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A rose. Everything brings us together:


Her face, her name, her fragrance,


And her bleeding petals,


Here she is breaking in the wind of her days.


I do not, said she, wish thy fragrance to pursue my winds.








Images and languages,


In the areas I have attended,


In the dust I have known,


Gush forth from her fragrance,


In the glossary of her surviving vestiges.
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In the twilight orbit, we entered –


We reflected in the last rays of the sun, nothing but


The last rays of the sun: weary


Roses, entering the twilight.








Take my hand, and be tender


Ye who departs!
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She has passed by. Shall I follow her?


Shall I turn around? Love’s flute is olden,


And there’s no lyre in my hand.








She has passed by, the light and the night 


Have passed by, and rooms and pillows


Have slipped away from her hands –





How and whence shall I come to her?
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Often did I imagine that


I was dangling upon death’s neck,


But the neck of fantasy


Resembled motherhood – 


It drew my head towards itself.








I am no child,


And I try not to be the child I one was.








The star of death


Shines in the shade,


Between my path and me.
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She can see with the night of her mirrors, I can see with my blood;


It’s as if we were firebrand within firebrand.


The ink of a song leads us when we go too far, and the song is


A poem the rain has scribbled on the notebook of the earth.








The wind doth know that we belong with its pollen,


For, unless we love, trees will not fructify.
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This is our age –


No future, no aftertime


Before the fields are sown, the time of harvest comes.








O my confidant,


When, how, and wherefrom will


The stars that whisper to you


Instill in us 


Of the wisdom of their skies


The wisdom they have acquired? 
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The night had from the shaft of a star descended


And barefoot it came


To visit the bed in which I had once slept,


And gently touch the coverlet.








All it could find was a yarn


Childhood had woven


To pull off the sky


And wake the sun.
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Humans are of humour savage; they encroach upon


One another, being prompted by evil aggression.


Wars in which the soul of bitterness melts,


Whilst the mean and the ignoble grow fleshier.








I like something Al-Uheimar 1 said,


It is noble, enchanting and prophetic:


“A wolf has howled and I, in its howls,


Took comfort. A man has cried, and I nearly took to flight.”
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 Enter! Do not enter!


That is the forest


Every space within it has handed its book to the sand.








Enter! Do not enter!


Is there a string between you and the rock?


Is this trickle in your stride a wound?











That is the forest


Isles for the wind, birds


Of every feather,


And globetrotting dolls.


Do not enter! Enter!
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A trace – are those gazelles that have passed? Or are they wind convoys?


Nothing 


In the house has changed: the candle is in the lantern, and every 


Book


In its place,


And the notebook, that notebook, lies in a box


Where it is its wont to lie. But


What did she say to the house? Why


Did she not choose some other time so that I could sit down


And talk to her?


And why did she depart?











Voices I can almost touch


And I wonder: why can I not understand them?
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Soft, rich,


And of distant signals is this snare-


It billows, it twirls


Around the mind and the soul and around their whims.














A snare- whose origin is a herb


In the sky, and verse


That our wounds have immersed


In the fragrance of the orbs.
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They commemorate their dead. Swords


Carry the bier. Dancing


And weeping that resembles the wind’s gasps. Their shrouds


Are silken, and the tombs are mansions.








They consummate life – paths


That extend at times, recur at other times,


And there is no way out.








With them sits poverty drunk – out of weariness or exasperation


And prays as they taught it


For the misery they are accustomed to –


For the springs of their pains


That flow silent due to the peaks of exhaustion.
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I was born of a nature whose ankle was not irrigated


With dust, a nature whose lineage remains unknown.


I revolve within the orb of meaning – my companions


Being the sand of speech, anger, and the ink of refusal,


My face is extraterrestrial, my steps are despair as scribbled


By my thunderclouds, and my scope is conceit and dalliance.
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It is the dream. It clothes me with the clemency of its sky,


It is my path,


And the earth in whose name I build.














Accidentally,


The waves have endowed me with their shape


And taught me to derive my infatuation from my self


Thus we have become as though we were a multiple oneness


I question them, and they inquire me about my self.
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Tell this dust to lie down, and imagine


That your face is a woman’s face –





Say to her:


Teach me how to descend the gloomy stairs and join you,


I journey in a hole


And I associate myself with a shade,


Or with a water drop,


And I sing the cubicles of your nakedness – I sing their parlors


And their things,


And I sing their extinguished lanterns.
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Those are our days


Fleeting like rivulets,


They flow at times,


And they wax niggard, at other times-


Thus their innards and lineament grow pale.














Those are our days-


The snow is their firth


And the clouds their source.
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It is the wind now arresting your stride,


The skyline detaining your eyes,


And the wound is stone-blind:


Black chains in dead times.











Languid and indolent, the light has descended


From the sun, its heights, its knees have bumped into


The remains of the candles,


Upon them it has fallen in pain,


And the morn has lost its keys.














The cunning of those skies is no longer arcane.
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If only this pain were


Pagan, if only it would drag the stars on their backs,


Repose in a blessed black stone,


And pray for


The deserts, and pray for the oases and the gazelles in them,


If only of fronds it would make 


A hut and thither take shelter,


And love papers in which the book, the pen


And its prayer niche, would return for shelter.
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How could I not notice the waters of Quweiq


As they recited what the deserts had inscribed?


Is this why


I have not said that between poems and deserts there are


Genies that mix their breath with the winds?


Since my childhood days, there have lingered images of genies in my fancy,


Images I took from the book of heaven – I pursued their traces 


In the holes of distances, I queried the stream of Quweiq


And queried its brooks;


I investigated the water jars; I questioned the jars


And hearkened – it seemed to me that I was listening to the genies


Reading their verses


And it seemed to me that


We confided in one another: they received my secrets, and I theirs.
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In a bright evening, I liked the river Quweiq’s company;


Together we strolled,


And I looked at the infant moon, it was running with the river,


Grabbing the water – asking about its face.








Its face was a stone, said the two banks.


The water escaped through the moon’s hands, it slumbered,


And two eyeballs reposed on its chest.

















- U -














O, old man within myself, sing! Of childhood sing – rose, lavender,


Basil, daffodil, oleander flowers,


And jugs of every wine.











And O ye old man,


The earth is still being folded like your robe, the bewildered she-camel has not yet arrived, and poesy is like passion:


Chained are its hands,


And staggery its steps.
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Many a time it seemed to me


That, on my way to join her,


I was talking to everything;


I could see every single thing


Blossom, hearken, open its welcoming arms,


And whisper to its neighbours; I could see that all things


Were, like myself, closing their eyelids to protect her.
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Cities that remain as they were when first built: victims


Praising their executioner,


Polishing his swords,


And their chroniclers setting down in their records:


He followed in the steps of his ancestors,


And never deviated from the Prophetic ways.











Cities that are still as they were when first built, still in ruins:


Folks who pour out the homeland


In bowls, and array their armies around the bowls –


A cook in rapture


And an eater charmed.
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Asking after me, she wrote saying:


“Take my hand, and give me your hands,


Come back to my face, and turn my face towards you.”
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For those who sing to silence the first ode,


For the black stones upon the heads, for a night


Through whose windows planets seek their dreams, for a memory


That, in the eyelids, has carried its fire,














I breathe these poems from the a whale’s belly


And for silence prepare another ode.
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I have withdrawn my stride from what in Aleppo was inscribed:


Here are my paths, and this is the country’s end,


I depart, I penetrate into my wound and into my speech,


As though my home were a burden on my heart.











My passion is in the desert of dissidence detained,


And yonder, consoling it, is my fire, and that is my hand.


I drag my age soaked in its wine,


Tucked in the winds of God,


This is my shrine, and this, the country’s beginning.
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The remnants of his dream have left vestiges on his face,


Tatters of his limbs can be felt in his songs.


Around him the earth has shrunk and has grown too narrow for


his feet, and the skyline too narrow for his eyelashes.
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I hearken –


The poem, the city, and the road say to me:


Nay, the seat is for you inauspicious,


And no place of exile is worthy of your stature.
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