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POETRY

Letters are only letters
Words are only words

for the poet to hold and play:
basic ingredients.

Like in music

few notes meet

and symphonies are born:
we arrange letters

go beyond phrases
construct expressions
sentences

paragraphs

texts

books

encyclopaedias ...

the culture of nations
the culture of humanity.

Poetry is a big bang

cannot be diminished

by letters or punctuation.

a daring rage in space-time

touching the limits of planets and stars.
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Poetry is conceived in the kernel of being.
It grows in wheat grains

gives spikes their golden colour.

If its Shaitan touches a fruit

it ripens like the red of pomegranate.
Bees buzz to the thythm of its music
butterflies flutter

birds sing

trees dance

and the moon sees her reflection in watet.

Poetry is images and shades

far beyond rhyming and versification
impossible to get by a mediocre bard
when they reach the impossible.

It has all the colours of the spectrum
mountains and valleys

streams of wine

and a sweet body

neither forbidden nor sanctioned.

It is passionate

about the full moon

and it throws itself

into the bosom of the crescent.

The mind?

The poet asks sitting on hilltops
stitching with the needle of his passion
thorns for the fruits of love
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roses with the smell of conscience
spreading freely

unburdened by texts

or dry rhyme

or deadwood.

Poetry is a pomegranate seed

tossed among the planets

under the shade of stars.

From planet to planet

it becomes a thousand gems

the drizzle of clouds

falling on a reclining body

touching a heart agonised by its yearning
so hope sprouts.

Poetry is images and shades
and ideas from the strings of
a woman playing violin.

Poetry is the birthplace of the soul
and its sanctuary.

It will last long after

worms consume out flesh.

Poetry is the maker of gods
the creator of cosmos
and time.
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their le dth _
or the colours of their feather.
Determination is'what counts
- ~ T —
and your chosen destination.
. _— — o

Strike your wings, but
never forget

the beat of your heart.
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AN ATOM’S WEIGHT

My homeland is where I was.
My country is where I am.
My grave is where I will be.

Syria is my birthplace.
The earth is my playground.
The universe is where I end.

I am an atom’s weight of
the generosity of existence.
Its breeze carries me wherever it goes.
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PREPARATION

I am a humanist whose soul

derives from the physics of the cosmos.
Flesh and spirit ache in tandem

with the pain of men and women

on our exquisite Farth

and delight in their happiness.

I am an ocean of minutiae
and a drop in eternity.

I take my breath with

my lover’s scent filling me.

I don’t want to let go then ...
This 1s how I prepare

to receive a new year.
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ANOTHER DAWN

Rise sun rise

spread your rays to reach

the cells of being

chloroplast ... chloroplast

kick-start the engine of life.

In the night when you disappear

the moon returns with traces of your light
constant reminder

of this intimate cosmic cycle.
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MY NAME IS HELIOS

I am leaving your day

so that you start your night
but not without a spectacle.

I extend to you my aureole

to give you a taste of my gild
and my fire-darting steeds
who helped me cross your sky.
I will drive my chariot

across Oceanus back to the East
leaving behind my sisters:
Selene to brighten your night
and Eos to end the dark:
heralding my return.
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PRESENTS

My mother would say,
‘If you need a dog, call it Mr Dog.’
My auntie would say,
‘Oh dear! May you be the one

who buries my bones.’
My grandpa would say,
‘Welcome, welcome ...

you cheeky overwhelming soul.’

My grandma would say,
“This is the end of the world!’

But my uncle Hani ...
gave me his camera.
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SCARS

stars ...

fallen leaves ...

or scars

on the skin of water?
Is it a mirror
reflecting

the heavens

or a shot

of my mood?
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SLEEPING CHILD

You sleep my child ... P
They watch ...
They say that you are carefree.
They don’t see beyond your skin
or feel the core of your soul.
They don’t reach your dream
You sleep in
the waking of the fut
They wake up in
deep slumber.
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MY BABIES

I adore my babies ...

I am their mother

and yes, the earth is my sister.
When they sprout in her,

I feel them growing in me.

It is my blood they are drinking
and they think it is water,
minerals and nuttients.

Here I am branching with
relentless miracles of love

with the blessing of the universe
I feel I am the tree of life.

We stand here looking at one another
tive billion years in the making:
the lucky freaks of evolution.
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HERBAL MAGIC

I am the fresh herb

in your salad every night.

Had you placed me

where your roses are,

you might have noticed

that I flower too.

Thank goodness you come to pick me
from the far side of the house

and I surprise you

with a flower or two.
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THE PERSISTENCE OF LIFE

You severed my limbs

that reached metres high.

Then weeks you left me

to my surprise and jubilation.

When you showed up with your axe again
the surprise became on your face

because you spotted my rejuvenation.

Do you still want to uproot me?

In ltalics 38 abils a9,






AT THE EDGE OF
THE FOREST

To dwell at the edge of the forest
your home on a hill overlooking
Ku-ring-gai Chase National Park.
Every morning you greet

the treetops of eucalyptus

a green sea swelling with the hills ...
under the waves, trunks shed their bark
your eyes immerse in colour change
blue-grey revealing a lot of yellow
its pieces fall like broken mirrors
adorning the grounds with

clamour of creativity

invite you to step down

trom your lofty place.

You walk among

hundreds of live columns

stems baring their flesh ... for youl!
standing in rows as if by design
reminding you of the columns of
The Mosque of Cordoba.

Under your feet

scattered remains of bark rustle

a song urging you to walk ...
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If you happen to stop

you only hear the sound of silence
unless a bird salutes you on its way
trying to discover the source of beauty.
Over thirty-million-year old

these holy trees are

the original land owners

the threads of the umbilical cord

in the fabric of Australia

connecting the land with its aborigines
and here you are

a late comer

trying to be

part of the scene.
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JUST A VOICE

Down the town square I go
carrying my demands

burning with my anger

wearing my patience and wisdom.
The crowds receive me

put their arms around me

I don’t know where they come from
to whom they belong

or what is their trigger.

But I know how this feeling
imbues the skin:

life’s marrow is inside us

at our disposal.

Seven thousand years

before recorded history.

And we survive.

The Phoenicians, The Romans,
The Christians, The Maronites,
The Druze, The Arab Muslims,
The Crusades, The Ottomans,
The French Mandate,

The diaspora.

And we survive.
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Confessionalism

civil war

Syrian occupation
Israeli occupation
staggering corruption.
And we survive.

Snow-capped mountains

cedar and the fragrance of pine trees
once prosperous and free:
Switzerland of the east.

Yet that mob continues to suppress us
to stop our march and deform our face:
the thief, the traitor,

the intruder, the pretender,

the entering, the leaving,

the standing, the sitting,

the turbaned, the sectarian,

the Zionist, the partisan

and he who believes himself

to be above all humans.

Lebanon:
Love
Eternity
Brotherhood
Aspiration
Nourishment
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Oasis
Noble

Care not that we delve more in difficulty
important that we shattered
that shield of fear.

Nothing is impossible

even if self-deception continues:
one prime minister resigns

and another takes over.

Even if we continue to chant
our national anthem:

‘All of us! For our country,

for our glory and flag.’

Mark my notable deed
and wish with me that
change will come soon.
Will come soon.

The phoenix shall rise again
to wash in the water of my purity.
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A GRAIN OF LOVE

Cover me Damascus ...
I am not the illiterate,

trembling,

trightened prophet.
I am not the last of things,
relics
or prophets.

I am not who Gabriel spoke to,
nor the speaking child in the cradle.

Cover me Damascus ...

I am your mutilated defeated lover:

the disturbed, butchered, estranged,
broken, hanged, skinned.

I come from the quarters of the old city
to roam your greater space.

I carry the tradition upon tradition
spilling from thousands years.

I am the Syrian, Palestinian,
Lebanese, Armenian

The Kurd, Circassian,
Assyrian, Chaldean

The Jew, Christian, Moslem, Umayyad
The Alawite, Fatimid, Druze,
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Ismaeli, Yazidi
The apostate, infidel,

existentialist, secular, humanist.

I...
I am the Syrian.

Cover me Syria ...

Your mantle, torn by criminals,
is softer than Chinese silk
kinder than the world’s wool.

I need no warmth.

No protection from rain or a storm.
I don’t need a morsel from you

or a drop from your renowned water.
I want my mother’s tender bosom
my sistet’s caring shoulder

my father’s assuring hand.

I want you the lover

sharing my desire

keeping our promise.

I want a grain of love
to quench the burning thirst
of my passion.
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MY DAMASCENE LOVER

Here I am in Damascus

perturbed, angry and in ruin.

I dwell on my memories

trying to weave a thread

between present and past.

I return empty-handed, except

for the pounding of my enchanted heart
singing the praises of your love.

I secretly ask myself,

‘What do I want from Damascus?’
Damascus has lost its meaning
since the warmth of your eyes
departed her sky.

You return an echo of

the moans of my pain,

tearing my heart and soul.

‘What do I want from Damascus?’
Damascus has lost your voice for years.
Have I come to collect

the remains of my soul

or to awaken the shadows of

my shattered past

in this desolate Damascene noise?
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Only your image consoles me.
Only your eyes comfort me under
these overpowering Damascene lights.

After the last exhausted tear
sleeps on my cheek,
I travel in my dream to you.

(The Arabic version of this piece is based on a letter I
received from an old friend.)
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FATIMAH

Have you heard my name?

I 'am the Syrian moon goddess

The Source of the Sun

The Fate Maker

and The Controller of Time

I am al-Uzza, al-Lat and Manat

I am The Creatress

The Tree of Paradise

The virgin Queen of Heaven

I am Astarte

I am Mary

The Leader of the Worlds” Women
I am Hypatia

murdred by a Christian mob in Alexandria

I am Fatimah The Immaculate,

The Sinless, The Gracious,

The Chaste, The Pure, The Infallible
The Honest, The Blessed, The Clean,
The Bright, The Shining,

The Mistress of the Day of Judgement

I submit to the will of God

who is always satisfied with me

I am the water carrier

I sweep the floor, no servants to help me
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I grind the corn, knead the dough
and bake the bread

I take care of my parents and husband
I care for the injured in conflicts

I am the Mother of Imams

Umm al-Hasanayn:

Mother of Hasan, Mother of Husayn
I am the sister of Zaynab,
Umm-Kulthum and Rugayyah

I am the Mother of Her Father:

I belong to the prophet’s household
My land was confiscated

and I was deprived of my inheritance

I am Fatimah az-Zahra’

Stand witness to my glory and purity
I am the mother of the two martyrs
I am reborn with the

mothers in the occupied land:

I am today all the women of Gaza
where every hour

a Hasan 1s killed and

a Husayn is slaughtered ...

where every day

Jesus is crucified in Jerusalem

and one thousand times my father is killed
among the Arab tribes

My weeping continues ...
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AGREEMENT

There is agreement

on the prettiest woman

in our town.

Not of her black eyes, they talk
or of her prominent breasts
her shoulders

her slim waist

her legs

her long hair ...

Yet all are in love with this Gazan
who lost in her children

four martyrs

for the cause.
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WALKING STICK
MADE OF ECHO

He sits leaning

on his walking stick

his grip on its grip

his chin on his grip

eyes closed

torso swinging indolently
front / back \ front / back \
recalling tales

one after the other

along the length of the staff
trom old days at its bottom
to recent times at its top:

two hands around his neck
pushing, pressing

holding tight ...

when he manages to get loose
he stands shaking

to walk towards the future ...

but where is the staff?
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THE MAGIC FROCK

Teach me father how to drive camels ...
how to drive their riders.

I shall wear your frock

and lead them in a walk of talk

They shall say: “What a dignified sheikh?
and he drowns them in

darkness upon darkness.

Like his father, he is a pimp

son of a pimp. 7
Like his father, he is a master scoundrg .
He guides them feeling smug: .

how easy to lead this herd.

What he fears most is that one day
one of them wakes up and

| _ points at h1m shouting:
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GRANDFATHER’S TALK

In the evening

my grandfather talks to me ...
about masked men:

violated virgins,

widowed Sulafas,

bodies severed from

their dignified heads.

In the morning,

after the dawn prayer,

I follow him ...

He gives me a lolly.

He speaks to me of

a blatant victory:

a Syrian knight

surely arising from the ashes.
Of a jasmine climbing rightfully

flowering with pregnant suns.
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DISCOVERING HIS SHADOW

He burns himself with illusions
as life slips between his fingers
a sequence of confused dreams.

Today he opens his eyes

to discover his shadow

and see that it is coloured and bright.
He is startled and confused:

is this his shadow ot that of others?
He moves his right arm

the shadow moves a green arm.

He moves his left arm

the shadow moves a red arm.

He moves one foot

the shadow moves a white foot.
He moves his other foot

the shadow moves a black foot.

He moves his waist

the colours mix and dissipate

yet the shadow remains coloured
unlike all shadows.
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READY FOR YOU

I get ready for you.

You come drunk at

the end of the evening.

You fall on the bed,

a horse with no neighing.
You spread all over me,

your snores rising and falling.

Before you pass out, you mumble
the name of 2 woman I know.

I slip away crushed.

Despite my uncovered body,

I am tossed at the far end of the bed:
a rag discarded.
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RELEASE

I yearn to be free

of everything .

but love.

In ltalics 76 asls 39,

Sliadl

Sl JI Bes
RIES (V|






G‘Jj-w-” .‘UA)Q‘ M

Bloal bgus (o e (muds
23S5a § oaliads

clee ) oy didiy ¢ pales
o> sled calaly Jiaas cnlgas
relidlos (gt ()]

e paliazal § cneslad
AT nlaails

Lgusdl e Lealas

bz (0 (3 il )

" bl @Il Ll <l I3, ¥t oeats

Inltalics 78 abls 39,



THE LATRODECTUS KISS

you weave your web

from the threads of my passion.
you blow it up:

it takes the shape of my dream.
you place yourself at its centre.
you stretch your body with open arms
inviting me in, to reap your love.
I throw myself between your legs
and you soon suck me dry.

you take my corpse and

hang it on the threads

like a piece of grotesque art
beside your other victims.

You mumble, ‘Good riddance
you hapless dreamer.’
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TALK

She says

I open up for you.

For you I wear my colours
and give my fragrance.

I say
Morning sun is no match to you
when your eyes are the light of the world.
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BETWEEN NIGHT AND DAY

Good night ...
you made my day
a new melody

a new rhythm

to my heart.

The night is devine

if you are the light.

The morning bright

if you are the sun

that brightens my spirit

when the fog shrouds my city.

Your parting ...

sparks my sorrows

but when I see you again
with a smile on your face

I dance with your happiness
until my pain disappears.
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MESSAGE

The night no longer contains me
I send my soul to you

trusting if it touches your heart
it heals my wounds too.
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MIRACLE

I asked God from what He made you.
He said from his genuine self.

I asked God how He made you.

He said it was a miracle

beyond His fingertips.
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MY PRAYER

Thus is my prayer

when you are the shrine
enticing me to kneel:

I kiss your ribs one by one
until I burn with my yearnings.
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RESEMBLANCE

My heart resembles you ...
Quenched with your youth,
it beats with the blood of beauty

flowing in the veins of devotion.
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A MAGICAL SIP

Greenery,
water and
soft breeze ...

The glass is in my hand
and on the surface of the wine
a charming
dewy face
appears.
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THE BURST OF JASMINE

When jasmine pours over my balcony
seek refuge in your resolve ...
Nothing then shall save you

from my outburst.

Fragrance seeps
into my flesh
purifies
distils
into my blood.

My passion is beyond my instincts
and the tenderness of your body.

Jasmine surges
Emotions flare
All that is supressed
seeks
a free passage.
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TOO MUCH

My lover said,
“You are too much of a man ...’

I said,
‘You are too much of a spring ...”
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SOARING

I soar

to reach you

I spread my wings

to embrace you

fly ... fly ... endless hours
to savour one kiss

for less than a second.
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ONE LETTER
DOES NOT GRATIFY ME

She sent me a part of a Nizar Qabbani’s poem in which he
says, ‘Let me add you a new letter to the alphabet ...

In response, I wanted to ‘outbid’ the poet I love and revere,
so I sent her this piece.

Butl...

I make a complete alphabet of my lover:
read her letter by letter

arrange them in a splendid bouquet.
Their fragrance covers me

whenever she moans.

I bathe in her dew bounded by
pomgranades, figs, split pistachios and
an eastern olive tree.
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YOU AND I

You and 1

plunge into waves

cluttered with love.

Come, let us hold hands:
digits entwined with fingers.
Damp me with passion.
Draw me to your bosom.
When the current hastens
we come closer ...

I crave to take you in my arms.
Our embrace stands witness
that you are my one.
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WIDE EYES

They say your eyes are full of sadness ...
How ignorant they are!

Your eyes are full of the world

and of eternal stars and moons.
Without them I can’t be.

‘Are those who know equal to

those who do not know?’
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AT SUNSET

I farewell another day

carrying with me

my success and failure

pain and pleasure.

I contemplate through the evening
that thus is the asset of life.

And expect the morning ...
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DIALOGUE

Talk to me ...

You drape yourself in alienation.
Talk to me ...

Reveal yourself a sun of devotion.
Talk to me.

Remind me of the evening

we hid behind the veil of dusk.
Remind me ...

Try as you may

you can’t escape.

Remind me.

I am attached to your eyelashes
look at me
embrace me.

This is how love matures at sunset:

take all what I have
all what you have enriches me.
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A GOOD NIGHT’S SLEEP

@ Have you had a good night’s sleep
darling?

3 You mean ‘a good night’s wakefulness’.
¢ Haven’t you slept?

' 1 don’t know when to sleep or wake up
when the light of your pulse
is a chandelier hanging
over my soul
singing our love
and reciting ...
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DREAMS

A dream every night ...

you appear to me

and that I am in the land of wakefulness.
How could a night pass without you

or a morning come without your smile?

You were the pleasure of my soul

the answer to my vision

and the manifestation of fate.

But you decided to

leave my neighbourhood

to dwell on the terrace of the moon.
Your light is useless when I see it

if it does not soothe my burning flesh.

A fleeting look does not

restore me inside your radiance.

If your glow lifts the darkness of the night,
the darkness of my heart can only be lifted
by a light I helped create.

I deny the god in you

for the man to live in my heart.
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LOST IN TOWN

I soared searching for my lover
only to find her lost

among my town’s lights
searching for me.

But I can recognfsé' her
among a thousami _full moons.
In her the pulse of life ght'u;r
and only wishful th1nk1ng
rules all the others e
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TOUCH

come to me true

or a mere reflection
only when you are full
I crave your touch.
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LARGER THAN
HER REFLECTION

shine my darling shine

be grander than your likeness
for in your shadow I will
surrender to your affection.

when you are confident of
your fullness,

dip in the water

and share my swim.
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IN THE BOSOM OF HOPE

Sleepless ...

a passing fulsome moon

soared in my sky:

I was raised high with her love
up to the bosom of expectation.
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THE NEIGHBOUR

‘The moon is our neighbour ...
She bathes in our pool.

I jump to capture her nakedness:
oh, what a fool!

... a fooooool!
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HER WAYS

‘I am back,” the moon beckoned and said
as I watched her

from my bedroom window.

‘It is unlocked,” I anticipated ...

She ran to hide

behind a black cloud.
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TREE AND
THE MOON IN NOWRUZ

‘Whenever you look at the moon
you see yourself,’
I often told you.

Today she comes full

for the northern spring to start.
But you shed your leaves

in this autumn of the south

and wear your forbidding garment.
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RECONCILIATION

? T was too hard on you.

& T was too hard on myself.
Q How?

d Tloved you too much.
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PRUDENCE

3 Do you love me?

Q1 get along with you.
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AFFECTION

you come a crescent ...
I cover you with the light of my love:
together we become full moon.
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SHINE

Two planets gleaming

over slivers of refracted light.
A few moments and they will
reveal the exaltedness of

the lady of the galaxy

who went to sleep leaving them
some of her mysteries.

In her absence,
and the night getting darker,
I stay to admire the scene.

The crescent’s back is towards Venus.
‘Turn around with open arms,’ I say

‘Face the goddess of beauty.’

But the crescent answers with jealousy:
“T'alk to your armless lover FULLMOON.
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COLOURS

I see you here:

vague, yet very clear.

I see a struggle

a sharp light trying to appear.

Don’t try your ‘black-and-white’ impression
I see your colours
melting in my heart sincere.
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ADORED BY THE MASSES

When I see you among the masses
I become a flying bee.

It sees you a flower.

They prostrate themselves in awe of you.
It becomes a speck rising in the air.
They are busy with you.

They don’t look.

It lands on your shoulder
kisses your neck

crawls to your breasts

makes love to your nipple ...
Ah! You scream.

They applaud
They applaud
They applaud

They are used to listening
to your wailing as singing!

It crawls to your tummy
makes love to your femininity ...

Oh! You shriek.
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They cheer
They cheer
They cheer.

No one but [
understands this madness.

Inltalics 145 il ETTE



salezmd| 4gima

gsazdl o AT cn>
IR

By I3

gods el ooy
o9t ¥y b Ogladd,
xS e Toms

Dyse ] g3
el s

Cnagls !‘CT

O gddiay
O gddiay

w

Ogdday
lgacu Ol l9agal
el el

Inltalics 146 2l ég,=,



Inltalics 147 asls a5,

clday J) ge=s

e gl amlias

RESURIREY
Osdi
Osdie
Osdi
Gk a1y

.Qj.i_'.z_” ‘J\Ap.(‘.é._g



zel

uld 2ol oies L) 1S

habio il oo Gl Y

ol g8 (GiyT g9 (e s
Ulio §ydd (uadd) J5S9

szl C)‘U A9 ! oy

I st oadi Il iy (gwgd
sa 13 Wl shay @l

Bl ele calaady (o 31 gy a8
saizd ¥ peall Jsbay Jlazll 308> 89
GAlall gy 0,81 e Jl

Sl dad elie § Judayd

Inltalics 148 2l a5,



_ﬁh.

s source of water
m e-ﬂo.w beneath you.
In the p : thls'beauty
life be ome‘"ﬂfhger.

Lovers will seek your company
and passionately extend
their looks in your eyes.
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GALE

they say I conspire with the dawn

so you shine a sun when I fade away
or that I reconcile with the clouds
so you fall peace upon my pain.

my heart is heavy with love and pleading
burn me with golden threads

or drown me with torrents of light
when your image blows in my mind

like a fierce storm.
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FAIR SHARE

Come, let us share this universe
one star for me and thousands for you.

Take the galaxies and the suns
possess all humans and jinn
the earth is here and there are the heavens.

I leave for you the angels,

the philosophers and the scholars.

I leave for you God and all the prophets.
When you feel the burden of this richness
cast upon me one ray of light

to ignite my spark of hope

in a promise for our reunion.
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YELLOW AND PEARL

Power and softness in this yellow
and the elegance of a lover.

I adore this dew becoming pearl
whenever it touches her body.
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RECOVERY

I decline ...

I disperse ...

Only the elements

of your sublime body

retrieve me.
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THE MARTYRDOM OF A WISH

When would those days return?

when I tamper with your black hair
read our passion on your face.

How can I open my eyes when

your lashes no longer flirt with my eyelids?
Sleep is heavier on my soul

body struggling to rise.

In a dream I saw you coming
pacifying my desire.

My confused dreams did not discover
life was at a standstill:

we were slaves to the tyranny of place.
Time could no longer contain us

we almost cancelled all our histories
and closed the eyes of the joy that was.
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A WISH

How do I wish

to abandon love altogether
and live in peace

like cattle ...
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A tapestry of emotional landscapes alive
with imagery and charged with passion that
refuses to be quenched.

Kennedy Estephan



