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A Woman of Ashes

Introduction

. The keﬁ’j:; appreciating Hassan Tawfik as a
poet is to see as the revolutionary in more senses
than one and to sense his devotion 1o poetrK; He is
always the revolutionary, a poet through and through.

Like the surrealist poets, in spirit not in form,
he sees the world beyond the strict rules of
complacent ratlonahtg; he loves woman as a symbol
of salvation; he shatters the piacid facade of
submissive acceptance of things as they are in order to
reveal a deeper truth beyound.

He is revolutionary in senmsibility like the
surrealists who adopted a break with rationality as a
result of their Trevolution against hypocritical
bourgeois values and the miserable state of t e world
that fell as a result of mechanically subscribing io
rules of reason and the subsequent atrocitics of the
firtst worid War. Like them, he =ifempts 10
revolutionize human experience. However. his revor,
1S more 1n theme than in form.

Tawfik is also revolutionary in two senses: the
Arab nationalist and the human fighter for a better
future for man. As a poet of the Arabs, he harbours a
deep belief in Arab nationalism (Nasserist) within his
belief in the unity of humanity without any trace of
the chauvinist since he grounds this sensibility into
the larger human experience embracing mankind. He
witnessed the mise of the Arab giant in the 1960’s and
its subsequent fall. However, he refuses defeat, loss of
identity, and alienation, still within a wide humanistic
approach. The disastrous current conditions of the

o



A Woman of Ashes

Arab world and the frustration it creates haunt his
mind and heart.

This is a revolutionary sense against the static
state of the homeland. The political or ideological
nature of modem Arabic poetry is always detected 1n
his work. However, as a true revolutionary in spirit he
is always the optimist like the romantics and his idol
the poet Ibrahim Nagy, which also reveals the
incorrigible romantic undemeath his modernist
approach.

He calls himself Magnoon Al-Arab (the
madman of the Arabs) (also a title of one of his poetry
collections). He is the Qais (the typical poet/lover of
traditional Arabic poetry) and the revolutionary
reljltiacung banal rationality and defeatist complacency.
This madman poet is his poetic persona and several of
his poems include the persona of Simnbad, the
legendary Arab traveller of the Arabian Nights.
Sinbad here turns into a mythical character that makes
a journey in search of ontological realities.

Consistent to his vision, his love for woran is
also a symbolic representation of the love of
homeland and the greater home, earth. Still woman ig
herself as well, th@cbeloved of the mad poet. As Louis
Aragon said in his Le fou d’Elsa, T tmagine Tawfik
also saying “L’avenir de I’homme, c’est la femme.
Elle est la couleur de son dme.” (Woman is the future
of man. She 1s the colour of his soul.)

Our poet started publishing his work with the
nineteen sixties generation of poets in Egypt. He
belongs to the second wave of the pioneers of the
modem Arabic poefry tradition of the mid-twentieth
century. The first wave of Salah Abdel Saboor, Badr
Shakir al-Sayyab, and Nazik al-Mala’ika, among
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others, was followed by other waves that deeply
entrenched the new genre of free verse.

Tawiik, foliowingl the footsteps of the pioneers
of le vers libre, broke the old moulds of strict meter
and expressed the nmew idiom as well as the lived
experience of anxiety and alienation. This included
the longing for travel and the journey, both the
internal and external. There is the rejection of the
banal reality and a journey into mythological space
with longing for the unknown and innovation.

His poetry is characterized by the use of
heterometric lines, u‘retgular thyme schemes and the
use of a single type of feet as a basic dpl‘OSOdlC unit
instead of whole metres. The poem depends on a
particular foot which goes in tune with variations of
other feet. The basic foot stays prominent to give the
poem unity of form.

Thus, he still includes some conventions of
classical Arabic poetry, so that no complete rupture
would take place. There are still elements that
unite the two, and the Free Verse Movement of
his generation did not eatail a clean break with the
conventions of classical Arabic poetry. The distance
from the classic poetry is large but not unbridgeable;
he and his generation rather innovate in experience,
sensibility and vision.

The reason for not going so far adopting a
modemist approach in form and resorting for example
to grose poetry and the complete freedom from form
and order is that he believes that poetry loses 1its
identity if it relinquishes music.

_This is where translation becomes difficult or
even impossible. The music of the poem is a major
component of the meaning. It is a problem for all
translation of poetry but it becomes even more
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intractable when the poet sees form and theme as
almost one. The translator attempts to convey a
portion of this musicality in a very limited way and
the reader of the translafed text has to keep in mind
that any rendering of a poem in another language
other than that in which it was born gives just an

approximation of the original.
Biographical Notes:

Hassan Tawfik was born in Cairo on 31
August 19435.

At the secon school, he was influenced by
both teachers of Arabic and English—the first
an accomplished poet, Kamal Nash’at; the
other presented him with a large collection of
poems of T. S. Eliot, W. B. Yeats, W. H.
Auden and Louis MacNeice. The school
hibrary quenched his thirst for the Arabic
Moderm Poetry Movement. There he read the

ioneers of the Movement: Salah Abdel

aboor, Badr Shakir al-Sayyab, and Nazik al-
Mala’ika; in addition to the great modern
romantic Ibrahim Nagy.

In 1965, he obtained his B. A, of Arts in
Arabic Literature from Cairo University.
During his year of academic studies he was
further encouraged to pursue his poetry
mterests.

While still a university student, he started to
engage actively in journalism. This gave him a
better chance to rub shoulders with numerous
journalists, poets and other intellectuals, which
elped him mature out of his romantic cocoon.
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He engaged as well in different intellectnal
activities in the rich context of the 1960’s,
which further shaped his poetic sensibility.

In 1963, his poems started to find their way to
publishing in the Cairene Poetry Magazine
amidst welcoming encouragement o
prominent critics of the 1960s.

In 1966, he set off to write his M. A. thesis on
the modern poetry pioneer, the Iragi poet, Badr
Shakir al-Sayyab, Fro_ducmg a thorough
influential study of this poet which has become
a classic in this field.

After graduation from the university, he
worked as office manager for Salah Abdel
Saboor, who was then the head of the General
Eggfpt Book Organisation Publishing Dept.,

and as editor in the Modern Thought magazine,
which gave him a day-to-day experience with
this pioneer of Arabic poetry and other great
EEﬂyptlan intellectuals such as the renowned
philosophy scholars Zaki Naguib Mahmoud
and Fuad Zakarayia.

In 1969, his first poetry collection Blood in the
Garden was published.

In 1970, he published his first book on poetry,
Trends of Modern Free Verse.

For thirty years, he was head of the cultural
section of the Qatari newspaper, Al-Raya, after
which he returned home, to t, to retire in
2009 and confined his time to literary writings.

In 1990, he was awarded the State
Encouragement Award for Poetry for his

_ collection Waiting for the Imminent.
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In 1991, he was awarded the Best Poem Award
from Al-Babteen Creativity Foundation for his
poem “Sinbad and the New Joumney™.

He has beer member of the Egypt Liter.
Society since 1966 and the Association o
Egyptian Writers since its establishment.

Some of his poems were translated into
English, Spanish, Russian and Ukrainian.

He visited several Arab countries and
Fart_ICI ated in their poetry forums and

estivals. Moreover, as a part of the activities
of the UNESCO project A Bookina
Newspaper he visited several European
countries. He also visited Japan, met with some
J apl:_ﬂnese poets and wrote about this experience
in his travel book.

Internet access of the poet’s work is available
at the following addresses:

www.magnoonalarab.com

magnoonalarab.maktoobblog.com
hassané6.elaphblog.com

Poetry Collections:

1969 Blood in the Gardens.

1971 I love to Say No.

1974 Poems in Love.

1978 When Love Turns into a Sword.
1989 Waiting for the Imminent.

—
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—~ 1989 The Deluge Story from Noah tu
the Pirate.

- 1989 Her Face is an Endless Poem.

- 1991 What Sinbad Saw.

- 1996 Laila in Love with Laila.

- 1999 In Love with Two: Toshka and
Tamanrasset.

- 2004 Betrayed by Baghdad.

- 2005 The Rose of Sunrise.

— 2008 [ Love You, Human.

- - A Dream Blossoming in the
Rocks. (Not published yet]

S — ] No Place for Martyrs. [Not
published yet]
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What Sinbad saw

Stay, heart, I say, with friend, family, and folk!

Still a tedious flow drags the heart on thoms that
poke.

I hold fast to my sorrow and the glow of a dying
dream.

1 remember those voyages

when in the reflection of my face, mirrored by the
waves,

I used to see _
the face of Sinbad, my own.
How I loved to journey in the heart of danger!

How I used to sing and explore fiery flames amidst
mounts of ashes.

DR
Dreary pangs pricking my heart,
1 see a burning glow and no fire.
Dawns keep coming in tedious routine.
1 see people rising at break of day just to go
hither and thither.
Their creepy smiles hide venom in their wet recesses.
Homely, comely ... dreary, weary.
Groaning daybreaks roam among them, moaning.
O

=
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Wrapped in its transparent blue shaw!.

the sea, again, beckons to me.

The wind summons me: Time to go!

Courage, heart, I say; bear the night of departure!

Don’t say goodbye! Head for the sea! Start the thrill
again!

Unleash the dormant yearning!
Hoist the sails of the dream!
Embrace your crave to discover!
Leave behind the labyrinths of your sleepless nights!
A well teeming with stories will sweetly flow,
telling of a lover whose boat of destiny he can row.
7 R
Winds rend the ship from side to side

amidst whales with jaws that frighten fear .. boundless
sea .. no end.

No tears in my eyes ... No, no cry ..
though terror sucks my veins dry ...
No tears in my eyes ... searching for safe shores ..

chills, chattering teeth, barbarous cold, impenetrable
dark of the night.

The fighting soul refuses to surrender, seeking
land, the glory of man.
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A floating log, O God, my whole life, in the water, is
clinging.

A wave, replete with songbird hymns,
carries me in its bosom, oh ecstasy!
A glittering star, far away, emerges in the night.
Another wave with rancour pushes still another.
War of pale-faced waves erupts.
A sea of graves of waves craves for me.
Is that enough—what I see?
pralesd
Land looms at last. Land, an island.
Prostrate on the sand weak in limb and bone,
bodies floating on shallow water near me,

hvlith my own eyes, 1 see the monstrous sea feeding on
em.

Around me on the ground, I see, treasures .. gold and
bounty .. sparkling diamonds.

Snakes extinguish lives of victims, and then lie in
lethargy.

_ SDCR
Egg of the roc, I see.
The ghoul devouring live prey with rabid attack,
roasting human flesh on the embers.
No screams of protest from the victim, accepting
ordained fate to save the others;
Gold scattered around unheeded, unvalued.
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Steps of the ghoul approaching;

In the well of my sorrows, I hide.
Unable to restrain myself, I break out:

My country .. where are you, my friends, family, and
folks?

Look! Treasures of the earth are thrown about with no
value and no meaning ...

Where are you, my loved ones?
Love is all that remains.
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Children

ey
Rain pouring sheets of steel, falling lava,
a child is plodding beneath,
in the heart of a city unaware of impending red death.
Rain amputating a child’s limb,
a toy lying by the child;
His toy, no doubt!
It is not in his hand.
He won’t have it again.
He will be forgotten by mother and other children,
To be gobbled hungrily by the gaping earth that will
digest him,
before the dawn of green age.
@)
Barefoot, the child treads
roads in the heart of debilitated Cairo.
Sad face, or is it hate, suppressed anger.
He is not looking for a toy;
1o, not looking for a shelter, a hole in the wall.
He's looking for a crust of bread.
He’s looking for a drop of water, a caring heart.

=i
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ragging his feet tifl nightfall,
he collapses in the dark
on a mud-splotched pavement
(3)

Black child treading the white snow in the heart of
New York,

huildger nibbling at his heart, body shuddering with
cold.

Towering buildings pierce the sky.

He extends tiny hands,

picking the garbage cans,

searching for scraps,

leftovers of dwellers in the white towering buildings,
hoping for a sip of wine in a bottle bottom

to help him survive to see what to-morrow hides.

@
A child with a burning flame in the eye
gushing loathing of self and world
learns how to manufacture death.
Waking up at night,
he leaves his tent, his room,
eager to gain the bliss of God’s heaven,
longing for death,
the road to God’s paradise,
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God’s paradise glitiering with martyrs.
This is what he wishes for.

He detonates death ... shreds of flesh in a sea of
blood,

bodies scattered on mute pavements.

The murderer .. a child deluded into believing

Paradise a haven for gangs of murderers,

a dancing hall for the antics of the ignorant.
)

In the old days, I used to say,

My heart is a lost child

longing to see father, mother, light.

Now, alas, I see my heart

a spring of tears gushing from among the rocks.

a spring of tears hidden by a sun of faise hope.
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Cursed Locusts

Like locusts, they came from the desert,

dimwits in masks woven with threads of hypocrisy
and quackery.

From caves of the past, they surged out into the open.
They picked everything even the bodies of the dead.

Surging forward in swarms to alight on the green
fields of the homeland,

they snatched bread from the mouths of the poor,
giving them nstead illusions and bankrupt promises,
throwing them into whirls of plight,

bestowing on each a key to the gates of Paradise,

a key to ward off pangs of hunger and muddy
homelessness.

E L T
After a hard toiling day,
the simple peasants lay down

under a dull night overflowing, like a water bag, with
discord,

bloated with crows croaking,

suffocated with fires spreading out everywhere,
scorched with black strife,

vioiated with chaos and the odour of grief,
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{:rowded with packs of bandits carving up the green
and.

rtrhﬁ green land has been usurped and no one put up a
ight

in the age of the cursed locusts that came to take
revenge.
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No place for martyrs

The martyrs washed the streets of Egypt, offered their
gifts to the Jand and departed.

Then came vagabonds, liars, quacks, and murderers.
They mobilized hordes of the ignorant,
hid flashing daggers and what acts they committed,

sharpened their voices and darted to the streets of
Egypt

to loot the bounty of victory.

As if the glowing embers did not kindle a revolution.

As if the embers set fire to trees and buried them in
the desert,

buried the names of martyrs;
and we all plunged in the depths.

*kHk

A barbarous voice mocks the land that loves the
spectrum of colours:

“Hate thy neighbour .. cast away neighbourly
bond.

Plant evil in thy heart; gain absolution in the
beyond.

Surrender your head to me '
to protect from the sword if I will.
Or leave this home to me.
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Keep away thy filth.
Good news, the brothers have come”.

One beast .. two beasts, a whole herd disguised in the
skin of rabbits or deer.

Woe to the free souls who dare proceed to the square.
Fedke ok

Despair spills on the zround and people slip on

crushed hopes.

Horror knocks at the doors.

Horror comes in, separating us from the loved ones
and ourselves.

Who amongst us dare look for the stolen joy?
*ok
You, who have not been scorched by fire
while you see homes around you afire,
stretch your body on your bed .. Sleep soundly.
Don’t listen to the volley of the brothers’ bullets.
Don’t listen to the voices of freedom.
Or wake up to watch at will
how the devil does his pilgrimage.
#kk
In a time that threatens woe,

The martyrs washed the streets of Egypt, offered their
gifts to the land and departed.

The necithogrs stayed up all niélht in bewilderment,
differed and jumped at one another’s throats.

Greater horror than this is yet to come!
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A song to the Danube
and the Sava

(Dedicated to the great orientalist Rade Bogovic)

The Danube and the Sava meet in the music of joyful
waves.

Above the two rivers, my thirsty soul flutters,

travelling between them, chanting a song of love
celebrating music.

I contemplate swarms of pigeons hovering around,
meeting in peaceful air,

War atrocities escape their memory.

They do not know what the NATO did .. do not know
who slew the trees.

They do not know who came to set the white houses
ablaze.

They do not know who dropped bombs between the
Danube and the Sava sometime ago.

They do not know the meaning of man killing man.
They do only know water and grass.

L 23

The Danube and the Sava meet and unite in love in
total peace.

On the banks, processions of lovers proceed.
I hear tunes of tender kisses and the music of longing.
All rivers on green earth are speckled with lovers.
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All rivers survive in peace.

The Nile in Egypt sings its way from Ethiopia through
Sudan.

No one dares stop the river ﬂow.

All nnvers pass without customs clearance or identity
papers.

All rivers have fallen in love with the beauty of
freedom.

This is known to all lovers, all wise minds.
This 1s what the revolutionaries know,

what Guevara knows,

what Tito, Nehru, Nasser know,

what Neruda, Elua.td, Mayakovsky know,
what Ivo Andri¢ and Nagunib Mahfouz know.
But this is what murderers do not know,
what Bin Laden never knew,

what the NATO does not know.

ey

O lovers of the Danube and the Sava,

.. sing to the banks of love.

O lovers of rivers here and there, everywhere,
sing to the beauty of freedom.

Rise against despotic rule of man, and say, to war,
No!
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Nocturnal adventures
(To the people of Chile and the miners of San Jose)

My heart resides in my chest, but—sometimes—I
look for it,

when I feel lonely,

melting with grief or love in sleepless nights.

I keep asking myself, where has it gone—my heart?
How did it sneak out through the ribs at night?

I am sinking amidst waves of fear, worry,
bewilderment, horror.

The night stretches long, then a letup and relief.

I see a star, a glimmer of light in the pitch-black night.
Lseea n_igll;t bird assured by the company of the
distant light.

I get a glimpse of my heart ..

in the night, flying, lonely and happy.

In the night, I see it flying afar.

I see my heart with the miners emerging from the
belly of the mine,

from the heart of death.

Drunken flowers blossom and wings of good news
flutter.

A real miracle has happened,
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life coming out of death.
Pablo Neruda rises from death.
Salvador Allende rises;

Chile rises.

A child runs towards his father emerging from the
earth’s entrails.

A husband hugs his wife.

Families meet, old and young, men and women,
harmonious rhythm and elation for all.

My heart dances to the music of human celebration.
It kisses Neruda,

shakes hands with Allende,

flutters with joy for Chile’s communion of love.

It sees cities enjoying love and life reciprocating with
laughter.

Tt sees other cities ummersed in hate.
It sees the Bastille

extending its prison walls across the earth and along
the Nile.

It sees fear deified treading the earth.

My heart weeps like a lonely child.

It sees the Buddha chanting a song in the Ornent,
but no one hears in the stormy dark night.

The heart keeps hovering in the air.

It flies off to Oslo,

hears knocking at doors,
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sees walls collapsing in the Doll’s House,
kisses Ibsen’s forehead,

shakes hands with children of the Vikings,
flies away turning into a speck of light,

of the aurora with enchanting colours,

turns 1nto a speck of love pulsating in the vast
COSIMOS.

My heart resides in my chest, but—sometimes—I
look for it.

It is in my chest.
It is everywhere where man lives.

N
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Sea and Foam

Floating foam filters through the fingers of the sand
in a flash, it is gone.

Other waves keep coming, begging the dozing sand
for a few more moments of life

to revel in its whiteness and experience the universe.

Does it know that the dozing sand may shed a few
tears?

But no, never,... it never hears.

Above the waves, white seagulls are hovering,

beaks of cursed hunger keep them lingering

under an overcast sky with clouds collecting

the howling sea in the vast space bellowing.
Relentless, unfaltering it never asks what for?

But the sea remains beloved by all people of all races,
all colours and all tastes.

It embraces their bodies on the breathless waves,

glvmg them hope he’ll reveal the secrets of the
epths,

making my heart and their hearts ache with longing.
Thus, all rush to the sea,

throwing life agonies on its shoulder.

Some hope to stay end enjoy.
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Some uare deluded.

Some hang by a struw,

by algae through which sharks may dart.
The sea, the monster, haggles,

and turther lures and seduces.

Then chianges heart and, all of a sudden,
throw - their bodies to float in the wind,
and land beside floating foams

on putled-up dozing sand.

Is anywing left but stern-raced rocks everywhere?
Rocks that are nothing but tears
hardened by despair and

cast by the wind on the shores!
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Mirage

Lacking for your presence,

I turn into a body ravaged by desire,

a ball of fire in the form of a wild hawk,
hunting by night, craving

an eternal flight.

Why does this fire die

when, with all female coyness and fertile land
promises,

you come in?

Is it because I love to have dreams that I don’t wish
come true?

Or is it because you’re but a mirage which I know for
what it is when it is close by?

I know then water is just an absolute illusion
in the midst of expanding blazing deserts.

I swing on the rope of my iliusions dying for a touch
of a cool breeze,

dying for a covering shade of a passing cloud.
Nothing do I see but a rocky face

with false colours petrified.

I try to close my eyes against crucifying deceit,
against a deceptive rhythmic tune.
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I keep negotiating ghosts approaching from every
side.

Hours, days, years overcome me,
coming out from all prisons of the universe,
they slow down or hurry up.
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A woman of ashes

A woman of ashes

L%odks out of her window with a graceful but hollow
Ys

looks in her fantasies for a dense cloud to float over
her stained land.

She suddenly sees a cloud wrapped in black,
but vain,
generous with unwanted thunder and lighting,
but no rain.
e sdede
A woman of ashes
with an icy heart that can’t love or be loved; can’t

>

escaping the flow of words of fiery passions,
cold ice resenting the thaw of warm tenderness,
rejecting all manners of language as useless.
But to gain what is desired,
it doesn’t mind silence, preparing for new steps
that move backward to the irretrievable past.
*ekk
A woman of ashes
wishes to cast off her despair to taste the joy of life,
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desiring to erase the black she sees;

but she is treading a field of mines, thorns and
seditions,

running away, every night, from a killer to take refuge
in the protection of a killer.

A woman? ... no, the homeland!
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Stranger

You sing for a sweet world,

and I see myself a stranger to you,

no taste of ecstasy in my soul

as if [ were walking in a jungle of thorns,
as 1f you were not relaxing beside me.
The whole world is nothing but ashes of a fire
scattered everywhere.

As if I were not close to you.

Dark tedium haunts me.

surrounds me and

nests in the still air,

expecting my imminent tears.

But I do notcry ... 1 donotlaugh ... Idonot do
anything.

I remain a prisoner in a cell.
Molten tedium numbs desires.
I try to free myself ... be a drunkard in an inn,
a discoverer roaming forests,
hopping on embers of wasted fire.

And the rematns of times standing bare in the
wilderness.

Suddenly, I come back to myself
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to see myself close to you.

Butlthcse are unknown to me—the gardens of your
soul.

Question shower my soul and I see myself a stranger
to you.

I didn’t draw pictures of your eyes.

I didn’t get drunk on the blooming roses of your lips.
My thirsty soul didn’t discover other than

a neighing body stretching in the stillness of the air,
the vacant space breathed in by dark tedium.

Sing as you wish for your sweet world.

Decorated with falsehood, our world loses the feeling
of ecstasy.
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Lost goal!

Every time we two meet, we stay thus—two!
We shake hands or embrace to be one,

but we are still two.

Only the fear of loss keeps us together.

I look around me—nothing but heaps of scorched
bodies,

isolated 1slands, only tied together by the fear of a
raging sea.

White sails keep breaking .. the inside collides with
the outside.

I go back to you ... run away from the din .. to you.
I gaze at the body map of entangled branches.

I smell a blossom.

I pluck a fruit from a branch,

But I don’t know what heaves in your mind.

%ldon’t know what taste of colours or tunes you soul
as.

I don’t know what world of whims to expect.
So, we remain two,
sharing nothing but worries crowded in our eyes.

Our time together is but wounds only soothed by
words.

Then you go. Your steps fade away,
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and in my loneliness I look for you with the
tenderness of a bird in love,

but scorching heat hits me.

Were you really with me, or was I deceiving myself?
Was [ sitting with delusion reflected in my glass?
You were never with me .. T didn’t see you.

(W8]
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Longing

Hidden longing lives in our eyes.
We are afraid to see it; the mirror to reflect it.
We always try to forget it.
" to run away from it; but how?
Longing entrenched in the heart.
It appears sometimes in a sad tear or a sigh.
It may move on from lip to lips.
Longing undeclared except in lines on paper.

tBut we may splinter or disperse or look around with
ear

when we see it.
We may cry in self-pity when we see ourselves in it.
So we hide it, camouflage it,
in the innermost interstices, tightly sealed.

Back to our forlorn existence, we live the solitariness
of former lovers.

But longing is there again popping up
With a touch of a hand, the glance of an eye,
in love's whispers.
ool

Hidden longing
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Shadows of footsteps of a crazy poet fall on a
scorched desert,

Jameel longing for a glance, a smile of the beloved
Bothayna.

Janr moans.

Escaping desolation are Lorca, Nazim, Eluard,
Aragon,

hidden longing livhig in their eyes

for absent faces tuking forms of flowers, birds or
melodies, :

coming from the remotest parts, fluttering
in the realm of dreams.
Longing for letters that do not arrive ...

“Does the long night of lovers’ longing have a
morning?”’ B

Its moming faces a dead-end.
Lornging for streets under rain or crowded

virlith people under the rain meeting us, we meeting
them :

with blossoming hearts and whispering faces .,
smiling lips. ‘

ek

4

Longing that longs for a language to be born with us,
pulsating in us,

nfizser abandoning us, if we live it, quenching our
thirst.
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What a marvellous parlance, if we took care of it, how
marvellous we are!

Hidden longing
In their eyes .. in our eyes .. hidden longing.




o
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Dead embers

Bird songs open the window of my heart.

Beams of light filter through.

Roses flutter and dance on their boughs.

Clouds linger combing locks of their hair

before the distant mirrors of the sky.

I see Elysian Fields stretch ahead, a doting lover,
a noble face.

Beauty fascinates me; my heart is born again, young
and vigorous.

Old yearning breeds new fledglings.

But suddenly I hear thunder casting threats on the
new buds.

My soul burst out, in its loneliness, crying.
b 22

The bird songs were my mates and my surrounding
morn.

How did these songs change? Who changed them?

How did the moming roses stop dancing to the music
of the light? Who troubled them?

How did the river of my longing tendemess frecze?
Ice engulfs fledgling hopes.

Where did it come from?

Bird songs crash on thunder’s blind rocks.
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It is thunder. How did it dare to slit open the forehead
of the sky?

Kk
Faces look in and faces go father away.

A woman disappears and another appears.

No ditference is there between steps moving closer or
moving away.

Different words make no difference as if talk is just
moving sands .. no solid ground.

Embers suggest a difference, but they are
extinguished.

Longing pierces the bosom of the morn. A woman
disappears.

Another ap(Fcars .. no difference other than cosmetic
powder and delusive perfumes.

Waves gush forth, throwing clams, throwing refuse on
the sand.

But I can’t see a pearl!

By
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Lovers of the world, sing!

Lovers of the world, sing together for freedom!
Let the light in; bring down the wall; welcome joy in.
Remove fear with the debris and say: No,
in the face of the tyrants of humanity.
#okk
Lovers of the world hold hands and sing!
Climb with the poor the mountain of sacred hopes.
Make fun of the quackery and all sly frauds,
those whose world is expanding on a sick day,
a sick day when barbarous steps proliferate.
Let’s always fix the unhinged time,
open vast horizons for silver-lined dreams.
Don’t succumb to numb deluding sleep.
Kindle people’s longing for a magic land.
So we can meet and never say goodbye,

move forward farther and father from deceptive
ghostly realms.

We’ll keep walking, keep walking,

live some days and then lose ourselves in the
forgotten times.

But the memory of embracing joy remains.
Lovers of the world, sing now!
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Since we woke up to breathe in a fragrance

other than that cursed smell; .

since we learned the language of bloody resistance
amidst raging fires,

we have learned, each one of us

that safe roads are for cowards only.

We raced on fiery roads to meet sad earth

to kiss its soil in tenderness lulling the souls of
roartyrs _
to shelter light, to shelter love.
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Sunset on the sea

On the seashore, the day drags the last of its numb
crumbs.

A tired sun leans on the water trying hard to stay,
but in vain ..

It falls in the sea in shrouds of waves that advance
absent-mindedly.

Near the meeting point between sea and sun, a
blackish shadow like ghosts of the drowned 1s born.

It stretches and broadens until it besieges my soul. [
moan until I see faces of friends loomung there.

We loiter together trying to fight grief, or we chat to
screen off the scene.

The next day, the sun is resurrected.
I say to that who knocks at the door:
Where are the friends?

The friends went apart yesterday!!

I fasten my heart in my chest, write down my address
in a note in my pocket and go out.

I chase away my silence with a song which my
friends used to sing.

In the afternoon, I go to the seashore where I see the
sun relentlessly scorching the face of the earth.

Embers of the sun’s heat singe the swimmers and the
lo;tef:irers on the beach, blenders in the crowd and
misfits.
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The salt n the sea is fierce; fieccer 1s the salt in the
heart. It whispers in my soul then rages and declares
the absence of tender sweetness.

{ call out to the swimmers and loiterers on the beach:
you are being killed.

Don’t you ask why? Then, have fun, you faces
disappearing in the fog.

[ busy myself playing crazily «ith seashells.
[ say to my soul while feeling some rocks:

“Take off! So, you do not see another living body
falling dead!”

[ am overcome by sleepiness, an old—new adversary
that I can’t see.

One morning, my folks will haste to tell my friends:
“He gave in despite the songs,

.. his place has become vacant for another to occupy”.
Some friends will burst out crying and say:

“lqu saw him singing yesterday, watching a star in the
sky.”

The place will remain.

The morming sun will be born again

to sink in the sea and rise the next day, but he will not.
He lies there in the rocky land

to turn, at a certain time, into a piece of rock

thrown around at the hands of boys

on seashores, but

life will remain,
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l_:en?%iving its cycle with lust, generously generating
1tse

to care for the birth of its children, but

despite what we see,

hungry people will remain,

turning the happy faces of surfeited gluttons pale.

Singing to the surfeited gluttons, the hungry will
remain.

At night, all open their closed windows only to waken
their chagrin.

People of the earth keep fighting one another until
they collapse by its debris.

A wretched man calls another screaming:

“Why do we, while on earth, only sink in its mire?”
But love songs will remain

to glorify, despite all the agonies of life, life.
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From the window of your eyes

From the window of your eyes, a long-forgotten river
flows again

into the heart of the hearts of forests.
[ wander through them with longing .. guided by love.
I quench my thirst with honey and sip wine

flowing, dispersing bad memories and frightening
ghosts of the dark.

So I can come back to you like a nesting bird.

sk
Through the window of your eyes, sweet breeze wafts
wrapped in auroral threads and jasmine fragrance.

I liberate myself from myself and, with yearning, sail
the night sea

to meet your sun singing on the beautiful shore.
With glee, I come closer to the warmth of the sun.
I shake off the ghosts of despair.

From the window of your eyes, I look. I see a more
wondrous world.

I see myself rejuvenated.
My longings blossom in splendour.

I see you beside me a jewel proving splendid the craft
of the Maker.
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{ see the world an oasis of love shaded by embracing

boughs
from which I make a garland for those who love.
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Confessions of an onlooker

Only a glimpse of a man’s shadow and scattered
autumn leaves did I see.

It was a wasteland, and he was walking with closed
eyes so he can see what’s not seen.

On the head 1s a garland of thorns—a booby trap,

on the gown traces of torture, lickings of a hell of
whips,

on the knee a bleeding wound without bandages.
He walks assuredly with lustrous certitude in the eyes.

The earth was a wasteland teeming with soldiers and
spears when

with distracted spirit, he cried out: why did you let the
people and me down,

leaving right further alienated?

Why did you shun me, leaving me nothing but the
pulse of my grief?

Why did you, the loved One, forget the miserable,

let peg,petrators of evil usurp and poison the river
water?

Why do you flood the earth with tyrants?

Why do you let crows occupy the sky?
sk

I didn’t see but the shadow of a man in chains.
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Is he Akhenaton walking through the vestibules of the
crisis,

searching for the river of love to instil life in his
homeland?

Or is it Goddess Ishtar meditating by the ruins of a
temple?

Is it the Buddha coming back to earth hiding his tears
from seeing eyes?

Is it Jesus back on earth roaming on the roads to
Golgotha?

Is it grief flowing in Muhammad’s heart?
In the dark, I couldn’t tell; I was lacking for sleep;

lI)couldn’t catch a glimpse of more than a man rolling
y.

I can’t tell. All I know is that I was in the balcony at
night watching the street!
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A dream blossoming in rock!

How many times my eyes thirsted for your eyes .. and
you were still near!

How many times I hid from you .. my tear!

Fear that I might whisper alone one cvening: [ was ..
you were ..

We were a universe exploding with universe-making
ecstasy.

We were a green time outside all time.
You laugh and music springs in my soul.

decdeoke
My days now are nothing but
colliding ships tossed by a sea of grief,
days of desolate features .. lost .. void of meaning.
They deprive me of the ability to dream or wish.
All walls stand before me like prison railings
surrounding a stabbed dream.

The dream is but a young boy trembling with faltering
steps on 4 rocky night

where ghosts of suspicions dance their antics with
mute steps.

What can a man wish for before reckless whips of
repression?

What can be the dream of a man trying to avoid
falling in a well?

55



A Woman of Ashes
My beloved, how [ feared

that paradise might push me in hell and that my dream
might be hit by a hurricane.

How I feared drifting in the current away from you.
I know I hid my fear from your eyes.

I used to hold your hands with the eagerness of thirst
for water.

I always try to throw my grief like firewood in the fire
of oblivion. :

So we can together create a universe exploding with
universe-making ecstasy.

HdE

My eyes thirst now for you.

My eyes thirst now for the flowers that dance in your
words.

My hand thirsts for the silk of your hands.

%Viy kc;ars thirst now for the music emanating from your
o0ks,

thirsting for the sweet rhythmic echo of your steps
when we walk.

We used to hurry up or slow down embracing all
things.

My eyes thirst now for you .. for all radiance.

My soul thirsts for the welcoming countenance of the
river, loving and beloved,

for bare trees and tall trees,

for sunsets in slow steps and the steps of lovers on the
bridge,
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for the features of their faces and hand-holding on the
roads,

for the dew of roaming dreams and the faint tunes of
kisses.

My soul thirsts for you, treasure of all magic and
a rose made of light growing in my life.
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I will not betray the trees

A horse of fire neighing ... it is high time we
departed.

Adieu, land where monsters chase away all its
children.

No safety for anyone even the dead.
Adieu, every road I walked on, every alley,
Adieu, every passing beauty.

Adieu reluctantly. The dream has not been lost; the
heart is still beating.

Adieu, adieu... I left the loved ones without a hug.
But, I will not betray the trees.

kR

I part with kin and friend to travel in the night alone,
listening to the moaning boughs.

They cry their pains to the distant sky:

We strive to bear fruits ... only to see them grabbed
by thieves,

then snatched from them by looters.

We stand crucified by the sun, stretching cooling
branches overhead.

Ishtar is delirious asking: is this the field? Where is
the harvest? Where is the vine?

Peasants sowed the seeds and harvested nothing but
grief and fatigue.
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The young ones are thirsty and falling asleep, with
hunger gnawing at their stomachs.

We are gone and so are the Arabs.

Gone also is the harvest into the bellies of looters.
& ko

So far apart are we

with splintering distances between you and me,
yet I sense in my depths, you are close.

I almost smell your fragrance in the air.

I sip your melodious voice in nocturnal prayer.
When your heart lights up my heart,

My heart sings and I know I’m alive.

I close my eyes to see floating images of Babylonian
faces all around me.

The dare singing, creating over the distance a glorious
world,

whispering: love is your home. Come home!
sk
Gardens of Babylon are destined to raging fire,
but they always restore their lovely youthful attire.
Since we parted, I have been missing you,
the beats of my loving heart luiling my soul
with memories that numb its pain.
Whispering, 1 say, if I go back I'll wonder why I left.

The cauterizing answer hits me: to run away from the
beloved!
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Why did you lose direction .. hide your face with
decertful newspapers?

Why did you bear the nights of homeless dispersion
to run breathlessly after fragments of pale clouds?

As if you have never tasted a drop of the Nile water or
of the tears of the Euphrates!
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Kitten at night

Kitten wakes up at night, quietly draws close.
Sits on my hat for a while then mews.

With the palm of my hand, I feel the silvery fur,
enchanted by sliver that throbs with life.

Lips murmuring .. supplications,

aching longing for a lover’s embrace.

Kitten coming close .. I shelter her with a heart which
is suddenly set on fire.

Tlgrrain flooded with ecstasy, lightening tears up the
sky.
Kitten .. a woman,

lcinccllles tenderness for hopes long dormant on the
Sand.

Her rapturous mouth is wine infiltrating my thirsty
arteries.

gler hand moves like a creative tune calling me to
ance.

Two bunches touched with fiery magic stand erect,
my trance.

Bury your grief and live this beauteous moment.
ek

My kitten, I'm not sad, but thorns are scattered all
over the way of lovers.
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A thorn covers a whisper; a thorn covers a look, with
unseen pain.

Encounters are bridges celebrating presence.

But splintering hell spews from watchful eyes

and coveting axes which

cut down trees in flagrant malice,

then pluck the roots up.

My kitten, [’'m not sad, for I see the birth of new trees.
Kitty, kitty, I am not sad as long as you are happy.
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Sinbad’s yearning

Yeaming for the unknown, he breaks away from
hollow crowd.

Yearning in his eyes sears his heart and carries him
farther and farther from homes

with walls mummified in maps of cobwebs.

Yearning for departure strengthening his heart, he
departs,

to navigate through labyrinthine dark.

Sinbad is always eager to learn the language of
remote wonders and mysteries.

Sinbad smells the scent of the call flooding his
throbbing heart,

So he probes and prods for the new,

asking the waves about the secrets of their journey on
the vast body of aged time.

With confident words, he asks again:

Can the sea extinguish the light of the beings living in
his tumultuous depths?

If it did, would it still be a sea or would it turn into
void with no pulse, just ashes?

The sea is the sea of beings good and evil. Thus spoke
Sinbad.

Aok sk

Yearning for fecundity, birth, green sprouts,
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the boughs shed their cracked leaves,

and the butterfly sheds the fetters and wall of the
cocoon,

hovering with yearning on dew drops on a flower.
The snake casts its old garb for a liberating new.

The chameleon bluffs playing the colour game till
mystery has the overhand over clarity.

With new colours, it keeps escaping predators
deluding them with mystery that conceals and reveals.

Thde seagull in the air casts its shadow on boat masts
an

with silvery sounds soothes his wounded heart,
a lonely heart despite the crowded swarms.

He hugs his wounds under weary wings and tired
eyes.

Sinbad sees the vibrant scene and gets drunk on life.
He sees the commotion and succumbs to a longing for
Joy-

Images of spring are calling and a star carries himin a
nocturnal journey in space,

to come back with memories of radiant visions.

Longing for the earth which lives in his heart .. silent
palm-trees and kindred faces.

He sees his city sleeping the night in fear, no
awakening;

in every corner ... a ghost.

The murdered-murderer kills, and is then killed by
foe, friend or brother!
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ook
This is a time whose shadow is nailed down to the
ground, turning us cataleptic automatons

in a hectic world with no respite, brushj_nl% away the
frightened faces of people contended with rites,

teeming with words of adulation and solicitation,
time of vacuity that drives the sun away.

Night of dark injustice scorches the wounded of the
cities

of scheming intrigues,
cities with streets heaving under maps of cobwebs.

People—leaders and panderers—have long been
dormant.

But the sound of the wind and the deluge refuses to be
silenced.

May the wind sweep clean the city.. may rain wash its
dirt away.

And O Ship, it’s time to sail!
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The traveler's song

A traveller, roaming at night, whispers: I’m the flute’s
yearning,

And it’s a long distance I have to cover.
I’ll go ahead, step after step.
What destination? Traveller, unheeding, goes on.

Steady steps along with hasty steps of moaning
strangers who

harvest thorns that have been dead for years,
throwing wilting roses.

In every face looms a broken look, a yearning
for every road which each of them seeks.

The traveller plods along in the light away from
ungrateful faces

followed by sands thrown away by the wind over
dead cities.

He is fatined by entangled threads of hope and
strands of 1llusion.

Some are entaifled, losing their way, and some attain
final port of call.

The traveller tramps on, venting his woe: I petrified in
the long exile.

How can I free myself of the stagnant language?

Id-Iow can a burnt-out man face a beautiful, dawning
ay -
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while this hissing of the sand is watchful for all
stranded steps?

The night traveller says, the road is long, yet I
travelled along

to divulge the secret of the entangled threads of hope
and illusion

to seek what, I know, is intractable and remote but
one of a kind.

So I can shake off the ashes of boredom.

I'll keep trying not to let out a word of love to any
woman

unless she has grown in the gardens of my heart.
I'll move on to meet what transpired in fire.

Out of the deep-rooted sadness of the flute my love
will be born.

I'll keep trying not to rehash old words even if sweet-
tasting.

I'll wash away from my ears all oft-treaded words and
their pungent sands.

I'll move my eyes away from delusive scenes that
have languished for ages.

I’ll go back to the sun—the sun of love—even if its
rays burn.
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Lover’s charge

Homesick for his distant country, the lover asks
people,
- How is the old country?
- It’s been in mourning
since love was thrown in a jail of intrigues!

Soldiers seized the warmth of milk in women’s
breasts,

seized a doll of a sweet little girl,

seized the cool breeze of the night,

barred longing for warm sun rays in the cold days.
Silence set siege to all words in the heart of suffering.

Depressing faces in the caves of their masters spill the
blood of the innocent.

}i)all:;k malevolence to powder grinds beings of the
ght.

Every thing we buiit they bring down in an instant!
- How is the moon?

. - Not loved any more, and frustrated, he
vanished.

- How are the trees?

- The soldiers scattered their branches, then
came back and wreaked havoc on earth.

- How is the rain?
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- It’s about to fall. We expect it, but in doubt.
- How is the time?

- Itis now a swamp kneeling before a mighty
pagan idol!
- How come no one took notice? Why are all
complacent about this darkness?

.~ Now, lover, tumn tail before the raging
soldiers come!

Go away before an inmate of a prison you
become!

_ Before they declare you fair game, and charge
you with corruption!
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A song to the air

Heaven and revolving earth .. Air lives in-between,
giving life to beings.

No difference between butterflies fluttering on a
bough and a serpent poised for action.

No difference between a flaunting rich man and a
wretch riddled with woes.

No difference between a sparkling night horizon

and a morning that visits people, a welcome guest or
persona non grata at will.

Mgming shows up and coaxes them into seeking all
ends, ‘

gi\:ling them life then suddenly abandons them at the
€nd.

Others come whose steps he escorts in his beauty,
solemnity and daring.

Heaven and earth .. This air takes us alf lightly.
It is the poetic being .. the anarchic boy .. the monk.
It is the careless dancer .. the raging anger.

It is the crying wind at times screaming, at others
turning into sweet breath.

It is locks of hair flown by the wind on the face of a
woman crazily in love.

Walking, I see it with me, by me and around me.

I see it preparing me to darinig and getting me drunk
on love.
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So, I whisper: welcome the best of company.

I feel you a floating image of sweet features keeping
me company day and night.

I hear others whispering impulsively on their way:

Long live mighty air which breathes life into sails on
the sea.

Long live highbrow air,
despot with whom unbridled life is fair.
When I stride ahead, longing for a distant land,

whose features have been carved in my memory since
the absence and the loss,

I see it showing up, looking in, filling my heart with a
bright new spirit.

The air says: Go ahead .. I won’t choose the way for
you; it’s your way.

But I'll stay with you;

I won’t deceive you.

You're the one promised absolute, tender ecstasy.
Then, I’'ll be with you.

You’re the one promised the gallows.

Then, I won’t be with you.

.. adventurous air, in love, took a few steps .. walked
on the water and turned round,

like one who walked on water before, stepped on,
flew up to the highest sky to pluck the sweetest fruit,

came back singing with eyes teeming with ecstasy
and triumph.
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I saw what I saw, and I was gawking.

[ trembled, realizing I was still walking,

burdened with all I carry.

I realized the road is long and the air supporting me.

I said with the glee of a child and the wisdom of an
ancient river,

Long live the air, free on the land, long live the air.

Long live the melodious air singing ceaselessly to the
lovers.
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Images of Andalusia

Between my voice and its echo

are flickering rose trees with lukewarm arms
where birds do not alight.

With bitter yearning, the trees throw a glance
at rainless clouds but to no avail.

They hug their own ribs in grief

for the lost dream.

They do not fruit,

mourning roses whipped off their branches in the
storm.

kg
Between my voice and its echo
is a scream of love for the spirit of Andalusia.

Whoqcan forget the time when rain gave life to the
trees?

Who can induce people

to meet without fear of the guards?

Lorca’s blood is a rose in my blood, sending
everlasting fragrance in the memory.

His blood is an olive tree on the slopes of Cordova.
Springs surge to meet the fertility sung for good earth.
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Overlooking Grenada every night, stars commune
with Cairo.

LR34
You are looking now for lost songs
in tree leaves.
You are looking now for a love tune
to restore the lovely faces.

Lorca’s blood is a rose and a guitar tune beckoning
from afar. .

You are looking now for the one who can revive love
in the soul of men.

You are looking now .. Don’t! Just make a crossing
after the long travel.

Cross, O my memories, the old bridge to the new
bridge.

I am a singing heart .. O Madrid ..

Be for it a tune of bliss.

Meeting has replaced parting.

The sun of our meeting dissolved all estrangement,
Grenada of the soul pulsating in our blood,

The pulse is resurrected in Madrid greeting us.
% sk






