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Why don’t you leave us alone?

Oh, never-ending Iraqi grief
from generation
to generation ...
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THE MILLENNIUM
AND A MIRROR

Midnight ...

I can hear the tolls of the millennium bells.
Alone, I burn papers of decadence

trom the twentieth century.

I see in the ashes

what no eyes want to grasp.

I see days on which shame has no shame
and a time ruled by two opponents:

a warmonger or a swindler.

I see a history spitting its dead
rejoicing over its victims’ blood.
I see remains scattered

among voices

insulting one another

among demonstrators

cursing the sons of bygone years
and runaway centuries

and ...

and ...

and ...

Events cover me and I slumber.

8| No One Knows My Name
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Voices of the drunk and the hesitant
shake the street
awaken me.
I rub my eyes and look
in the mirror of this third millennium.
The mirror weeps

explodes

leaving among its fragments
voices talking ... sobbing ...
talking ... sobbing

talking
sobbing
sobbing
talking
cursing
laughing
laughing

cursing ...

I flee hallucinating:

hallucination shutting me up
hallucination cutting off my ear
hallucination ...

hallucination ...

hallucination ...

10| No One Knows My Name
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No one now hears

the cries of my blood

while I escape this killing horror

and run frightened

through holes of immense space.

I ask myself ...

How does time fly in this world?

My hallucinations are silent.

My tongue is dull.

My mind is busy with endless questions.
These are the things that torment me most.

Melbourne 01/01/2001
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INTOXICATED MEMORY

Vague images swing

in a memory dwarfed by time.

When I see them, they sob

and manoeuvre me when they see me.
Images probe the details of my life
and I search for images

lost in the wind of delusions.

Images that do not know how to sleep.
I dream of how to sleep

and time goes by ...

Sweet images might come and might not.
I cheat my days lest my time burns me.
They are all asleep ...

They are all asleep ...

Intoxicated memory

does not know how to sleep,
but it knows all that is
between yesterday and today.

]4|No One Knows My Name
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I wish to forget
this burning memory.
Would a memory
that does not forget
forget me?
Would it forget me?
Would I forget it?

Melbourne 02/02/2006
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IT MAY HAPPEN

It may or it may not happen ...
It may.
This conflicted feeling is a knife slicing me

may ... may ... may ... may ...

The map of my days is ambiguous years.
It exhausts me in its attack and retreat
drowning my happiness

between high and low tides.

My days run distracted:

their hours may or may not return.
High tide might come after low tide ...
and it might not come.
It might retract and not expand.
Dumb days drink the tears of my tongue.
Blind sails frequent the shores of my eyes.
Thirsty, they moor over foolish tears.
My dreams are wide-open balconies.

18| No One Knows My Name
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But the wind ...
The wind is chasing my dreams—

my dreams escape in panic
run exhausted over a mirage of sand.

You may come

You may ... or may not come!
It may or may not happen!
No one knows.

But

it may

it may

it may ...

‘may’ stubbornly and happily carries on
and I end up, alone, tossed by time:

depressed, miserable and dejected ...
an unknown number
amid piles of numbers.

Melbourne 13/03/2007
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SCATTERED BRANCHES

1

The talkative man taught me
how silence could be an epic.

2

You told him all you wanted to say.
So, what has he still not said?
Let the lips sip the bitterness of silence.
Let the eyelids be satisfied
with the confusion in the eyes.

3

Don’t let your days sleep:

your days have no home.

22|No One Knows My Name
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A blind man

climbs a fence.
The fence tells him,
‘Open your eyes.’

5
Don’t drop papers in the street.
The dust carried by the wind
writes what you don’t comprehend!

6

Your days are imprisoned
and the prison wall is life.

24|No One Knows My Name
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7

A voice swings in the wind
and a mirage swings in the voice.
Why, I ask, does my soul

swing in the strings of silence?

Time 1s a scrooge:

hurried years race unaware

and time cheats your life ...

time ... time ... time ...

Your life?

Do you know what remains of your life?
Do you know how old time is?

You lost your way

and the years are racing their months.
Where would they go?

And time passes

time dissipates

time dissolves.

26|[No One Knows My Name
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9

Your days swim in sand.

Your mirror burgeons

with glass from the sand.

Your mirror sees your face strange.
Your face finds your mirror strange.

So, why does the mirror still deny you?
And why do the days still let you down?

Melbourne, 10/03/2017
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THE WAIT

Time yawns in my face.
My tongue slumbers over thirsty waters.
Numb in the eyes, I lie down—
night does not come
morning does not come
no one comes.
Iery ...
Tery ...
I cry in my silence!
Silence glows
awakens my voice in my throat.
My voice wakes up dazzled
searching for fruits on passionate trees
for dreams flowering
in the embers of our blood
sprouting in the shadows of our steps.
Searching ...
Searching ...
Searching ...

30|[No One Knows My Name



JUQ.D‘

Edgll g9 § e lily
(o olee B sady Giluds
c,éﬂ-wij Sliwe Hss

s LY

sl ¥

Sb ATy

lgase § e
PPN |
e i § Ladsy
Lles se2 3 Bog5 ol e
Lllas Ll (§ e s

e
A
3
e

w\dﬂj}i?|3l



for a time my voice does not know
how it has vanished

for a time my voice does not know
how it will come.

Melbourne 17/02/2002

32|No One Knows My Name
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WATERS

My boats do not
bid farewell to my waters.
It is the day that bids farewell to my shore
and when I start walking without a day
I lose my way.
The clouds become
mystified by their own seduction
and the rain loses its path.
Oh, the woman I love!
I see the rain confuse its aim
the rivers lose their path
the sun its course.
Were you not its light
the night
the day
the rain
and the orbit?
How come then?
How come?
How come?

Melbourne 22/03/1991
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WINDOW AND VOICE

As I open a window
for thoughts away from my pain
and try to draw my dream in her eyes
she writes to me,
‘Paris is beautiful ...
history striding in my mind
and I walk in Paris.
Eifel vibrates in my heart
and I veer upward.
I am the most beautiful
and all others are dust.
I wish you were kissing me
when I quiver with my heart
and Eifel travels with me
to an unknown ascent.
I wish you were touching my hair
as I cross the waters of the Seine.’

Sadness takes me to my homeland.

My garments weep for me in Babel
and I lament my days and years.

36|[No One Knows My Name
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My dreams are stolen

my arm is lost

and my tongue is condemned to death—
silence ...

silence ...

silence ...

silence.

Is the voice coming?
How could the voice become louder?

Melbourne, 05/04/2001
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Tired by her flight %

the winds no longer carried her.
Anxious and thirsty,

she sought the help of the land.
She fell on the soil—

no one offered a drop
a smile

or a tear .

~ but they cut her Wll’lgs
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YOU ARE THE DAYS

Music is the perfume of days.
In your eyes,
my days see their heaven.
The music happily blossoms
with your voice.
You are the days ...

You are the music ...

Without you, my days would be void.

Let me drown between music and dreams.
Let me only hear your voice

only smell your fragrance.

Let me see in your face

all the suns of my years.

Your face is music.

Your hair is strings playing the finest tunes.
Your voice ...

music is envious of your voice.

42|No One Knows My Name
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Music is harmonious

with the pulse of your heart
and I am a child swinging
in heavenly music.

A mountain of roses

a sky of roses

seas of roses.

All the world’s roses kiss my voice
when I speak your name.
You are the music and the days.
You ... and nothing else.
You.

Melbourne 04/02/2011

44|No One Knows My Name
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A DREAM AND A LAND

Yesterday, I dreamt that I was a mad tramp
drifting among train stations overwhelmed
by the clatter of passengers ...

Stations crossing my body.

The dream is as strange as I am

as miserable as I am

as lonely as I am.

The dream steals me off the ground
strews me in the wind that plays with me
derides me.

I fall on water

I see an earth taunting my river of blood.
People passing hurriedly

and the confounded days run ...

run ...

run ...

What transpired? What will transpire?
My feet are searching for ground.

46|No One Knows My Name
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My feet cannot walk or run.
My voice cannot weep or sing.
Where is the land?

Where is the promise?

Melbourne 23/02/1993
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HOW?

I open my windows for the dawn
to see that they become
mirrors of the soul:

no mirror is the same as the other

no window is like any other,

so my soul drifts away

trom the pleasures of the night’s numbness
and the sorrows of a slaughtered morning.
The wounded voice sings:

I wouldn’t be singing without you.

All the world’s perfumes sail

in the sea of our reunion

you are the essence and I am your shadow
carried by doubt to open

other windows of life.

How shall I return to you ... to Baghdad?
How shall I return,

and you are the root that remains

my desired dream?

How, and you are the hope

sailing on a summer’s cloud?

Melbourne 30/11/2005

50|No One Knows My Name
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DAYS AND SKETCHES

The days draft me on their enigmatic charts
and I sketch them on sand maps.

Crazy days, muddy years ...

I flounder among the winds of time.

My silence steals

the joy of my voice from me.

But you came, a window for dreams.
When I got to know you

fifty years had already gone

trom my life’s horizon.

In numbers this means:

18,250 days

438,000 hours

more than 26 million minutes and
seconds: I am unable to count their flow.

When I fell in love with you
all the graves of time escaped.

52|No One Knows My Name
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I said to myself
I 'am being born now
and the days started sailing with me
without minutes or times
counted or forgotten.
Your love, my charming lady,
is all the stories

all the dreams

and all the numbers.

Melbourne 15/12/1995

54|No One Knows My Name



S e gl ] g &
ALY s Suang
(o5 ol (vami LBl of B5LEs 9o
e eyl S s pasls clis
R
RS

1995/12/15 ¢y ysuke



SO I SUMMARISE LIFE

Yearning moons were dancing in my hands.
You dazzled them when they saw

your eyes appear to me.

They disappeared when they saw you
lighting my blood with poetry

and on my chest you disrobe

the forests of secrets ...

Mirage was my yesterday.

Darkness was my yesterday.

Where did you come from?

Why is my oil not burning in your lamp?
Why have I wasted my life

before your time?

It is a reckless time

carrying burdens of a life rolling
over maps of surging fantasy

and life is a thread raced by the wind.
A thread like quicksilver

between desire and inclination.
Things are no longer what they are!

56|No One Knows My Name
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But you came:

pure splendour.

So, I sum up the world

with the gardens of your eyes.
With your name

I sum up all names.

Melbourne 12/03/2011
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VOICE AND WAVES

Voices are eating my voice ...
Voices are gouging out my eye ...
Meaningless voices ...
VOICES ... VOICES ... VOICES.
Where am I?

Am I among the living, or the dead?
How can anyone hear

my voice eaten by loneliness?

My voice

dissipates confounded

between vanished time

and a time that will disappear.

The wind takes it to the sea

the waves flirt with it

move among its intonations and dream.

My voice becomes numb ...
numb ...
numb ...

60|No One Knows My Name
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It slumbers among
the breeze, the waves and the wind:

a wounded, forsaken voice.

This voice is reborn and comes again
resonating in your ears

but none of you hears it.

And all of you would like to slaughter it.

The trees are unaware
of the mystery of silence.
The waters are unaware
of the secret of death.
And I am a voice strangled
by the waves of this untamed time.

Melbourne 22/12/2006
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ABSENT DAWN

No dawn comes without you,
but where are you?

You were the sunrise nectar of my days ...

and I was the seasons’ nomad

who starts at dawn, but no one sees
except you.

Why then did the dawn hide

and you disappeared?

Have you forgotten that you were
the lady of the dawn and

the pearl of time?

2

Where do I begin when letters quiver
and speech wears its muddled riddles?

64|No One Knows My Name
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Where do I begin when the dark
assassinates the fantasies of the dream?
Where do I begin when the winds drink me
and the wound of my voice bleeds?

Where is the path ... and where are you?

I am soaring in an invisible sky
contemplating days with confused vision.

I see time a child teased by place

flipping between land and sky.

Where do I start
when darkness immerses me?

Where do I start
when speech strangles me?

Melbourne 17/10/2004
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PAPERS LOST IN THE FOG

Window

They told me,

‘There are open doors in your life.’
They told me,

‘There are closed doors in your life.’
They said ...

and said ...

and said ...

ButIwas ... and still am ...
bewildered ... dazzled.

I did not see any door:

not in my wakefulness

not in my dream.

There was only a window
anticipating what is not known
and all doors were a mirage!
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Restitutions

Don’t close your eyes
or else a nightmare will spoil
the purity of your dream.
Don’t part your lips
or else a spy will hear their whispers.
But...no...no ...
don’t deny your love

don’t deny your voice

don’t deny yourself

No...No....No...No...No...No...

Attrition

Days eat the trees of life.

Autumn eats the radiance of trees.
Lasting sadness,

sorrow of trees and grief of rivers
eat my life day and night.
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Alone ...

Alone ...

Alone ...

I'am eroding in my sorrow ...
eroding in my sorrow ...

1N My SOLfow ...

Melbourne 17/06/2017

72|No One Knows My Name



2017/6/17 5 y9eke

w\dﬂj}iY|73



YOUR VOICE

Your voice is a dawn

rising in the darkness of silence

music to my soul.

I'am but a sadness where the suffering

of slain hope is condensed.

Your voice takes me

to the years of joy in Baghdad.

But what has happened to Baghdad

and where is Baghdad now?

Oh, lady of the secrets hidden in your eyes!
Lady of the worlds collected in your palms!
Your voice steals me

from the darkness of my time

and I dream ...

dream ...

dream ...

dream ...

Between your hands, I see my body

a scented cloud taking me

to heavens unseen in dreams.

Your voice delights me

and I am a burden where loneliness burns,
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and my slain hope sobs and screams.
Your voice takes me

to the years of dreams in Baghdad.
Your voice is the purity of all time:

a dawn where the breeze glows
in the fragrance of its dew.
Your voice, my lady, is

the eternity of the soul supreme.
How beautiful is your voice,

oh lady of dreams and timel!

Your voice remains a song for all times.
But ...

I see that we are drifting apart.

Where am I?

And which route are you taking now?

Melbourne 26/12/2006
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ASHES AND WAITING

Fiery embers lie

between your ashes and mine:

Iraqi embers kindling with fire.

Embers that do not know how

the infamous and the swindler in us rule.
Embers performing secret ablutions
plunged in blind darkness.

The voice is an orphan.

So, let us, my lady, draw sweeter places ...
Let us contrive ampler times ...
But how?

You are silent, whilst

our hands burgeon with dreams,
race mystified days

and remember other days.
Those days ...

Those days die and live.

Immersed in years of torment,

half of our life is nightmares

devouring our sleep ... and no dreams!
Both of us are searching for one dream:
a dream that walks on the ground

with two legs.
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A dream that condenses time
and dispels all delusions.

A dream that brings us together.
Dream ...

Dream ...

Dream ...

How? When?

Is the dream coming

tfor our days to become longer?

Rabat, Morocco 31/05/1988
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ISLANDS WITHOUT SAND

Your sailors let you down.

The purity of your tears
is no longer embraced by water:

your vision is blurred.

An adulterer cyclone led you

to find your tears dropping over an island
where water deprived it

from the tears of sand.

The days did not leave it with any smiles
or a dream of return

or a confession of blame.

Melbourne 01/01/2018
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WOKEN BY A KANGAROO

Mysterious days

leaving me between people who departed
and people I don’t know.

Delivering me to a maze of times

that deny me and times I deny.

I ask them ...

they dodge my questions

and run confused to escape.

They leave my steps

for embers and ashes to consume.

I imagine my face

an alien roving in the streets of Baghdad,
watching Baghdad abandoning Baghdad.
And I find myself

in the rubble of meaningless days.

I depart one map to embrace another
with roads springing

to take me to mysterious worlds.

I loiter near the banks of unknown waters.
Waves with fire hasten towards me:

the fire hounds me
the fire encircles me.
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I freeze.

I see that no legs can carry mel!
Fire ...

Fire ...

Fire ...

A kangaroo woke me.

The kangaroo was running ...

Fire was running after me

and I was running after the kangaroo.

Melbourne 14/03/1990
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NO ONE KNOWS MY NAME

Don’t be angry ...
I don’t like anyone to be angry with me.
I am not an enemy ... Not a trickster.
I'leap, but I never run
to cut short anyone’s life.
I have always been the conquered
not the conqueror.
Don’t kill me for flesh or leather ...
You are my guest.
Are you new to my land?
I don’t ask who you are
or where you come from
but, welcome, welcome ...
you are my partner in soil.
Forgive me if I say I am smarter than you:

how did you believe that my name was
‘I don’t understand’?
Kangaroo*

*When the first Europeans arrived in Australia they asked an
indigenous person about the strange animal they saw for the
first time. The person said, ‘kangaroo’, meaning that he did
not understand what the Europeans were asking. However,
recent linguistic field work has confirmed the existence of a
word ‘gangurro’ in the northeast Aboriginal language of
Guugu Yimidhirr, referring to a species of kangaroo.
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I am an animal taken for granted,
but I understand what I ask
and what you ask.
You who don’t understand me
please understand that
I don’t want anyone to kill me ...
I wish to be left alone

alone.
I alone leap metres after metres.
I alone understand about my self
secrets others do not fathom.

Melbourne 31/03/1990
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WEEPING

I hate to weep ...
I hate to see a human weep ...
I hate an animal to weep,

Of trees, Of roses.
I pretend to forget the trifling
of sorrow with my soul.
I forcefully withhold
the tears of my wounds
but what can I do when I see
the roses of my morning cry
and the tender letters of words cry
and the blank papers cry
and in the darkness of my night
I see moons and stars crying.

There is no solution then,

except to cry ... and cry ... and cry.
I ask my tears,

‘How did my papers start to cry?’
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How did the rivers start to cry
and the flowers ... and the trees?
How did even the rock start to cry?

Melbourne 28/02/2018
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MADNESS

They undress ...
when they see ...
that the world 1s blind.
They sing ...
when they see
that the world is deaf
and they fly ...
fly ...
fly ...

When they see wings prancing in the wind
they undress ... sing ... fly
when they see
that the world is without eyes.
I close my eyes and slumber ...
I wonder in my sleep:
am I the fool
or is the whole world crazy

crazy ...

crazy ...
... crazy?

Melbourne 30/03/2018
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SPRING IN AUGUST

Days were leaping

in our two lives

And each one was searching
for the other.

My eyes searched ...

Dreams became tired.

The earth became weary
searching for your steps.
Places disappeared in silence ...
Houtrs became devoid of time.
All times melted in a flash.

Summer became spring ...

Rain started falling, smiling,
every drop a fallen bright rose
exuding fragrance.

Am I truly in blazing August?

In your presence,

summer became spring

blazing August became

elegant and dewy:

It granted our hearts the key of joy
and all doors became wide-open.

Baghdad, August 2010
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THE TRANSLATOR

Raghid Nahhas has many publications and
translations in English and Arabic, in various fields.
He has so far published seven translations of
poetry  collections,
the most recent of
which  was  Jihad
Elzein’s The Poem of
Istanbul, published by
Bada’e’, Beirut.

He published
his own bilingual
poetry collection in |
2018:  Fullmoon ——
Thonghts in the Time of
Facebook.

Nahhas’ collaboration with Khalid al-Hilli
has been ongoing for many years. al-Hilli was one
of the advisers of Kalimat, a journal of creative
writing published and edited by Nahhas between
2000 and 2006, Sydney.

Nahhas  translated  al-Hilli’s  Arabic
collection Cloudy Cities. It was published under the
title Your Name is My Memory, Papyrus Publishing,
Melbourne 2012.

For Raghid’s writings and photography visit

www.raghidnahhas.com
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THE POET

Khalid al-Hilli is an Arab poet, writer and
journalist who was forced to leave Iraq, his country
of birth, for political reasons in 1978. He then
worked in a few Arab countries before finally
migrating to Australia in 1989. He resides in
Melbourne and continues to write for the Arab
press in Australia and overseas.

His email contact is:

khalidalhilli@gmail.com
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‘The most effective poems in this
collection clearly establish the subject
matter as the exploration of the deeply-
felt experiences and anguish of an exile
in the context of on-going global
conflict.

The collection offers insight into the
personal impact of the destruction of
cultures and the proliferation of human
suffering and displacement unleashed
by those who wield power.’

Louise Wakeling




