s content.

3" from . . Poems Unpublished in Collections
36-from .. A Sick Woman

The beloved has been a target of sickness,
paying her a visit has become a faithfulness devotion.

Then, you that who dares not to visit her,

was she refraining from granting her heart to you?

If you really loved her and she was an adorer of you,

are you going to muddy her pure love springs?

Though if you are thinking of leaving her,

she is still loyal to her devotion to you, are you going to forget about her manners?
Absolutely no. | never go astray from her love,

for | devoted my heart to her, and my soul is obedient at her hands.

| am not going to go astray against my heart will,

for how am | going to do so while | have been her adorer.

| turn away for | am afraid of a spy is watching us,

and though | really do so, my heart’s eyes are still watching her.

Are you sick? Oh, Howeel then God is our care taker,

and HE is so for the hearts which went astray in purpose.

Are you sick? If sickness managed to bring you down,

then my soul has been brought down by sickness.

Are you sick? Alas my heart which has been brought down by a sickness like yours,
Oh my beloved, though my home is near yours, paying you a visit is not in horizon,
for even if | am cut off the world, but still connected to the beloved whom the heart
would visit.
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37- from .. At the Sunset

| swear on that who reminded me about her departure,

for she excited my passion and lament.

Lubabah, here she is surrounded with all those broken-hearted men.
She sat, while my heart still standing affected by passion,

and she smiled, while my heart wept lacking patience.

She was hiden among a cloud of her fellows,

while | cried ‘do not hide’.

38-from .. Poetry, Love and Nature

Could my heart be moved by a lake and a stream,
while on the peaks | can see inspiration.

For Lunab neither stepped on the plain,

nor she walked on hills shyly smiling.

39-from .. A Quarrel Story

A star appeared while | am waiting, but it has gone with a dark laughter.

‘We were done’ while the wine cup shaking in hand, with sneering sorrow.

‘Have we done!’ so said the brown woman? How far she lied, the brown woman.
‘Have we done!’ so said the brown woman? How far there wouldn’t be an end.

‘I will meet you’ a whisper was coming from our passion said by two lips before noon.
The shadow of the quarrel has vanished “/ will meet you” was said among our two
pleasures.

40- from .. Was it Love?

Do you call what | am suffering from as love?

Or madness of wishes? Or passion?

What is love? Is it weeping or smiling?

Or beating of warm loving hearts when meeting,

between our eyes, while | run away with my longing,

from a sky that never water me,

when | address it to quench my thirst, | get nothing but promises

My broken heart has wished if only you could never respond

to my passion rom far or near,

Ah, if only before we meet, you have never known a lover,

or that who might touch those lips,

pouring his longings with sighs?

But | don’t realize the meaning of my question about her passion,
Oh, her passion, is it something about her passion?

Oh, if only my heart could be a glimpse of that imprisoned light,
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All that, was it love? Tell me!

41-from .. Goblets and Dreams

That road on its sides,

hungry bodies are yawning,

a beauty whose nakedness moved my thirst,

| am about to quench,

and about to crack her, and she cracks me;

two hungry eyes as a universe

the handoff feverish passion has planted on her mouth,
flowers without trees, no water,

when she opens her lips it appears like a sea.

An eye with lashes sway my soul,

a mouth when whispers cure my sickness,

a hand tinkling on my shoulder.

How shameful | feel! Is that EVE,

Whom | was neither her ADAM,

nor my paradise has been warmed by a desert.

In your shadows, | am among valleys,
a virgin all her plains covered with grass,
fog has been passionately in love flapping wings around you.

What could | see? Is it her phantasm that | swept?
when she kissed, she did it truly,
for she has been leaning to every deceitful man.

Oh, your vision’s body, oh, you are a ghost,
coming from my deceived passion memories.

Your eyes spread fear around you,
morning, your morning is a disappointing laughter,
while your night is a bed of suffering,

when you die tomorrow, you would not find
a grave, as though a wolf has eaten your chest.

4™ — from . . Storms Collection

42-from .. The Country Young Lady

O, young woman of the countryside,
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a beam of hope in the hut’s darkness, in the times’ gloominess,
your arms under your deformed rags are seen as a mark in smoke,
youth and spring wandered on your checks,

and the paleness melted in purples,

On your mouth smiles streamed to tell about hidden meanings,

O, a beauty that who was attracted to her worked to distract others’ eyes from her
charm,

So, beware that assaulting lover, hurrying to hunt on the road of the charming women,

The hut has been emptied from food leftover, if only it could remain hiding suffering,

So, go daughter of the hungry to the palace, and come back with perfumed hopes,
Nock at its door until your hand becomes blooded by the times’ hands,

Shake it, break its silence, hit it with whatever insults,

Work hard in it until its dust covers your insulted miserable hair,

And with tears wash up that cool and silk clothes its lord has profaned,

O, servant of the palace, feed the hungry from that leftover in the dishes,

Be patient, if an arrogant from the palace shows power,

and smile, if the hut is insulted by the lord folk.

A slip after a slip the countryside woman has been experienced by the times’ antiques
Night, wealth and nesciences have dressed her in a darnel gown,

The hut has become a resort of husband and wife enjoying the passion game,

O, young woman of the countryside,

you are not a wife of the palace lord even if your marriage is religiously legal,

it is a trick of those pious people who are used to say false prayers to deceive the
ignorant.

0, young woman of the countryside,

the palace door has been shut in every one of the lord’s tender people,

So, why are you complaining? He would never care,

And your complain would never do anything against his wishes?

“Oh, my kind husband, my breasts have been dried by complains . . oh, from my
sufferings.”

The hut has been stricken by stormy prejudices, and fell down weeping for the losses.
for death has folded a flower that withered too early by the unjust eyes,

Oh, young woman of the countryside, her eyes left light,

so, charming women weep deeply for the loss of her.
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43-from .. To the Beauty of the Hut

- You weep? The beautiful countryside is about to dance at sunset time

- Oh, young woman of the gloomy hut with surrounding countryside,

- with a confidence of mine that you will laugh in a near day,

- I shared your eyes in tears, with a big sharing part

- Oyou, a flame has been eaten in stove burning with fire,

- Ovyou, a melody that melts in vain and vanished in its echo,

- as athirsty flower, its perfume is open to a fragrance other than its dew,

- from everywhere in life there is a watcher or a tattler,

- |l wish the scythes were so far from your life to leave a break of comfort!

- Even if youth withers and paints distract your checks,

- And your breasts are enfolded in a dress appearing in fullness,

- You are refugee on a platform insulted by the beauty of yours,

- Woe unto you, if the question fails, falling in the air silence,

- And the poor be confused about you while the rich are gets away,

- Today, charming women ridicule your disobedience, and dangers

- ridicule you while you are screaming: “O, people of the world, until when | am
surviving?”

- Could you see, for you and that far star are facing the same destiny,

- Oh, young woman, there it is the city, so, follow me walking

- Among the hungry women to watch the wage earner beauty.

- Ask your father: “oh, yielding father, until when you would stay yielding?”

- Ask your hungry unclothed father: “oh father, the hungry have come to a revolt?

5" — from . . Flowers and Myths Collection

44-from . . Fancies

- Peek at my tearing eyes,

- as a phantom from the bright star,

- as a shadow from the dreaming bushes,
- onthe calm stream,

- spreading your songs in my mind,

- addressing my lost love.

- moving my effluent heart,

- to pourin my listening chest.

- Toyour eyes, to the two stars,

- Pouring light in my eyes,

- two fountains, like the world, never get dry in my eyes,
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- but they do not water the bewildered thirsty,

- To your eyes chanting songs,

- to a heart that pour forth blood,

- wishing, when the tongue calls you,

- from a distance, if only it could be melted in the call.
- My waiting is becoming long, that if only | could see you,
- if only I could meet you among the beings.

- Draw near that who bestowed life on you,

- making you a perpetual feat for the eye!

- Inthe noon, | will let your ears hear,

- about tales | named as passion.

- Listen, that was the plains girl,

- And that was a refolded tale of love.

- Have you ever heard about the female shepherds Goddess?
- About countryside? About what is suffering to be?

- It was but a meeting of two hearts,

- with a wild heart beat,

- then came passion, followed by meeting

- meeting of two lovers in a corner.

- assoon as he said “I love you”, he fell down

- sick of love near the stream.

- O thickest, have you ever seen light dancing,

- on atear-drop among her eyelashes?

- I wonder if she is weeping, pouring the sky tears,

- todrive away her sorrow and that of her friends!

- But, she is the whole light of plains,

- the warm of their grass’s perfume,

- the delight of all sparrows in them,

- and the joyfulness of the butterflies in a thickest.

- Quarrelling? Could you prevent eyes

- seeing the light shining?

- Could you stop the shadow reflecting

- and crossing from the river?

- You hid your checks from my eyes,

- with your hands once and another with hand-fans.

- | will keep chanting, and singing, so, what are you going to do
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- when your checks become rosy while listening to my songs?
- and you loosened your charmed hands,

- listening until your hands became deadly dewed,
- or until the last beam vanished

- at east, to be seen off with love and hopes.

- Has she forgotten the pride of call?

- retreating my wishes back?

- | have forgotten her, that whom | imagined her as my wish,
- seeking a female like all men?

- Did the girl of love and imagination listen,

- while | call the girl of passion and dust?

- My papers whispering

- verse on the side of the stream,

- and a tree trunk | wrote her sweet name on,

- and a flute playing her merits.

- Didn’t | bid a good-by to those eyes

- shadowed with a hair lock,

- as though I sipped before noon

- the flame of that charming look!

- Wasn’t in the countryside such a thing,

- which is like an ancient Goddess?

- Age walked between us as separating line,

- so, who would help me to win the meeting?

- I could see her and forget about her years,

- as though wind forgetting about dew coolness,

- and her age becomes my age’s brother,

- orasthe breeding stops breeding.

- Was that chanting poured forth from his heart

- to her, that wild wolf female?

- He s still crazy of her eyewinks,

- showing a hidden smile,

- still reminding imagination

- about what happened in past times.

- With love, that the pretty girl possesses alone

- her youth playing card game with,

- her checks’ roses, and the gleaming eyes.

- For the sake of God, tell me how could you conquered the centuries,
- without losing that shining in your checks?
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- Asthough her smile and spring,

- becoming sisters, if it weren’t the flowers’ withering.
- Was it in that March which spreads roses

- on her mouth? Or that is moon beams?

- As if time shows a smile on her mouth,

- while March is but a month.

- My soul is sacrificed to those lips,

- although they remind me about drinking the fate cup.

45- from .. In the Old Bazaar

- My heart was still at sunset, neither at late afternoon nor at evening,

- till she came and the light.

- I still have something from her that we meet a year ago,

- In the evening, she hugged me under the road light,

- Then she loosened her arms whispering in the darkness,

- Are you used to walk lonely in darkness?

- | will keep looking for her till | meet her,

- therein the phantom, where | might build for us two beds

- She said as though the echo saying: | am whom you want.

- lam whom you want so where are you going? Why are you knocking on the gates of the
wild,

- as ahomeless, | am the beloved you are waiting for,

- lam whom you want. Then she kissed me with tears in eyes saying:

- lam whom you want, and you would stay with neither refuge nor leave.

- When love denotes so much, it may at the same time gives too little

- Initthere is neither hopelessness nor hope.

- 0, that whois far and near, | am

- existing for you alone, but | would not be

- foryou in person, so hear it from me, and | hear them cursing me

- 1 will keep on, so leave me: | will see her there

- inthe phantom.

- Then she hugged me whispering: You would not walk.

- lam whom you wanted, so why are you going among the wolves eyes,

- looking for a very far road?

- Then, she screamed: You would walk since your longing is to phantoms.

- In my thirsty heart, let me tread the far road,

- until | see her waiting for me: the wolves eyes are not

- more cruel than candles,
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- in the wedding night you are waiting, but nor darkness

- or wind and ghosts are more cruel than you and the folk!

- 1 will keep on! Then her arms were loosened from me, while darkness
prevailing .......

- But I stood there with tears filling my eyes!

46-from .. The Last Meeting

- My arms surrounded you, while your neck was wishing to leaned towards me,
- as asleepy flower, and | felt but the lips

- were on the lips, when the evening

- was perfumed, you got ecstatic while | be so by its odor,

- in the neck, mouth and arms,

- asif | disappeared like a sail in a distant horizon,

- inafar purple sea beach, and be lost there.

- Your lips were engaged with my lips, while the little distant star

- Cast its light on shakings remaining of a hug.

- Then my arms loosened, while a heavy silence fell down.

- 0O, that passing ecstasy which shadowed a departure

- as sweet as a butterfly getting enchanted

- always and forever.

- 0O, that touch on lips,

- melting to be as a sigh.

- 0O, that ecstasy which was as lost trembling of a sunset,

- calming down as a wing going so far in the sky,

- My drowning is endless,

- like vanishing stars.

- No, she wouldn’t see me, | am not going back.

- But promises, | wish if they would

- stay insisting, so you should incline, and in imagination | will come to you!
- lIsitour last day?

- Oh, alas! Do you believe it? Aren’t you incline to a meeting?

- This is our last day, if only it couldn’t come to an end!

- She left me walking lonely towards the phantom without a company.
- 0O, what a suffering! Couldn’t you say they are unable,

- for what they would do,

- while you and my waist under the road lights?

- Anight and a lighted window showed that you are sleepless. | feel you whispering,
- inthat deadly silence: are you not longing to a meeting?
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- Anight and a lighted window

- confused my visions, and you are there, while the beams vanished,
- inthe deep darkness of the night.

- And your shadow appeared in distance, beckoning farewell,

- And | stayed alone on the road.

S
b

from .. Myths
- You saw me through the thick curtain
- You are hidden behind, and the meeting has got lost,
- |l was disappointed, while the two lovers have been lost.
- Come alone for the evening star is still
- melting the flame of the sinking day.
- Come alone for the clouds color is still
- sad ... reminds me about departure
- Departure
- Come alone, come and let us melt the time
- inan hour of long hugging,
- and we become a purple sail seen behind the distance,
- forgetting tomorrow
- on your warm perfumed chest,
- like a poet’s song.
- Come alone for the space is full
- with whispering echo of meeting
- endless whispering.
- Onyour eyes a far meeting is seen,
- athing that wants:
- shadows
- with a murmuring of a question,
- sad longing
- wanting to squeeze the phantom,
- and to tear the ancient superstitions to pieces.

from .. Follow me

- Follow me

- for the forenoon is looking for a memory on a far river bank,
- dreaming deeply about the lonely star,

- and a disappearing sail, and follow me,

- as a whisper in the flamed blueness, and a shadow,

- of avanishing wing,

- in the remains of sleepy silence.

D
@
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Follow me for the river banks are astonished,

on speechless empty bank as the waiting in your eyes.
Follow me, for tomorrow lovers other than us would come.
Tomorrow, even if you don’t follow me,

the waves would splash on the sad river bank.

Yesterday came the void meeting,

She looked at me with an eye of cruel killer.

Yesterday of the yesterday which you do not remember,

a dull lamp in his ship lighted the river banks,

and vanished gradually in the night darkness.

Come alone now, for the yesterday which you do not remember,
a dull lamp in his ship lighted the river banks,

and vanished gradually in the night darkness.

49- from..A Torn Lung

Today she made me like life, with a smile of the ages,

on her mouth, while tomorrow is flowing on her eyelashes, and tenderness,
O brown women, the sandy color of the date-palm trees is

on her facets, where trees send out leaves, and purples send their perfume.

Passion shined in her eyes, and moved me and her,

my heart felt happy, beating with melodies about her odor,

| got sleepy, obtaining the visions and poetry from her image,

and | sank in the warmness perfumed like a cloud sinking in its dews.

Two black eyes showing pureness more than what? The meeting evenings,
and more than the shepherds and pasture’s loving the morning.

Oh, a brown women shined as a star in my evening, hate me,
be cruel to me, and don’t listen to my complains, torture me,
show despise in eyes, and draw your lips tight,

because sickness in my chest is motivated to raven you by eyes!

50-from .. | Will Keep on

| will keep on, hearing the wind call me from far,
leave me to cut the night alone.

| will keep on, for she is still there,

waiting for me.

| will keep on. Neither the terrible flood is roaring
to cover the valley, nor the ghosts would meet the graves,
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- in my way she asks the night about my walking destination,

- but all this would not prevent me from keeping on, so go back and leave me alone,
- let me cut the night as a stranger.

- Sheislooking at the gloomy horizon,

- waiting for me.

- 1 will keep on, so turn away your eyes and do not look at me,

- for the fascination in them is preventing my legs from walking,

- asecretinthem is halting the broken heart.

- Take your arms off me .... For what use could be gained from hugging,
- if it could not raise longing inside me?

- Leave me, for dawn is appearing, and my companions

- are waiting for me.

51- from .. Fancy

- From your eyes | sipped the stars light,

- hugging my vanished hopes.

- |l even raced with the imagination wings,

- with my soul seeking your longing soul.

- It showed as a melted flame,

- inyour eyes as a melted smile.

- Was it you who | wanted in my wishes,

- assongs in the moon light,

- chanted by the spring nights?

- Take the cup to wet your deep echo,

- with the shaking wine in the bottom,

- take the cup,

- and let it neither dry that nectar,

- nor that whispering echo in the bottom,

- ifonly I didn’t quench from dust.

- Take the cup, for | planted the grapes,

- on that loser passion.

- Take the cup, for | have forgotten the ages,
- because in my life there is only the present.
- Did you deny even your insisting passion,

- with my heart and your violent longings,

- getting lost in your sinking prejudice

- echoing. Alas, what an unfair person you are,
- you committed wrong, you even considered sleepiness
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as the withering of a sleeping flower.

O my soul’s sister, don’t you remember,

that call which would keep wandering along the years,
or that whispering of the dreaming stars,

its shininess shaking by echo,

slipping from a gap in the wall,

to you saying: Don’t you remember?

Come alone, for in my eyes there is still

A flame waving in the heart,

appearing in the calm stream,

as firing imagination, and the distant stars.
Alas! Do not claim that all that was ice,

do not claim that all was ash?

52-from .. We Will Not Be Departed

She raised murmuring: we will be departing,

a soul is burning on your lips,

a sound like storming firing,

spreading in it ... while my heart is the horizon,
the space has been arrowed as a cloud in my look,
the stars light and the vanishing brightness,

on my pale eyelids, and

my shattered tears segments of it.

Why are we departing? Weren’t we gathered
by love that fed by promises, and a flame

of it spread odor on our steps?

O sister, isn’t your silence full of doubts?
Why are we departing? Isn’t there a reason?
Sorrow in your eyes is shaking, despair on your lips is trembling,
your hands are cold like my future.

On your forehead, an idea is fading,

your secret is still deep,

as a firing sigh: it never showed up

that | have got bored of it,

dying by tiredness.

| am afraid about you,

though a lip quivered for flaming kisses.

Do not leave, do not leave to my tomorrow,
for my today’s suffering will never be my tomorrow’s.
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- If I today smile for delight,

- then let tomorrow be frowned forever.

- My life-time before we met was not

- but years creeping into my body.

- Osister, my pain is sweetened by passion,

- 5o, enjoy your passion and smile,

- bring that flame of love, for | do not fear it,

- for your love was not the first lava | received,
- lam still burning taken

- by afire of fancies as black

- asdarkness, nolight in it

- istrembling of delight, dancing barefooted.

- Bring your flame for it has got light

- which might lead my steps even to the nothingness.

53- from .. Phantom

- We will keep on, while phantom is staying,

- And the slow shadows walk,

- onthe rhythm of your feet bare

- tothe abyss of darkness.

- We forget on the peak of the stairs

- our passion .. So don’t make dreams about
us getting back to each other!

54-from .. Farewell

- Pour out your tears on my arm, and press on my tired chest,

how far that | do not wander in deep darkness to that gloominess,
- so, do not whisper: the evening star has disappeared,

- forin night there is more than one star.

- Onyour eyes, there is a deep hole and an evening memory calling to come back!

- an echo call far as stars seen by two lovers from bed,

- my longing is about to shake the curtain, while my arm beckoning: Come with me!
- lwill go ... so do not dream of me coming back on the rhythm of my distant feet,

- and do not follow me if | turn back to look at the fading candle,

- weeping is trembled it in your hands making the hill shake at your back.

- You will forget this sad forehead like a cloud running a way,

- to disappear behind the distant hills ... as an iced drop,
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- which would be scattered by the wind so soon and be drunk by the cold earth.

- Tomorrow ... when a book with my faded name, would be torn out behind the glass,

- which would be dusted off by your hands, and the dry bed is void for you,

- my face would meet you between the lines as a fading star.

- When you would read about the last meeting, you would wish in an absent-minded
moment,

- if only your hands could get back the years to recall a past night!

- but, something remaining on the wall would challenge your false hopes.

55- from .. No More Tantalization

- No more tantalization, for he sees you in order to forget some of his gloominess,

- Bring close your eyes to his withering face to discover the secret of his weeping.

- Listen to him when complaining the departure’s hour,

- in your perfuming chest, let him not see that lightened platform.

- Deceive him that he would see you at the river hidden in fog,

- lit the candles in that hut even if it is a phantom.

- Be mad and push him away from your stiff chest, and loosen curtain on his passion,
lock the door behind him ... leave him as he was ... to the darkness and wilderness.

56-from .. Fragrance

You fragranced my days with this perfume from your long black hair,

this odor of love you have spread is looking for a stream in future,

- on your mouth, the ecstatic lover is counting the night’s stars,

- you have lit the passion lamp, which without your existence it would not have been lit.

- lam about to call out : You are that beloved which | represented in my far yesterday,
- and you whom my soul dreamt about on the banks of the foamed times,
- the phantom of my beloveds are waking up to call: O, memories be my witnesses.

57- from .. Two Blue Eyes

- Two blue eyes, where the stream color get sleepy in,

- llook forward, where the imagination follows towards the broken heart,
- and I meltin eyes, where the stream color get sleepy in.

- O fair woman, a spring shadow, | have got bored from winter ghosts,

- appearing black from the window when the evening frowns its forehead,
- O fair woman, ... what use of my youth if it passes miserably?
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Your eyes as two endlessly dreaming stars,

without them | would not have known the hope lights,
They are calmly blue . . and light is made by a woman,
It is only a look from your eyes, then the meeting smile.

Is it your eyes or a thickest that which is sleeping on shadow willows?
| am getting lost in fog with a remains of a question:
Is it your eyes or a thickest that which is sleeping on shadow willows?

58-from .. In the Fall’s Nights

In the corners of the long road,
when | am alone in the deep silence
memories are recalled,

with your fading smiles?

Is passion coming back newly?

promise me about the time it is coming back... alas, what a torture!
Promise me .. and a remain of breeze has gone away,

with the tree leaves depressed in confusion.

Have we done ... aren’t you remember?

Have we done . . .and the morning come,

pouring out light over the loosened lips

while the hug is slackening?

Where has the departure’s pain gone?

Alas! Where is that ‘l will never forget you’?

Scheherazade,
is in my imagination, and longing becomes stronger,
Where were we? Don’t you remember the evening?

In the fall’s long nights,
Ah, if only you could remember,
How | was taken by sorrow and boredom!

| will go while she would remain . ..alas! what a torture!
You will live after me, and enjoy life,

| forget while you would not forget but an echo

of a song,

on the lips of the victims, if not dead.

59-from .. An Ancient Song

A love song, echoes

51



go far, melt, and shake

| listen ... my heart is tortured by sorrow.

Why did the heavy hand of destiny fall

over two hearts? Why did the cruel time steal

from between my hands and breaths

your right hand? And how could | leave get away,
like a fading song in my ears, melody after melody?

Dust atoms

are shaking in tiredness

like lovers, the pretty beloved is
dust atoms!

60- from .. Curtain

As an abandoned beach my heart is, no light shining and no sail,

Your right hand and the little light, was that the departure?

A door and a shadow of two departing hands- and the curtain fell down,

| stood there gazing in the darkness, while you were walking to the day light.

In your dreaming eyes, | saw ghosts of tears,

passing through the candles light to be farer than the distant stars,
despair has spread on your lips whispering in tiredness.

Do not ask me what | want, for | do not possess what | want!

A door and a shadow of two departing hands- if only you could know
that the candles would go out, and that winter rains

would fall, between you and me, like a curtain fall, and you scream:
even if your hands would stretch to me begging

and you whisper: Here he is back! You would return with empty arms,
and you would wake confused in darkness, seeing nothing but the stars,
looking at you gloomily from the windows ... gloomily!

I may not go back to you but in imagination, or | may not,
for 1 do not feel a past passion neither in heart nor in eye.
Winter is coming back,

and you might whisper: he would be back in winter!

61- from .. In Memoriam of a Meeting

Your eyes do not read the lines, for it is a false reason,
because you see only her eyes there, and a memory of a passing night.

Here you are in the space between a faint light and darkness,
lamps were melting, to resolve in her hair
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- our steps and the color of sunset, and what has been lost from her fragrance.

- And like a gloomy sail your lost soul flow after darkness,

- you see her face as the stars’ brightness, hidden by an over hand.

- | cast the years burden while my head on her chest,

- shetook it up with her right hand to be close from her mouth.

- | believed that life without passion is but a faint story,

- and with that who made me crazy by her perfumed breaths,

- lam just a homeless clearing the way among men crowd to be ridiculed by eyes.

from .. Boredom

- Yesterday, there was passion, and there was ..... and there was, alas! Our memories,
- oh, our happiness, do you believe? And we were led by the evening star,

- inthat far road, with a thousand of intimate words and complains.

)
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- Boredom has creeped to your heart like the fall leaves,

- “I'love you” that was what you whispered? Was that a rattling of murmur
- in ayellow lofty tree, its shadow is threatened by the winter soul.

- Don’t look at me, for in your eyes | can see two icy clouds,

- brightening and creeping without a flame or a space.

- the hugging has been loosened on the eyelids, and destroyed the far way.

from .. An End

- She said: “I will love you until tears in my eyes get dried, and my weal ribs collapse.”
- Light up the road to another person, for all roads

- arethe same in the look of the homeless eye.

)
w

- “l'will love you” was a far call,

- it vanished with the times’ guffaw,

- leaving remains in the place’s darkness,

- with an echo coming from my far imagination.
- “l'will love you” or even “I will like weeping”

- like the wind howling in darkness.

- “I'will love you until ... | will” oh, echo

- Listen to the far clock, remains of resonance,

- you count its winding ticks, you may count until tomorrow,
- “l'will love you ....” Such liars are the lovers!

- “I'will love ...” yes you are right!

- Did you really forget the last meeting,

- did youreallydo...?
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- Was that love a short summer dream,
- covered by the winter snow?

64-from .. In the Dark Village

- Should | stay remembering her while she forgets me?

| spend my night at the death’s door while she enjoys sleeping?
Her eyes lower their lids on visions while my heart

keeps whispering among my ribs,

it keeps whispering readily the name of that who broke the vow.

- Let her love other than me to spend between his arms the whole day,
- and to see him in her dreams frowning or speaking about his passion,
for tomorrow his arms will get tired.

65-from .. Meeting and Meeting

It is not you whom the soul dreaming about,

nor the song which I like to chant.

- There was love that made your hands surround my waist,
- and made the lips come closer to the lips.

- Alonging fit as though stealing the souls,

- in eyes could be seen but its echo.

- We were done, and you said “I will never forget him”,

- while I murmured “I will meet someone other than her”.

- Yesterday, our meeting was too long that you yawned,

- and | saw boredom in your hands,

- seen in the dress when folded by your right hand,

- while your eyes were gazing in your left hand.

- We met ... was it the way the lovers meet,

- or might be only us who were miserable?

- Neither arms were waiting for me at the door,

- nor a heart that counts the seconds.

- We met? Was my longing as yearning to the sorrowful light,

- and to the faces in the vacant room, and to tea, steps and melodies?
- Itis not you whom the soul dreaming about,

- butitis the lost passion.

- the steps passing the light, moist, river, forenoon and the sail.

- Itis not you whom the soul dreaming about,
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but it is the waiting for meeting.
Waiting for that whom the soul dreaming about,
when it feels gloomy if the evening falls.

- Now, she is waiting for me,

confused turning her eyes around along the road.
Follow us ... for at the far river bank

- there s a sail which is passionately in love of clapping.
The unknown lover has called for you,

stretching his arms in a deep waiting.

66-from .. Was It Love

- Do you call what | am suffering of as a passion?

Or are getting crazy about hopes? Or love?

What is love? Is it weeping and smiling?

Or is it beating under the fired ribs, when time comes to meeting
- between our eyes, while you lower your looks,

- happy with my longing

- to a sky which may not water me,

- if I come to it to quench but a burning thirst.

- So many times, my broken heart has wished if only you could not response
- from far or near to my passion.

- Ah, if only you did not know from a lover

- which mouth had touch those lips,

- pouring out his complains sigh by sigh?

- But unfortunately | do not know the meaning of my question about her passion?
- lIs it some passion of hers, oh, her passion you would tell me?

-l envy the dancing light,

- when it is about to melt because of what it meets.

- If only my heart was a glance of that captive light,

- Was it love all that, tell me!

67- from .. The Third Meeting
- Your eyes reminded me about visions dropped in darkness,
- swimming blue in fog and pale smiling,
- your eyes’ lashes hold me but | shine when it dies.
- Who are you? My times will pass weaving it as a
- curtain,
-l wish it would be burned by your lips when firing strongly.
- Do not touch him, for you are a shadow that cannot penetrate the fort.
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68-from .. In the late Spring

In the gloomy evening, the abandoned cross and its frowning stones,

how far it is from your white feet’s flickering among the green grass,

like two stars have got away from orbit and the light has been spread in a space other
than its,

or two white butterflies have just awaken to steal the nectar from its hive!

You are in every darkness a meeting and a flame which its time is still to be waited.

69- from .. A Poetry Collection

A poetry book full with flirting has been wandering among virgins,
My hot breaths are roving on pages with love and hope.

If they see weeping and complaining on pages-

every one of them would ask about “whom is that you love?”

Their looks would fall on its pages, for between the lines they might find ecstasy,
which perhaps trembles the breasts sorrowfully, and be excited by the longing,
and my charming girl might read it and she said: “whom that do you love?”

| wish if only | were my poetry book, in order to leap from a chest to another.

Envying it | was about to say: “Oh poetry book, if only that who loved you be loving me!”
Is it the filled cup which you and | gain only the its lees,

and you obtain living forever while | get mortality?

| wish if only | were my poetry book, in order to leap from a chest to another.

6" from .. The Dawn of Peace Collection

70- from .. The Dawn of Peace

It is she whom my imagination predicted her yesterday,

in mirror her shadow travelled as a white iris in a stream,

and when the breeze of youth waved her velvet dress, her breasts

which their roll uncover a flame that pour out into the surroundings.

How many lovers have wished to quench from the light of her neck,

to feed her, when she frowned, with soul and hopes in her festival.

Oh that flower, her lover didn’t defend against the threats of her withering,
That who loved you, if he really did, he would be a fort that you be saved in.

Look at your mother stretching in dust on her back,
the hawks alternatively snatched her breasts and knocking out her eyes,
the doges licked her blood, and the worms ate her lips,
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- your wife has got bored while running among the ghosts of the hungry,
- she carried, while your shirt in a hand and the baby in the other,
- oryour daughter’s feeding nipple was seen stepped by shoes.

7" from .. The Wind Harp Collection

71-from .. The Revelation of the Moons
“I loved her though she is seven years older than me, because she has lightened the moons of
those seven years”

- Are still longing to be close to her,

- hey you without haste, for you are not among her companions,

- you have passed seven years busying with what you don’t know about her love.

- She has been told about your passion and she said: “Oh, lovers are too many!”

- Oh sad lover, are you still ignoring that she has fallen in love with someone other than

you,
- so what is your longing for?
- ltisill-gotten her dreamy sleeping, for how could she sleep while you couldn’t!

72-from .. Tomorrow | Would See Her
“Though you are seven years older than | am, | dared to send to you this sigh with one who
could read it to you, but woe! | don’t know if he could handed the message!”

| will see her tomorrow, am | to see her tomorrow,

and forget about being far from her or death may be the prevention?

| will see her and remember that | have been the near,

and forgetting that | was the thrown away homeless.

| will see her to shake off her the years the way the wind shakes off the dew coldness,
- and my age becomes the brother of hers, and the birthday equals the birthday,

for if she was informed about passion, my passion, she would bring near the loving
chanter.

73-from . . Her Hair Touched Mine

- She passed and her hair touched mine,

- and passion pervaded in my chest.

- She passed and | didn’t see her but a fresh piece of news,
- full of delights spreading in my heart.

- The heart has known her by her feet in the shadow,

and with her breaths perfumed.

| wish if only our hairs could hug each other,

in a contract that would not break forever.

or rather that fast steeping lady stopped,
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and kept stopping until the dooms day.

| complained to her from my passion and she smiled,

she softened when | read to her my poetry.

| call you by name though | haven’t known yours,

as a freeman becoming upset of prison.

Uncover your secret, or rather take things easy,

or rather | would be sorry if you uncover the mystery.

So, let the heart living fascinated and excited,

among the visions and flowers,

from their charms dressing your hair a suit of lights and delights.

74- from .. A Hunter Woman

Am | to forget Lubab, who when she is far away all people reminds me about Lubab,

a woman, other than she, has attracted her lover to her bed passionately,

a fascinating woman shows every part of her body that she asks to quench lustfully.

| walked after her and she walked after me; our souls wandered going and coming back,
a companion of her took her by arms, and she obeyed attractively and readily.

Then she came back enviously angry, | sacrificed my soul for an angry pretty woman,

| looked at her stretching her hand to hunt a butterfly, | got close to her,

Do you hunt butterflies, oh, it is enough for you to hunt yielding hearts?

Ask your eyes, if you like to know, didn’t they ask my heart and it yielded.

75-from .. A Revolution Against Eve

Oh, I am your enemy you proud woman,

whose devilish wine made the nations drunken.
You have obtained every devilish quality,

for nothing might be found inside you but sadness and regret.
Oh beloved, you are a torture to heart,

you broke it, and it gets broken to pieces.

And you, whatever kind of a bitch you are,

if the servants whish or do not wish.

They served your beauty, if only they could know
the impurity which is dressed in purity.

| have suspicions about every pretty woman,

or rather | accused them.

And | say it plainly, you are a whore,

even if my words make you angry.

You have destroyed falsely my heart in love,

so when, where or how could | revenge.

Women have been adored by people,
ignoring what is hidden in that idol.
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- It hides meanness in its pride,

- anditis no secret anymore.

- | suspectin every virgin appearing virgin,

- for she is accused with the opposite.

- | can say: though the face of the moon seen bright,
- butin deepitis darkness.

- You made my suspect about every love,

- and suspect about every woman.

- Assoon as | saw a woman | became

- a hate fire burning inside me.

- From every pretty woman | have got an insult,
- so when, where or how would | revenge.

76- from .. Between Contentment and Rage
- Oh Eve, if only your passion could continue,

or lasted at least until my wounds got cured.

Do not blame a poet for he has got no guilt,

accept his heart which started burning.

Blame that woman who betrayed his fellow,

by destroying him and left him sinking in sorrowfulness.
If you bestowed him satisfaction you might find with him satisfaction,
and if you tortured him he would revenge.

If you look forward with me for spirituality,

you will find it plenty.

If you look forward with me for lustfulness,

you will find it burning with fire.

- If you become loyal to me,

- you would be immortal in a verses of mine chanted all over the world.
- Butif you detest, my curse would follow you,

for it is devoted to the burning of detesters with fire.

77-from . . Between Body and Soul: The Beloved

- A pretty woman shows a pale face,

- butis still fascinating every wishing eye.

- Isaw her youth in its heyday,

- with crossing eyes and uninterested heart.

- She went on breaking her silence,

while her speechlessness is covered with breezes like a false morning.
- She didn’t know what pure or impure love,

but her ship could be seen by its captain.
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78- from . . Between Body and Soul: A Conversation
The lust poet:

- lam crazy about your yielding body’s charming parts,

- its pleasures are mixed with sins.

- Abody that became a taboo to me,

- while to the mean worms is not taboo.

-l will violate every known convention,

- and play the game of any illegal habit.

- And let me violate the curtain of virtue,

- and let me listen what my blood suggests.

The poet of soul:
- Alice refused neither to respond to my smiles,
- norto let my heart get enjoyment.
- Oh, her tender singing voice,
- which from | did not hear neither more delicate nor more tender chants.

The poet of lust:
- After an hour, | will be hurry to meet her,
- Didn’t you notice how | can make her involved.

The poet of soul:
- Oh your mercy, you didn’t leave to me a resort,
- if you are ambitious to be her companion.

79- from .. She Has Come

- She has come while breeze playing with her dress,
a youthfulness with two arms.

Her checks became reddish by its breaths,

and went back to quench from her saliva.

It went on to tickle her chest,

as though it intended to uncover hear nipples nude.
When she noticed her enviers fall dead,

passion makes her lovers die or live.

80- from . . The Curses: To the Inferno

- A virgin, when a foot treads her ways as though they are a sea,
it would sank the beaches to the sea bottom.

A valley of inferno as dark as a painless place,

the poet of A/mu 'rah asked it a forgiveness.

81-from .. The Curses: The Satan’s Laughter
- A female of mud is neither as beautiful as Eve
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nor as wide as heaven.

- A female whom Baghdad is her residence,

a charming woman among the drunken, and a fire neighbored by wood.
Lamya’, no enchantress murmured the name of Lamya’

as a song with gleeful words.

- Her dimples make the time of her smile longer,

- and makes the pale star stop still.

- A phantom is seen on a knife blade,

- turned over by my right hand, whether ecstatic or depressed.

- Lamya’ is a lustful fit in my chest,

- aflamed pleasure in the bloody bed of a prostitute.

- Alas! A shine of a poisoned knife in mind,

- alas! A snake with a dream killing cave,

alas! Half a virgin,

alas! A grave where I put my dead children’s ghosts in and dreams.
alas! A yard where worms play,

alas! a wipe I drive my sins’ horses with to my vices yard.
alas! a chariot of whores, alas!

a chariot immersed by the thirst blood.

alas! a weaving-wheel in the hand of chaos,

alas! Similarly a shameful dress is weaved by.

82-from .. The Curses: Lucifer Rage

- Didn’t you betray me, alas, you mean mad?

- Yes, you broke my vow and my youthfulness.

- Lamya’ is ecstatic by my wine cups,

- she makes love with a tyrant who has burned her nipples sucking.
Do not speak to me about her aiming to make me delighted,

alas! Where has passion gone when blood was moved by words?

8" from .. A Stranger at the Gulf Collection

83-from .. A stranger at the Gulf

- Yesterday, passing by the café, I heard you Iraq,

- and there was a sound of record disc,

- it was the face of my mother in darkness,

- her voice slipping with the vision until I yielded to sleep,

- and she is the date-palm trees which I scared of when the sunset falls,
- She is the old delouse with what she whispers about Hizaam,

- and how the grave was split open in front of the pretty ‘Afraa’,

- and he got her but without hair braid,

- oh Zahraa’, you remember,
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our bread-oven which flames the faces of those who seek warmness,

and the low talks of my aunt about the ancient kings,

behind a door which is as destiny,

locked on the women

by hands which are obeyed for whatever, just because they are the men’s,
didn’t you really remember? Didn’t you?

We were happily delighted,

with those sad stories, for they were the women’s ones.

84-from .. A Song in August

- Julyis dying while

Marjanah is still feeling cold,

she tries to say something but her breath fails her,
the night and the sever pig,

- night is misery!

- Oh Marjanah, is the bell tolling?

- and she tries to say but her breath fails her,
- “there are women at the door”,

- and she serves coffee,

- to women with shoulders covered with fur,
- the wolf is warming a female.

- July is dying and Marjanabh,
- sheis trying to get rid of the magic spells,
- while the night is stagnant with greenness.

85-from .. Suppression

When light spreads,

its brightness removes,
darkness from your face,

while the gloominess whispers,
its brown sighs.

- On your appearance,

your eyes occurring,

with the sadness of all ages,

all their festivals,

all their birthday parties,

- and the murmurs of sacrifices,
- with their flowers and wines.

- Light and darkness,

- asuperstition incurved on the stone.

- Then put out our lamp, put it out,
- and let us put out the bread-oven, burying our bread in it,
- 1in order not the stones
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repeat circling the legend of fire.

86-from . . Wedding in the Village

After a long waiting, it is a night of wedding.

Like a wheat farm in the evening,

breathing air from the virgins mouths,

when they dance around the bride,

they are chanting to Nawar, oh, Nawar be delighted.
Oh bride, you are as sweet as dew.

Oh fellows, Nawar will appear to us,

from her highs looking with disdain,

her freshness made her get rid of us,

aring or a bracelet and a palace built,

by the slaves bone,

Oh God, alas! She is from among those slaves.

The countryside has been empty when Nawar

undertook the young women carrying the jars,

go and ask her, oh, Nawar,

are you going to be a portion of the intervening foreigner,
to that whom you could hardly know him?

Oh, daughter of the countryside,

you are not fair to countryside,

for it has got aplenty of sons,

shouldn’t have you loved one of them?

For they knew you since childhood,

the way they knew the moon,

the way they have known the whisper of date-palm trees,
the way they have known the river bank,

or have known the rain,

and passion, oh Nawar!

87-from . . From Fokai’s Vision: 3- Facts as Fantasies

What do the dark eyes want from a man who picked up flowers of sin when he met them?

Or Eve’s asp with apples rewarded to me, and it was him who yesterday rewarded her
with apples?

What do the dark eyes want? They have got, if [ could forget, that which is unforgettable.
What happened to them that they replaced the owl with the pretty women faces that they
lost sense.

88- from . . The Last Day of the Tyrants

You asked me: did you see the stars,
did you see them before this evening,
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having such shininess and purity?

You asked me: did you see the stars,

- and the many times they appeared before this evening,
on a world splashed with blood,

blood of the poor and the honest.

You asked me: did you see the stars, appeared on our land while it was free,
for the first time?

Yes, for yesterday when I turned to look at you,

you were seen with a notion in your eyes,

and as the horizon is lighted with fire,

a prison is to be collapsed, while a new road is opened.

89-from .. To Jameelah Boherd

- Oh our weeping tortured sister,

your blooded limbs

are dripping in my heart and weeping there.

Is it earth? Or you who is screaming,

in your silence crowded by others.

Is it us or you who is giving birth,

for that what you give is more generous than birth.

- You are on the cross with tortured limbs,

- you are across darkness with tortured eyes.

- Oh what a crowd, from Whraan is coming to you,
a crowd shining with a burning sunset.

All people are coming to you from all nations,

- they beg you to give food,

to give security, bliss and health,

- while you are like a lofty tree,

- nothing was left to you by tyranny but the roots.

- Yesterday your folk have buried the Gods,

- Ishtar the mother of fertility, love and charity, that loving Goddess,
- she did not give,

- for she didn’t water by rain what you did from among the hearts of the poor.
- Oh our weeping tortured sister,

- your blooded limbs,

- are dripping in my heart to weep there,

- it never faced what you are facing, you are the Christ.

- Oh our sister, the mother of our children,

- oh you’re the ceiling of our deeds,

- oh you are a model peaked for our heroes.
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- Oh my noble sister,

- oh my killed sister,

- the shining tomorrow will be yours as you wish.
- Pains raised you over dust,

- over the peaks of clouds,

- to the level of Gods, as a giving Goddess,

- as alost breeze.

90- from . . July in Jeikoor

- And Ishtar kisses my mouth,

- as though in her mouth darkness covered me,
- and the shining died in my eyes,

- nothing was still there but I and the darkness.

91- from . . The Brothel

- Baghdad is a big whorehouse,

- Lawahith the singer is there,

- as aclock ticking on the wall,

- in the sitting room of a rail station.

- Oh a dead body stretched on dust,

- worms in it as a wave of flames and silk.

- The pretty women faces are all the face of Nahidah,
- my beloved whom her saliva is honey,

- my young girl which her buttocks as a mountain,
- while her breast is a little jar.

- And we, in Baghdad we are all made of mud,

- manipulated by the potter into a statue.

92- from .. An Ode to Rain

- Your eyes as two palm-trees thickets in the early dawn,
- or as two balconies from which the moon has gone away.
- Your eyes, when smiling, the grapevine bestows leaves,
- while lights are dancing as moons in the river,

- as though in their depth the stars beat.

- And they sink in a fog of transparent sorrow,

- like the see when covered by the hands of evening,

- showing the winter’s warmth and the fall’s shaking,

- and death, birthday, darkness, and light,

- to awaken the weeping shake filling my soul,

- as the child’s ecstasy when afraid from the moon,
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- as though the sky’s curve is sipping from the clouds,

- and a drop after drop it melts in rain,

- while the children are bursting into loud laughter among the grapevines,
- to tickle the sparrows’ silence on trees,

- chatting an Ode to Raining . . .

93- from .. A Rainless Town

- In the rooms of Ishtar,

- the pottery fireplaces stay fireless.

- Werove as strangers from a house to another,

- asking about her presents,

- we are hungry, alas! her hands are empty,

- and her eyes are merciless, they are as cold as gold,

- rainless brightening thundering clouds.

- We spent a year after year taking care of her.

- Our virgins are astonishingly sad about Ishtar,

- water is diminishing from her visage drop by drop,

- and a branch after a branch the grapevine withers.

- We look for you in darkness,

- for two breasts, for a nipple.

- How big is her horizontal chest, whereas her breast is a cloud.
- You heard our weeping and you saw how we die, so let us drink.
- We die while you, alas, mercilessly cruel.

94- from . . The Blind Prostitute

- The overtired guard passes by while the whores are exhausted,
- In their eyes’ iris, Alnoon’ is fluttering like a bird in a cage,

- on lips and foreheads,

- smiles are tottering, while the cosmetic dies fading out.

- They step with roar of laughter stumbling over eyes,

- as though the breast-naked women

- are limbs of stricken-down-soldier crowned with flowers.

- As if they are lust ladders too filled with gaps,

- which about to fall or becoming stone-remains.

! “alnoon s is the Arabic marker-letter of plural for females
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Carrions in disguise of paints, who saw them was about to deny

that childhood’s light was at time sparkling in them.

Like a river’s running water- or the morning might behold her steps,

in a grotto other than this, smiling to the breeze and sky.

- It was about to be denied that a crack has appeared through the paints
even before years of blood and sin,

was a mouth bursting into laughter, or chattering on naive stories,

A gunshot...then everything came to silence...to yell out with madness
It was a duck, so, then why she trembled? For what was it to be?
The hunter might be your father, but anyway you would eat your fill.
She ran quickly towards the river to meet her father

behind the hill reaping, he would be angry when seeing her.

getting no assistant but her, his day-time was passing without help.
Driven to swearing, she kept climbing the hill grieve-stricken.

Oh memories, why do you reecho with blindness and sleeplessness?
You don’t respite, for agony means to pass slowly.

It was beyond her knowledge to know how bloodstained he died.
He, the plant-ears and the evening.

That was her neighbor’s new name. If only she could see her!
Did she deserve such a name: Jasmine, and Jasmine?

I wish if only a porter could marry her, who could come back in the evening,
but a miserable one, other than she, told her long since,

about her home and two daughter, while sobbing

like a dark cloud warning of famine and prejudice.

His buttons sparkling on every single door’s lock,

like hungry eyeballs of wolves touring a wood after another.
As a hummer with nails his steps fasten the prostitutes’

doors until morning- for sins are not to be laid open.
Watching them with satisfied appetite, he keeps emitting

a song portraying the plant-ears, flowers and maidens.

- She keeps waiting for the morning, his arms with morning,

- embracing her daughters- listening to the dogs barking,

- to the wind howling as the dead and wailing like women taken captive,
- while the ghosts coming together from the holes of ruins and caverns,
- coming in hundreds and thousands from the graveyards and deserts.

Where has morning gone from darkness which she lives in without daytime,
without stars or candles or skylight and without fire?
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- Later, would you be full of fear to meet God or His Inferno?

- Oh, blind woman! Grave’s darkness is more lenient and endurable than yours.

- Oh, thee! A captive whom is profaned as a prey in the open air,

- turning head around at roads, but no way to flight?

- She feels deeply sorry for herself: What is she profaned for?

- The cat is sleeping nearby on the sofa . . . What is she profaned for?

- It dozes off sated, while she is starving, gathering from the wind

- the drunkards giggling reechos in the alleyways. The dogs’ yelp,

- while she counts the footfalls here and there: There he is,

- there he is coming- she cranes forward, he is about to ..... but gone.

- A clock strikes in a house ... what is she profaned for?

- Time, then, was over and the customers are leaving,

- the road was trodden by caravans and doges until morning,

- while starvation fed on her inside, the drunkards were leaving,

- they passed by her in the evening weaving

- adream for her and the decease.

- Her soul’s sinews and eye’s failures are the dream’s guise-

- now they have gone by.

- An old song insistently sounding inside her, an echo whispering: Oh, Saleemah, oh,
Saleemah!

- Human-beings’ eyes have all fallen asleep. Ah ! Then, who is going to put my heart to
sleep?

- Woe unto stupid men! Woe unto her, the blind!

- Why do they avoid meeting her?

- The reason is her eyes, leaving her behind for they know that

- she is blind? Why do they insist doing that stubbornly? Her eyeballs

- are more aware of what they lust after from prostitutes.

- She used to compel her broken soul to send a moony look,

- splashing men’s hearts, when they pant

- over her hired visage, sending drinks’ vapor, while screaming

- like the thunder in a wintery night.

- Oh, perhaps Jasmine’s jealousy and her venom is the reason of calamity,
- for it was she who helped me wearing make-up, anointing with powder

- aface which its sight has gone out.

- How does my make-up look?

- And how do I look?

- Arose! ... Amoon!.. A flash of light!

- Falsity ... The being all is untrue,

68



The world is calumny and lies.

Don’t be worried . . . for my blindness is not a one of sublimity and dignity,
for still I know how to guise my laugh shaking underneath my dress.

As of the wheats is your hue, daughter of the Arabs,

as dawn slipping down among the grape-arbors,

or as the Euphrates, appearing on its lineament earth’s gentleness and gold’s wildness.
I am an Arab; my nation’s blood

is of the best . . . as my father says.

Wow unto Iraq! Was it fair that you are paying in it

for your blind eyeball’s insomnia,

a price for a handful of oil from its copious sources?

Twenty years have passed, and you are still starving,

eating your sons. For thirst you drink

your nipples’ milk, bleeding from the embryo’s pharynx.

like a seeds planter,

who goes to pull up the roots,

because of his hunger, while neither the flowers bloomed though Spring arrived,
nor the wheat formed ears.

Without knowing, you sold life out by drudging for life,

see the times your son’s departure sacrificed to yours. You cut off

life’s an umbilical cord, tearing it down to braid another,

a life-rope to be hang on, you had sexual intercourse.

No fruits but tears you eat,

you burn the midnight oil, but no eyes, You scream, but no lips.
Tomorrow and yesterday . . . and a thousand of yesterdays- as though time
has swept your rights in it, past and future.

It kept running without limits between night and day, nothing is their but existence,
but darkness, and the customers bodies’ burden, and money.

No time, but a settee and bed, no space.

Why do you trail the sleepless wearily boring nights?

What does age mean to you? Days? Months? What about years?

95- from . . The Gravedigger

Alas! bodies of pretty woman, is it their fate that the horrible night
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- and earth worms to eat from them that which was the want of passion, alas! what a
disappointment.

- Many white dead bodies were not touched by a lover’s lips,

- was it fair that I longed to the phantom and I did not get my want

- but longing, while a thousand of female bodies are lying now under my feet.

- Was it fair that whenever my wishes flamed in my chest I couldn’t find money?

- Istill can hear about wars, so where are wars?

- where the horses’ toes, bombs and the victims’ are bodies spread on roads,

- in order to keep burying them until the desert is filled,

- and then to bury their bones on hills peaks and caves,

- as though the rattles of houses in the noon are tambourines’ banging,

- or become as the virgins’ footfall,

- dancing around me playing with castanets and swords.

- Oh! if only I could be there in order to fill with much flesh

- the hunger of graves and my hunger in a land where nobody is found in it

- but widows and virgins lacking men,

- so they were deflowered by the invaders drinking them to the lees as said.

- Istill can hear about wars, and let alone the war makers.

- And I step in the platform mud blotted with blood,

- preparing them in order to profane the many of breasts,

- I 'will bury the thrown child and lay the sad mother

- among the stones’ dust.

- I'will also insert my damned fingers into her breasts,

- while my panting is choking her and she could listen to its fire,

- to my heart hearing the whisper of money, her money, alas! What a shameful deed!

- I am not meaner than others, for I could find a reason, if I be cruel.

- The killers are to be blamed not the gravedigger,

- for it was them who colored the prostitutes to me with wine,

- for they were the famine, fires, slaughterers and weeping.

- and it is them who would leave my father and his blind aunt

- among the ruins disinterring the wrecks for bones,

- or examining the roots and panting because of tumors,

- while the stones are like blind eyeballs,

- and they would tie my feast to my sister’s hair in darkness.

- Did you think you would attack the town as the attackers do

- as invaders and buy it for what your hand possessed,

- aprice which is less than that of the crimson die on lips,

- or die on the nails which your eyes chased.

- They have left a shadow on the bed,

- those loosened arms with two flowers on the pillows,

- weaved by a hand with colored nails as two flowers
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- opening on the pillow like lips whispering

- amelody that may melt through sleeping,

- the shining of a delicious neck with a flame of a firing breath,

- while light is pouring out from eyelashes carrying fragrances,

- unrest like the lamp of a ship which is tempted by a playful girl,

- the shadows flattering in rest with the silk whispers,

- and the two nipples which I press over them lustfully with my chest,

- until I can feel them with my ribs, squeezing blood

- from flesh and blood by tight bends not hands,

- until they endlessly disappear in my chest,

- until they suck my blood leaving me loosened,

- on the bed,

- and they crane their necks,

- then we fall as two dead bodies,

- while the brightness of the stars and the reflection of light are still there.
- Rage, roaring, and then he calmed down dreaming about meeting,

- waiting for a door opens in darkness with a laughter followed by a strong odor,
- with two hands pulling the bed covers while loosening

- one of the curtains, then they go out to melt in the poor light,

- while imaginaries are clouded and then cleared by the appearing of two nipples,
- aface with pale visage appears with tight lips,

- and imaginaries are clouded and cleared while his eyes open,

- to see the graves.

9" from .. The Drowned Temple Collection
(published in 1962)

96- from Wafeeqah’s Window (1)

- The window of Wafeeqgah is in the village,

- appearing ecstatic on the yard,

- (as a sublime figure waiting the walk,

- and Christ) to encircle his tents.

- Oh that window of Wafeeqah is a tree,

- in the wakened morning breath,

- the eyes waiting at your spot.

- But Wafeeqah looks sorrowfully, from the bottom of her grave and waiting,
- he will pass from here while the river is whispering to him,

- as a shadow waving like a bell.

- It is a window which laughs shiningly, or might be a door opening in the wall,
- through it with odor wings,

71



- asoul runs away seeking light?

- Oh the stone of the heart ladder,

- oh the image of love and tenderness,

- oh aroad that mounts up to God,

- unless your existence the village might not smile to the breeze.

97- from . . Wafeeqah’s Window (2)

- Appear to us from above, for your window is

- as a sky feeling hungry,

- I saw it through the tears,

- as though I am a trembling blue boat,

- when it is split from your brown face,

- the way the shells split from Ishtar, walking from the foam in a dress,
- for there is greenness on river banks both.

- Asif I am a strange sea bird

- crossing the sea at sunset,

- to wander around your blue window,

- seeking a refuge near you,

- from a night that threatened him from both sides.
- But you didn’t open, if only what between us was a mere door,
- I 'would through myself at your window,

- to have a glance in your eyes.

- I represented your eyes as two holes,

- appearing mockingly from above at the world,

- as two opens on the bank of death,

- waving to what coming next,

- while your blue window,

- in a complete darkness,

- appears as a rope that is tightened to life in order not to die,
- Your lips to me are the most testy ones,

- and your house to me is the most loved one,

- and your past is more beautiful than my present,
- for it is the astonishing impossible.

- At the door the handsome prince stretched

- his arms to receive the coming woman:

- Oh my precious princess,

- my waiting has lasted the whole winter,

- so what was that patience and unfriendliness for?
- Far it is your coming back from a travel,

- Have you ever heard about a dead coming back?
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98- from .. Wafeeqah’s Gardens

- Wafeeqah has got,

- afarm in the underworld darkness,

- on it what the dead plant in a garden,

- where morning and night meet,

- with imagination and realism.

- She has got a green balcony,

- where Wafeeqah limbs on a bed made of the moon light,
- ofa greenish lily,

- in a tearful paleness but with a smile,

- itis like a horizon made of light and darkness,

- and of imagination and realism.

- What perfume from the ice perfumes

- you have spread by lips,

- among the garden’s shadows,

- oh, Wafeeqah?

- She is still watching a door at the sides of the garden,
- listening carefully to every whisper.

- There, among the branches something is sleeping,

- afragrance, if smelled by a dead he would yield,

- while his, old feeling sleeps and rest,

- and Wafeeqah,

- might be recalling a long memory which would send fragrances in her depths,
- to a nest among the tree lofty branches.

- Oh, and the dead are in silence like darkness,

- leaving her to pass away in peace,

- for she is keeping her secrets like a bud self-enfolded,
- and the garden, the night has gloomily tweeted in it,

- as a fountain’s perfume and wine,

- in imagination and realism.

- Oh Wafeegah, a trembling is there between your breasts,
- with weeping death coldness,

- while your lips pour forth,

- whispering perfume in the garden’s night.

99- from .. Unfamiliar Cloud
- The mean wage earner whore

- is more generous than my beloved,

- I came to her in the evening,
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- hugging her as though I hug a polar air
- flowing on the afternoon,

- kissing her empty eyes, as if I am Don Quasit in the late afternoon,
- running after his long shadow.

- Thugged from her a white corpse

- coffined from inside while her grave

- has gone far in her inside.

- T hold from it a silent stone,

- which attracts me to earth,

- Tlift it to kiss the Gemini.

- And the flame in my eyes eat the fire,

- if only what the beloved could feel

- the circling pain not the emptiness.

- I'would not be as strange as a cloud,

- which thunders until air is burnt.

100- from .. Nostalgic in Rome

- Your body yawns in my mind,

- and my veins get crazy,

- as a naked who slips forever.

- In the lusty night all my blood

- burns and explodes until it gets out of breath,

- while your mouth is kissed by a thousand mouth.
- In my mouth I feel it as hell,

- and then I yearn hankering after you.

- I feel your fragrance in me,

- it chants as a bell,

- and your body’s feast how wonderful it is,

- how delicious it is!

- Oh, you are the summer’s dawn when it is cold,
- oh, my winter’s warm, oh, the kisses I wished,

- which from them I suck life and death, keeping yesterday,
- yesterday is tomorrow.

- The moment comes back,

- how far it is your home and how far they are your eyes.
- Oceans,

- and mountains of blood frozen for an age,

- coming back for a while and I get crazy.

- I feel your fragrance in me,

- it chants as a bell.

101- from . . The Mother and the Lost Girl
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- Oh Sun, stand still and do not go to set which comes with the night
- Your beams like a thread of needles

- tightened to my daughter’s heart,

- and my house became full of my wounds

- and sighs.

- Oh my heart’s light and my consolation in hard times,

- oh my soul’s want, come back to me,

- for here it is my food,

- and this water is my hunger, take my flesh

- as food, oh, mother you are thirsty,

- then quench your thirst from my blood and come back for all have come back.
- And her fascinated mother was less tired with less fancies

- from that mother who did not know she had gone

- 1in a coffin.

- You are like the melting light in the night’s whirlpool,

- as adrop of coolness

- sipped by dust, while I am trembling from fear,

- asking every ghost in the night and every shadow.

- T ask every child, have you seen my daughter? Have you seen her? Or listened to her
footsteps?

- When I walk among the crowds,

- I remember her eyelashes as the minimum parts in her face,

- as the sunshine’s murmuring on the streams when sipping darkness

- while her forehead I could forever see it

- scattered among the beings, ah, if only I could see you gathered!

- And now you are at the magic youth in its hard juice,

- going deep in your veins to snap your breasts and mouth,

- while spreading fragrance around you,

- and your poor heart dreams confused between light and darkness

- about a thing if it comes true it would be death and ecstasy.

- You are in my mouth as an agony,
- and in my heart you are a light shined and faded and never returned back.

102- from .. The Phantom Town

- You are in the bottom of your deep seas,

- I dive to touch her but couldn’t because the rocks blocked me,
- cutting my hand veins, while asking for help “Ah Wafeeqah,
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- my companion, among the folk you are the nearest

- to earth-worms and darkness.”

- For ten years I have been walking to you, oh, late riser

- who sleeps with me behind her walls, sleeping in herself bed,
- and travelling has neither been ended

- nor the day was folded.

- You my late sleeping riser, you are a far town,

- with gates closed, where behind I stood waiting.

103- from .. She has Gone

- You had gone and after you the day became

- as asunset,

- as though the threads of light were drawn from the day, with roads covered in broken
shadows,

- and like it I have been broken, while south has been clouded in my mind,

- burdened by fall.

- Your eyeliner is as dark as darkness of fire

- set in your heart, from the breast buds

- and when I look at them, they say “you’re in fire”.

- Oh, that volcano of roses,

- oh, if only I could turn your eyes to the daylight,

- to the tomorrow which is hovering around my blood.

- Oh, that look which its poisonous wind wrench me away

- to that river’s green banks,

- which in I have drown, set fire in me! Extinguish the flames!

- Oh, you, that look which takes my heart eyes to heaven for a look,

- where bitterness plays the moon’s song.

104- from . . The Shades of Jeikoor

- Oh Jeikoor, Jeikoor, oh that farm of light,

- oh that stream of butterflies which we pursuit

- atnight, in the realm of dreams and moon,

- they outspread wings more moist than rain, at the beginning of summer.

- Oh you, a gate of legends, oh the gate of our birthday linked to the mother,

- from where did we come to you, from which fates have we come?

- From which darks have we come?

- and what ages we traveled cutting at night,

- until we came to you, we came from nothingness,

- or we came from a life which we forgot?

- Oh Jeikoor, touch my forehead, for it is burning, touch it with the date-palm trees’ leaves,
- and touch it with rich spikes.
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Has Jeikoor been there before Jeikoor real existence,

in the mind of Allah, in a fountain made of light?

Oh Jeikoor, spread the thin layer of shades and flowers.

Oh Jeikoor, bring to me back my age periods which I have lost,

the days of my amusement, and the days of my running after my horses.
Oh Jeikoor, gather my bones, and get my coffin rid

of its mud, and wash it with the stream’s flowing water,

for my heart was an open on fire.

I like the shades of Jeikoor, as though they sloped from its worn-out grave,
from my mother’s grave, whose ribs became tired, while her eyes,

from the land of Jeikoor, they take care of me and I do the same in return.

10

5- from . . The Satanic Poet

For the battle, you have carried your stain sword

shaking in a hand which is about to burn heaven,

because it wants to tear out the air by its firing lightening blood,
aiming at gathering the women all

in one woman her lips are blood on ice, while her idle tricky body
is a snake which if it walks on bed,

it does not want

to open the loopholes to let the light get in,

in order not to feel herself as a nothingness,

where I sank in its waves,

throwing me from a bank to another older.

10

6- from .. A Martyr’s Son

Have you ever seen a martyr mother

She threw aside his military costume, and spread it on the rope,

when she kissed it, the cloth trembled getting rid of the death coldness,
the coldness of graves’ darks.

107- from . . Jeikoor Became Old

She never got rid of dew from her grass peaks,

she never kissed the surrounding fog,

I came to her, while forenoon was spreading sunshine in every farm and surface.

Like wheat stems my heart ran towards her and like a bird going back nest at the sunset,
I wonder if my heart has returned back what he lost with every wound,

and with every smile?

Ah Jeikoor , you Jeikoor,

forenoon is not like late afternoon,

which is like a weak wing pulling out light!
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Oh Jeikoor, what happened to your huts to become so empty and gloomy, where the
shadow imprisoned its weeping in them.

Where, where have those girls gone who used to whisper among the date-palm trees,

whispering about a passion shining like strange stars,

drawing the trains of dresses colored by the summer moons,

or like fall’s suns at shadowing river bank,

while the lips are smiles of love and fear

of old women in the grave yard,

old women weave around the fireplace,

while sleepy and idleness, they tell

stories in empty houses about paradise

to their orphan grandsons,

while Jeikoor has become and old woman and youth has left her,

and her passion has become

ash shaking when they sigh.

108- from .. Burning

Even when I melt your stony body in my fire,

pulling out ice from your hands, there still between our eyes,
deserts of ice overtire the night traveler,

as though you are looking at me from hazes and moons.

Your naked body has been torn out,

And your breast has been torn out by my nails under the night ceiling,
everything of my flaming has been torn out without curtains

which might hide that which I loved in you,

as though I am sipping blood as salt from you, and he is still thirsty

that who drank from it, then where is your passion? Where has your naked heart gone?
I closed the night’s door on you, and then I hug the door

kissing in it my memories shadows and some of my secrets

while look for you in my fire,

but I neither meet you nor your ash in the flaming fire.

I will throw myself in its flames whenever it is absent or present,

and never come back.

I want you, so kill me in order I feel you,

and kill the stone,

with a flow of blood coming from you while you are burning without fire.

10"

- from .. Residence of Serfs Collection

(published in 1963)

109- from .. The Day Has Gone

The day has gone,
here its wick was going out to a fireless flaming horizon,
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- and you sat waiting the return of Sinbad,

- while with storms and thunders the sea roared behind you,

- “he would not come back”.

- The day has gone,

- so you should leave for he is not coming back,

- the horizon is forests of heavy clouds and thunders,

- which death is some of their fruits and some of the day ashes.

- The day has gone,

- as though your left wrist is prosperity,

- as though your left arm is prosperity with a lighthouse,

- at seaside of death which dreams about waiting for ships.

- The day has gone,

- Sinbad could not save your hair tresses from destruction,

- for they drank salty water which changed the blonde ones into white and gone,
- and the so many love messages

- became wet by water sinking in the flame of promises,

- and you sat waiting while your head was in dizziness full of thoughts.
- Oh Sinbad, aren’t you coming back?

- youthfulness is about to fade and the lilies are about to vanish from checks,
- so, when are you coming back?

- The sea is wide and empty, for nothing could be hear but roaring,

- while nothing appears but a trembling sail by the storms and the birds,
- and your heart is flowing over the water surface beating and waiting.

- The day has gone,

- then you should leave because the daylight has gone.

110- from .. The Sea’s Roaring and the Longings

- My heart wishes if only you could smash it, and if only its beats could smash your lips,
- your shoulders and breasts,

- and if only could take you from my firing sighs

- that yearning wind and deprivation, oh, my longing to your eyes,

- which if only they could pass

- with tears or a pity touch to my deprivation desert.

- My heart wishes if only you could smash it, and if only its beats could smash your lips,
- your shoulder and breasts,

- and if only it could denude you or blow you away or my yearnings have eaten you,

- and if only you have become its beats or blood, or a secret of its.

- If I have loved you the love that is harder than death

- and stronger than a volcano’s firing and the love that comes to me,
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- that happened because you are the light which uncover the blind darkness,

- and the youthfulness coming back to me as a sister or a mother coming back to me,
- you are my beloved whom I sacrifice for you and for your eyelids,

- and the clouds they have cleared away,

- and I sacrifice for the beats of your breasts

- on my heart.

111- from .. Take Me

- Take me to make me fly in the upper sky,

- take me as a song echo and a cloud guffaws,

- take me because the stones are depression,

- which tights my soul to the deep bottom of the sea,

- take more to be the light in your dark,

- and don’t leave me to the desert’s night.

- If you wish not to be to my fire

- the fuel, then be my fire,

- if you wish to get rid of my prison, then do not leave me unbound.
- Take me to your chest which is burdened

- with the years pains.

- Take me for I am unhappy,

- and don’t leave me on the road walking alone to the unknown,

- while my roads were threads of

- passion and love yearning to a house in Iraq.

- And if I come walking may roads have become a road

- leading to you as meter leads to a poem,

- alas! my hearts longing to you,

- alas! that road which led me to you.

- Don’t you know that I lusted you yesterday?

- I'smelt your dress even as

- aprisoner coming back home to smell its walls.

- Here is her chest and heart beating for wishes,

- tickled by fires of yearning to a travelling cloud,

- to the beloved land which would its corners spray

- their melted dew.

- Ilusted after you yesterday

- I'kissed the dress sleeve in the spot of her arms,

- Here it is her armpit, oh what a lament for that imagination cave!

- Do you love me? Do you feel shameful?

- Or pride might disguise in your yearning, as tough it didn’t leave behind but a pit smile?
- Do you feel pity for me or you feel compassion

- for your heart falling under the cross which is hanged in your pride stone?
- The dogs barking, scattering among the whispering of date-palm trees,
- awakening the old memories in my heart.
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112- from .. The Colored Beads Holder

- You did not give but colored beads and fog,

- not diving into a sea darkness or open loophole in the stone.

- The wind did not snatch your sails and the clouds,

- Your dress did not wear out for you offered her nothing but blood and agony,

- while she was in her prison behind the walls,

- in her prison she and he were in pain, poverty and strangeness.

- Ten years have passed and she is still watching

- her leaping children at morning,

- yielding to silence and leaving the play,

- because she restrain them in order to keep listening to your footstep, which flowers
budded

- nothing from them except your agonizing blood and emptiness.

113- from . . Job’s Book (5)

- Oh Lamee’ah, I remembered you while the darkness was ice and rains,
- London night has died in it, and so did the light breath.

- I'saw a woman like you and her hair was darks and rivers,

- while her eyes were as two fountains in a thickest of a poplar trees.

- I remembered your brown face,

- I remembered your hands shaking from dread and coldness,

- leaked by departure deserts and whipped by climate changes.

- I remembered your face’s paleness when the car’s horn blew,

- Telling about departure then I remembered my checks burning with tears,
- my heart shaking and my soul’s moaning to fill the space

- with the grave yards’ echo while the darkness was ice and rains.

114- from .. The Last Night

- My wife never put the light out for lest he might come back
- from travel in the night’s darks,

- kindling the fireplace, coldness

- is the evening and he likes warmth and telling stories.

11*- from . . Alchalabi® Daughter’s Balcony and Iqgbaal Collection
(published in 1965)

115- from .. Alchalabi Daughter’s Balcony

% ‘Alchalabi’ is a title of a high social rank
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- Thirty years have gone, | became matured, with much love and much passion

- glowing in my heart!

- But, whenever the thunder’s hands clapped,

- I stretched my sight watching; waiting for the Shanasheel’s radiance.

- limagined the Chalabi’s daughter coming to a date of mine.

- ldidn’t see her, but she has caught my fancy. My longings have gone with wind; vanities
- and a fruitless plant with no flowers.

116- from .. Waiting a Letter
- lremembered her and wept painfully,
- like water raises from the bottom of earth to leak to my eyes’ tears.

- And you are absence over the seas and you are lamentation

- and weeping raises from the heart like the sea rise,

- blood has frozen,

- and the throat chocked with sigh!

- lremembered you as whole of my souls, oh you are my heart’s warmth when night is
cold,

- ohyou are a garden under the stars light as a flowering existence.

- I remembered our mosquito-net swimming surrounded by

- amoon confused as a butterfly while the stars are over the stars.

- As though your body is a love boat filled with fragrances,

- Oh who beautiful you, where light slept and | slept in it.

- |l raised towards you while sleepiness is a weak breeze holding leaves

- totouch your hair while breasts die

- amoment and pant in the houses’ windows,

- where | meet you in their rooms to tighten your body is burning of fire.

- I want you lustfully to touch your mouth in a letter,

- | waited long but it has not come yet, while boats and ships are burning

- at Al-‘Ashar river bank with shadows panting,

- perhaps the wind might carry to them a letter from you.

- Why do you stint on some sheets, little ink and a silent pen movement?

- I am melting of a deadly passion, and | yearn to a letter from you.

117- from .. A Night in Paris

- You left and the light has withdrawn,

- | felt the sorrowful wintery night and weeping,

- pouring out as a water fall surrounded by a horizon of clouds.

- Nothing was left from you but a fragrance

82



III

weeping and nothing except the departure farewell “so long
You have left a twilight of flowers gathered in a bowel.

Dust has gone . .. while barking and howling was sounding in the night,
| hugged your hand palm : “so long!”,

“So long!”,

You left and light has withdrawn,

oh my friend, if only your promise were true,

if your promise were true to make Wafeeqah gets to her feet

from her grave, and my age could go back in years.

You come to Iraqg?

| would pave my heart as a road,

so walk on it, as though Ishtar has fallen on it from heaven,

to make spring flower and branches bud.

It is the late afternoon, and you in Jeikoor while the wind is pulling off
your gown, then take it off,

for light shouldn’t be covered!

While the thin boat swings us, and the stars spread in the sky.

A time, that no past to go back to it, and no tomorrow to advance

to, the stars fade away, and we, we are beloved and lover.

118- from..Ha..ha..hoh

You are sleeping now while the moon is full,

its songs are the breezes and flowering is its companion,
while in every lofty tree in the dreams’ realm,

you come across a lover.

| saw that whose dream if only could come true,

he would stretched a mouth to you,

surrounding your waist and get a wrist,

you were his sun,

and he wished to be burnt in you, for heart could be melted,
to be shown on your checks while the mouth is reddish,
and he eagerly sips and sips until he gets ecstatic.

And he saw a door of green myrtle,

he wished to get in the ecstatic realm,

in order to hunt a dream which might cross in your eyes,
but alas! He could never do.

119- from .. Love Me
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Not of my manners to deny the past we shared,

but no one of all the women | loved before loved me,

though | loved seven of them, no one was kind to me,

their hair hovered on me and carried me to China

in ships of their breasts odor making me sink in a sea of elusions and passions,

where | could pick up shells | imagined thinking of pearls, then | becoming shaded
with pigtails of tall date-palm tree,

where | could look among the shells heap for a pearl hoping that a shell might spring as
- a star.

For all those | loved before no one of them loved me,

| put them sitting in my imagination balconies where burning uncover

shades of their appearances, ah, there it is that one who sold me to an idiot

for money, and here is another because she is older than me or might be proud of her
beauty,

she saw me as non-fitted, she left me just like when the dew drinks the leaf,

it opened the bud of her example and let me smell her perfume,

yesterday | saw her waiting in a bus stop,

but | hurried my footsteps getting far from her not wishing to be near her,

this hag woman,

she had woes before | knew her, did she think that her beauty would win

in an age which has been ruined at the Wall of Babylon and the Phoenix has become
an ash having no power to raise again because it is still burning.

Another as though in her dimples magic could open

the eyes of the jasmine and ivy, she left me for a palace and car,

she left me to a husband whose status has been changed, for in the quarter

he was poor and used to read old newspapers at the house door mildly,

speaking to her about the past which passed while her heart was eaten by boredom.
And that one is my poetess, my poetess whom was my realm,

| drank poetry from her eyes and became ecstatic in her shadows,

she issued her poems to me, for all her past

and her youthfulness was waiting for me on a bank river where the moon hovers on it,
which birds get sleepy in its safe place and their sleepiness is sprayed by rain

And that who my roads have been differed from hers, we kept walking without meeting
- again, for the prison’s darks have swallowed her where she spent the night with a
candle,

she remembered me and wept but | did not weep her.

And at last,

oh my wife, who unless her, for she was my destiny that sickness deterred me as a

- drunker dead man.
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- And now here | am, all those whom | loved did not love me, while you are the pity | am
waiting.

- Ah, give me love and let me quench my heart,

- init you can stretch on my chest, and let me sleep on your breasts, oh,

- love me,

- forall those whom | loved no one of them loved me.

120- from .. And Tomorrow | Will Meet Her

- Tomorrow | will meet her,

- 1 'will tug her tightly and she would whisper to me:

- “oh, your mercy” while her eyes would say

- “tear out my breasts, and ah,

- drag my hips, and in the shaking of flame fold

- my back in a way as though the Arab Peninsula

- is pouring out on it the odor of its breeze”.

- And under my hand, between content and deny, shaking
- ahip would tremble,

- and there among her hair partings something would break out
- atickling fire, it is the date-palm trees leaves

- of my village which may tremble near the river

- their leaves fronds, and they would soften not knowing
- where to be ejaculated,

- and my fascinated mouth would wander

- asablind person looking for a road, standing there

- totouch her breasts

- shaking at the sides of her back,

- feeling cold as though they would be watered by dew.
- lwould meltin her when | meet her.

121- from.. A farewell Night
(to my faithful wife)
- Lock the door, for the world which is void of you
- would not deserve from me a look,
- you will go and | stay with a sigh,
- which I wish you have not known.
- Ah, if only you could know the meaning of seconds spent in a bed of blood,
- with two dead legs and a fever in the forehead,
- while darkness is eating my eyes, and my mouth sips it
- lost in an oasis behind the wall of the years,
- and wailing.
- And you feel the departure wires,
- thickened around a barren plain,
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going far in distance until that bay.

Ah, if only, as | was, you could be frank,

we would get rid of the heart wounds.

You might have seen some malice and some boredom,

another hair lock or a remain of a mouth,

which was planted in my life by a poetess,

whom | never loved her as | love you, oh, you the most precious blood mixed with my
blood.

It is just a memory, but you seem jealous and upset about a life | lived before we met,
and a passion | experienced before our passion.

Then, lock the door for tomorrow an airplane

may carry you with a love would stay in our blood.

122- from .. Songs of the Fairy Daughters

Your faithful lover’s mouth has just been touched by a smile,

for he saw a woman other than you,

or rather he saw you in her moist figure as flowers,

and her eyelashes and eyes have flamed passion in his sleepless eyes.

He saw you in her and so he lusted after you, if only he could have waited.

We sought the Sinbad ship lost in the sea,

until he came to an island which in shells were whispering,

whispering about a queen loved by the moon,

which freshness never be absent from it. The poet shouts out “take me to her realm”,
for I love her, because | am the moon, who has gotten crazy and committed suicide.

123- from .. My Mother’s Jeikoor

That is my mother though | come to her crippled,

| came to kiss her flowers and their water and dust,
to shake off them the nests and thickest.

Here | am at the forenoon was our meeting,

while the sun was on her lips breaking the shadows,
and pour out light.

Then, how am | to walk wandering in those green roads and nocking
the doors?

Questing water and a pottery jug comes to me full.
My halo was that or Wafeeqah or Igbaal,

nothing was left to me but names

of passion has passed as thunder in my sky,
without water.
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- Ah, if only the green years could come back again

- when we were still young, in order to kiss thrice and for four times.

- I would kiss the bud of death as a mouth of Wafeeqah,

- and | would take you, oh Igbaal, in a thundery night with wind and dark,
- holding my shaking lantern which from shadows are stretched,

- orshortened in that silence.

-l would hug you at the door, alas! How hard is departure!

Ah, but the boy has gone and lost.

124- from .. Um Kulthoom and the Memory

- Isip her voice while my soul sinks to the bottom,

- itinflames among my ribs

- assinging coming from a tongue of fire shouting | will forget her,

- forgetting my disaster when she left me and my pains melt,

- drinking her voice as though the water of Boeib stream quenches my thirst,.
- ldrink her voice as though a wedding boat and a moaning of flute

- isresponded by hand-drums sounds crossing my soul in a twilight of fire,
- while the shadow of tall Wafeeqah appears on it dark breathing out sighs.
- Clouds of perfumes and melodies are singing without strings.

- | sip her voice while it stays drawing in my imagination a line of trees

- where under | court a virgin with sighs.

- lremember her, and how | am (and her body has left on mine

- afragrance like warmth surrounding my ribs), to forget her?

- Would | forget her, would | forget her laugh shook my flesh and

- my nerves, and a hand that touched my face with her odor?

125- from .. How Happened That | Didn’t Love You

- How happened and I lost you in the crowd of my long days,

- leven never removed the dress from your breasts in a moony night.

- Oh, you are the fragrance of mulberries which | rolled my face in and in their brushwood
- Having it as a virgin’s perfume in your breasts.

- Ah my beauty, I lost you, and it is my unforgivable guilt,

- how happened and | didn’t love you, you the yeaning which came very late
- in a heart, which in you weren’t but flame in a fireplace.

- Your blond hair is shining today as a sun in my waist,

- And seen under your legs are, oh those lilies are

- hovering on your legs,

- Ah, how happened and I lost you, you are a fruitful tree of plums.
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Ah, if only my legs could be able to walk as they did yesterday,
| would go across the lands searching about you,

but the bridges

were cut by fates and the poet has died

in me while all the openings to dreaming have been closed.
Oh my beauty!

126- from .. A Breeze from the Tomb

From Jeikoor, the night’s breeze comes to me as sighs,

and it makes me weep,

for my mother puffed out in it yearnings and longings

breathed by her abandoned grave,

while her remaining grave whispers to me dust in arteries.

So many times | called in my sleepless nights and days,

oh mother, come to me to touch my leg and cure me.

Didn’t the wind carry to you across the night silence

the crying of your grandchildren from the valley coming up to the plain?

127- from .. Salwaa

| smell your night odor in your lazy accent,

calling me and inviting me

to the two breasts shaking under my hand while unfastening

the buttons of that shirt, to fill the night

with torches among the bowers of the orchards.

| see you in bed between night and dawn,

while the stars seen through the window, and the lamp beside the bed, are about
to be touched by sleepiness and you are the lily of the surroundings,
awakened by the roster’s shouting heard across the river.

And an echo whispers to me “Salwaa”,

which makes every comfort in my imagination uncover the lights around her,
while she is smiling.

She is the friend of every potent from Sodom with a pen in hand

to write in a newspaper that she loves lustfully,

she is two women in one who makes my blood flames.

And our neighboring girl is sleeping in a bed of silk and outward flowing

with a dress showing two mounting breasts, they shake

with dreams about a hand which its coldness press flames.
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- She has got from the virgin’s out breast a loose fragrance

- leaping to mix with the blowing of grass when it flows shaking.

- I hunted in the empty house sides

- the footsteps of Salwaa, then | loosened the curtain, oh what a fall
- of colors and cold ecstasy, while the flame is touching her,

- ittrembled every vein in her youthfulness whenever it nerves.

128- from .. Art and the Galaxy

- Unless my wife and her breasting out mood, my nerves would never collapse,
- and my legs would never retreat as a powerless thread,

- and | would never tremble for it pulls me to an abyss,

- and | would never depart from my loving people.

- Alas! What an unfortunate love leaving such pains,

- as though our lips met to draw from the kisses

- abedyousleptin it, sigh after sigh,

- and it was a walking stick you walked with, and then you fell heavily like a stone,
- asif the wall’s stones between us

- standing supported by kisses tightened by clay

- for ages or as seven years of disaster.

- But | yearn, then shall | go back tomorrow to my family?

- Yes | will go back, | go back not to her but to Geilaan®.

129- from..A Letter

- Aletter from you the heart was about to kiss, unless the ribs that prevent it from
leaping,

- aletter which in roses were flaming and the oranges lightening,

- butit carried a perfume which made my soul ecstatic when we spent a night watching
the stars,

- in a thickest of tobacco smoke | plant and a perfume leaked from you.

- Your green letter came like the date-palm tree leaves,

- orrather it brought life, breezes and rain.

- Oh that talk of yours about Alaa’ which it stings her,

- when she asks about Daddy, doesn’t it become comfortable?

- lam about to hear her, in spite of the roaring Guelf under its foams.

- lam about to kiss her checks and gather them

- in myarms

- asthough | am nocking at a door,

*The poet’s son
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and you open
while the curtains cover our shadows.

130- from .. Iqbaal and the Night

Oh mother of Geilaan, would you at the night cast a look

towards the Guelf, which in you could depict me cutting the darks alone.
Unless you were there, life wouldn’t make me love home.

You made me love the dusks of life swept by the day-light flaming.

Then, why do you lock the door in unfruitful reply,

which arrived the town while darkness was falling and the day-light has gone?
Oh Igbaal, stretch your hands to me from the darks and desert,

to touch my wounds and wipe them with love and tenderness,

| think about you not about myself, your love has died in its forenoon,
and time has folded the carpet of your wedding, while the boy was in his
vigor age.

131- from .. Layla

Bring your eyes closer to me without ignorance and let me look at my passions’
phantom.

| will kiss your eye-pupils as though kissing the silvery moon in water,

oh Layla, you are my passion which in time was spent and was about to fall by sickness.
As a mother, her tenderness has covered me and cured my heart and limbs,

my sister whose reputation was mine and her purity a crown that | was proud of.

| knew her, thus | knew God from near as though in her eyes was my road as night-
traveler.

Layla was my passion, fate and poetry,

the soul which is the dearer than my soul, wishes and lifetime.

Her plait held my passion as though it is a river’s waves,

carrying it towards the far sky.

Oh how nice was our love, the love of Kutheir and the craziness of Qeiys4.

Tobacco is my desert where | could be lost around its sad pillows,

where we could build two tents from sorrowfulness.

Oh Layla, someone called Layla and so a reveler was ecstatically harried in heart.

Oh Layla, come on to cross the desert in a sweet moony night putting hand in hand of
- whom we love,

where in the distance a song could sound, where a heart whispers to the sand under our
feet.

* Kutheir and Qeiys two ancient Arabic poets were well known for getting mad in love.
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- And we, you and |, walk until we get tired,

- Water is my want, alas, isn’t there in this desert but echo and mud,

- while the desert bursts in roaring water behind the rocks’ mouth,

- and | keep quenching you from water by my hand until you are satisfied,

- while | guench your echo until you are pleased.

- Do you remember our first meeting at every dawn,

- and our departure in every evening when the circle

- of the sun melts in the ancient sea?

- You came to me while an aroma of a lily coming across the road; oh, what a perfume
that was,

- and when you left darkness fell in my heart to put out the silvery light of the moon,

- as though my soul was departing from me, and | left by sea,

- meantime | kept the whole night dreaming about the lilies and the perfume,

- and your dress was whispering and roaring,

- where it raised sinking a thousand of lilies and silk dress.

12" - from The Presents Collection
(published in 1974)

132- from .. His Own Sister’s Killer

Alas Layla! That is enough, you are looking to my hand, what you could see but the pure

blood,

- your blood covered with a scream “oh you killer, what was my fault?”

- Come back for the darkness has faded and the coffin of stars has walked over my
eyelids,

- gather your bones and be dressed with a coffin which should be fit for me and the killer.

- Ohsister, | say it and my mouth is full with sighs their fire burns my words,

- oh sister, your voice never leaves me calling my blood to be buried in darks,

- for wherever | turn my eyes | see a yellowish hand pulling me to nothingness,

-l am about to feel touching my check with ice and filling my blood with effectiveness!

- He seduced you by the shining of much gold, causing your feelings sank in gold,

- which awakened in you deficiency of a palace surrounded by a high title,

- when you saw your brother’s blood sold so cheap and extorted from his lungs,

- seeing your purity as contemptible, so the values used to be formed by lying were
smashed.

- lam about ... about to hear her raising very slowly her songs’

- words creep like worms and their rhymes as cold as a grave,

- heard as a poisonous knife trembling in a hand of a suicide committer, with meanings

- like a child sucking the breast of a lustful adulterous woman backed up by her lover.
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- Afemale whose heart is inflamed by pearls and diamonds phantom,

taking the woman by hand to a dream of beautifying her neck with gold,
seeing behind her tears a horizon where her kisses are seen as a shooting star,
and as a beauty swaggering in silk on a throne of souls standing there.

| came while he was sitting on his sofa ecstatic with laughter and wine,

in order when my father’s revenge raises, my hand opens the mouth of a grave,

the miserable shouted: “Are you killing me?” If only your sister in her graves could know
- that disgrace is your crown, then, ask him about the hand that crowned it with the

- - pure pearls.

133- from .. The Gift

- llove you to a degree that | may be cruel in love and my ribs bleeding,

| love you to a degree that makes meeting full of yearnings and the wide horizon

- - becomes narrower,

- Then, what am | going to award you in the day of meeting, and what at the day of
departure,

will you be pleased with what is purchased by my collapse which is denied by passion?

| will award you a song like the town’s breeze when it receives the caravan,
- what I sing to you while the | hear nothing but rattles in the throat and a fire storming?

| will award you life from my arms and a pure laughter from my heart,

| will award you the light of the naked lofty tree taken from the clouds frowning,

| will award you that which never makes you ash on the grandstand of a thundering
storm,

| will award you a realm full of tranquility with a crowd of stars,

to sleep in and awaken without worries about the unknown tomorrow,

and with no fearing from the lack of bread, or from being profaned, or being old.
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Indignation
Indignation
Indignation
Indignation
Indignation

Quintet....
Quintet....

Quintet....
Quintet....
Quintet....

Kiss of the Wooden Horse
What Grandmas said, Could be true!

Alas! Pandora Has brought the Jar!
Sorrow Never be washed By Sea Waves
Breaking the Vow, But!
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