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Introduction

This book has been produced through a collective
effort of a literary and cultural WhatsApp group,
called Al-Muntada. The group, which was
formed nearly two years ago has enjoyed stability
as during that period only a few members have
left it while a numbered of well-known poets and
writers have continued to come on board in a
trickle until the number reached today sixty.
They are from 16 countries of which 15 are Arab
countries. The main language is Arabic but
English is also used. The majority of the
members of this group are poets, writers,
translators and intellectuals, including a large
number of university professors and prominent
public figures.

The group discusses poetry, literature, language,
translation, art and culture in general and keeps
away from political, ideological, religious and
sectarian debates, etc., to avoid what might
alienate the group from its main literary and
cultural purpose.



The group decided six months ago to try to
produce a literary book consisting of Arabic
poems by members of the group at the rate of one
poem per poet chosen by him, as well as
producing a translation of those poems by
volunteer translator members of the group. This
could possibly be the first book of its kind
produced by a WhatsApp group. The book was
to be produced as an electronic published in the
WhatsApp A-Muntada group as well as well as a
book in paper form. Everything was to be
voluntary.

Indeed, thirty three poets of the group presented
their poems. In fact there are poets in the group
more than that number. | would like here to thank
all those who responded to this experiment. Eight
members of the group also volunteered to
translate those poems. Again, in fact there are
more translators of Arabic to English in the group
and | would like to thank those who responded,
particularly three lady translators who responded
to all my requests to translate poems | referred to
them without hesitation. These are Saudi
university lecturer Nadia Khawandanah, Saudi
Dr. Naimah Alghamdi and UAE poet Al-hanoof
Mohamed.



We chose "Candles of Colours™ as title of the
book because poets are often like lit candles that
illuminate the paths of humanity. Our candles are
coloured because each of the poets has his own
color and style, and his poetry has its own form
and content. Of course also, the translators have
different styles and vocabularies.

| also would like to thank Dr. Ghanim Samarrai
who worked hard with me in checking and
editing the translations, and Dr. Abdul Hakim
Zubaidi, who worked with me in checking the
Arabic and in the production of the book.

Finally, we hope that this book will inspire and
encourage other WhatsApp groups to carry out
various cultural projects.

Shihab Ghanem
31 December 2018



Nostalgia in a Cloud's Cilia
By: Ahlam Mansour Algahtani (SAU)

Translated by: Nadia Khawandanah
(SAU)

| inscribed your love on a star's bosom,
And adorned my poetry with affective
awe,

Imagination's soul,

Pictorial flashes,

Sure was |, my letters will enlighten,
Nights' turmoil,

And much more darkness!

In a siesta, my throbbing letters and |
were,

While my honey-tasting nostalgia,
Clutched to a

Cloud’s cilia.

Is it your waves?!

Or your golden sands?

Your mornings?

Or your romantic nights?

Is it the shadow of morn?

And the longing of the evening?

Is it the summer of love?

And the ecstasy of winter?



, has the

orchard’s arrow pierced my heart?
Your sun tastes mornings,

The color of butterflies,

Cuddled by warmth,

A chant, amid shadows,

And the rhythm of a melody!

Come, flutter with all greenery,

Fill up my heart with celestial testimony,
Revive my poesy,

With breezy inspiration.

| love you when the sky resounds,

A love of those clouds, roars,

Magic gushes on earth,

With merciful drops!

When your horizon dries,

And the universe pulls his sandy sword,
The lover slumbers at the palms'
epiphany;

Creating his dream!

And when my ears are pleased,

In the purest Land,

By Quranic recitations!

| approached you,

| hid all my melancholy,

To bestow love upon you, my homeland.
Into a smiling bosom.

Into a smiling bosom



The Compass

By: Eyad Abdulmajeed (IRQ)

Translated by: Nadia Khawandanah
(SAU)

Sailing,

Weaving green palm leaves,
Bidding farewell,

To a dove,

And a tear,

For the palm trees,

And a flower.

Nonetheless,

| come back,
Compulsively,
Continuously,

Every time and more times,
Bearing a yearning heart,
And a compass,
Southward,

Forever pointing,

To Basra Crescent.



An Orphan Bed

By: Berween Habeeb (BHR)

Translated by: Turkeyah Alamry
(SAU)

1

| leave your bed on its first day,

As if it was stealing my heart

A song,

The clothes of old cemeteries tear

In your carpet's light

| stay, alone,

If I depart as oud’s levity, your solitude’s
Voice,

If | sprint as a baffling in your

crying blood,

And | create happiness for me, and an axe
for my body

2

| became me; | was inside you,

And we got into words ’ rain,

We dissipated on the edges of a fleeting
music,



We were on an appointment that was
about to fall

3

You’re a thief stealing sorrow from a
Persian garden,

You’re a string’s tune bleeding at the
storm,

You’re the blood of agate and the ends of
the soul of the ends,

And I’m by your unruly forehead,

Naked fire pillars,

Roving in the quench of the body;

[’m coming ,

In your secret speech

| love you,

| lay in it with a broken relay,

| love you,

Light’s thread in your turning face,

| love you , and leave the tea an orphan at
the blue sofa

| carry you and open a day for passengers



Autumn

By: Bilal Al-Budoor (UAE)
Translated by : Shihab Ghanem (UAE)

Autumn came, no blossom nor leaves
Before its arrival, the trees were effulgent
The verdure that was a pleasure to our
eyes yesterday has vanished

And leaves seem to fall all the time

And the birds have left the nests they had
woven there

And my ears have missed their melody.

| see an old pale woman dragging her
steps

While before swarms of maidens were
racing around

Alas! This is how the spring of my life is
going

My heart almost burns with apprehension,
0 comrades!

However, | am resigned to the fact that
this is the nature of life

| do accept the will of Allah, and proceed
from that point,



And ask Him for ease in life and well-
being

And | have full faith in Him and His
Devine will.

Bonn, November 2016



A Song for You in February

By: Turkeyah Alamry (SAU)

Translated by: Turkeyah Alamry
(SAU)

In February

You come back

With Valentine breezes
You’re tender-hearted,

Like dawn,

You give me a red heart,

A red teddy bear,

A red yearning

You defeat absence

And Assayyab* comes,

The Nahame* sings

For Dammam’s coasts*
Alkhobar’s mermaids dance*
And behind the bridge
Manamah smiles,

Amongst Dhahran's trees,*
Children’s laughter are heard,
Chasing pigeons,

Scent surrounds me,



The Gulf warbles,

A love song

That moment

Your eyes’ smile

And a kiss burning on my cheek
Missing at a January night
Flooding me

February 2018

k*kkkhkkkikkikkkikkikkikkik

*Badr Shakir al Sayyab was a leading modern
Iragi poet, well known throughout the Arab
world

*A singer who sings songs relating to the sea to
encourge pearl divers to complete their heavy
tasks during their trip, known locally as al
naham.

* The King Fahd Causeway is a series of bridges
and causeways connecting Saudi Arabia and
Bahrain. it was officially opened on 25
November 1986

*Dammam , Alkhobar and Dhahran are the major
cities in the Eastern Province of Saudi Arabia



Call It What You Like ....

By: Thuraya al Arrayed (BHR)

Translated by: Thuraya al Arrayed
(BHR)

Had this feeling between us

Not been there

-Call it what you like- ;

Dialogue of butterflies and blossoms

A childish yearning to become!

Or merely crystals melting in the dancing
rain!

This feeling; joining us though far apart
Driving our dreams with obsessive yen
Elevating us while our bodies are still
earth bound

Our souls ecstatically soar to touch the
skies.

Had this powerful feeling — beyond you
and me,

Beyond our logical thinking,

Our careful accounts,

The wise directives of our guides and
mentors,

Our faith convictions,



Our physical features,

Our cares, our concerns

The masks we wear to hide from our
selves,

Our morning prayers, our evening chants
and songs.

This glorious magic feeling
Mysteriously engulfing us with awe
We sense it deep within.

Feel it

Invoking our awareness of the universe
Ecstatic just to be

Elated knowing that we were here since
ions past

That the distant stranger is really so close

That he is intimately closer to us than our
selves

Flowing with love and over flowing with
yearning



In an eternal call to merge in togetherness.
Had this glorious feeling:

So soothing, so reassuring, so surreal
That I am part of you

And you are part of me - not been there?
My twin Soul

What would have been left of us?

Just empty shriveled husks

Under the scorching winds of aloneness
In the here

And now?



A Lovebird

By: Thuraya Alosili (EGY)

Translated by: Nadia Khawandanah
(SAU)

My bard and muse,

Say your sweet lyrics,

| am here to hear you;

To listen to you,

To send you my Lovebird,

Traveling to you in the skies.

If you utter poesy,

Here, | am all listening,

If you utter prose,

Here, I am all listening.

The soul's never traveled, but towards
you,

And the heart' never found joy, but with
you.

| am sending my Lovebird,
Delivering my soliloquy,

Fluttering around you;

Confessing my love.

The heart, all senses,

Words, and deeds,



Prose and poetry,

Have never been filled except,
Uniquely, by you.

| will send my Lovebird forever,
Sprinkling my feelings' fragrance.
Presenting to you,

The gift of a heart,

In yearning, is tenderly melting.
When it reaches you,

Send me back,

Your bosom whispers,

Your hearty scents,

Of your sincere passion,

Of your sweet verses.

Awaiting eagerly,

I will be,

For the Lovebird,

Bringing me,

The best you've ever,

Inscribed,

Of the Self's nectar,

My bard.



The Earth is More Beautiful in the
Songs

By: Jassim Mohammed Al-suhayyih
(SAU)

Translated by: Al-hanoof Mohamed
(UAE)

The Earth must have

a corrective surgery;

Place's wrinkles abounded

And this old broad geography is not kind
to strangers;

We are her guests

Born of our own plight

Migrating in space like time

Which implanted upon his pendulum
clock

Falling such as minutes

and seconds

The Earth must have a corrective surgery
Alleviating our misery

Nothing starts from a height

This dust is the beginning

No truth without a poison

the poison remains



The guider to the truth

The prophecy wasn't a hanged bell
from unseen world

But humankind wisdom

Calling life to revise itself

from every barbarian stuffing

To return as a bright speech.

Here we are into the desert again

Our alienation blade hanging over the
roads

We still walk, exhaled by the distance
Like a chopped breath

in the guts of the place

We are marble pots

Sorrow silencers

A song breath is needed to explode the
pots!

We are not searching delights for
pleasure

But to prevent instinct's

Agony

As it  chewing the embryo of the souls
O an elderly embryo

And the water prematurely senile.



We were born very light

Like a fit of madness

We didn't find an address in mind, leads to
eternity.

And so, fates disintegrated us

As horses converged at a bet!

Our game extends

None of us has an option of choosing a
horse!

We are searching for
Our homeless future

In a path of time.

We envy the grapes
Since they are nostalgic
For their future bottles!
No land is holier than
The memory in our faith
Like past playgrounds
Are our new temples
And the quarrel there is the most scared
words.

We need (Buddha) again
To get wisely the cramp
Out of our elements

And stop the spirits journey
To the colored limbo.



Here where (satellites)

The blonde sedition

Unfolded her hair

On modernity's shoulder.

Duets squeeze the creation.

The End-users requiem

Prepare the History's funeral procession
What shall we do in this limbo?

Poetry is shorter than a lucky elevator in
Skyscrapers

No poems like elevators to fly in race to
the sky

Towards (significance) and (semantic)

In our era

Rhyming verse is like casting iron and
cement

No language is translating the world
but only premises language.

Recently, the ten commandments and we
guarding each other.

When the words varied

We cremated the jewels in the
ceremonies.

We didn't know after which victim is
enough for vows satisfaction.



We were all unseen's victims

The tyrant and selfish unseen.

We never doubted enough to embrace the
facts like beautiful ladies.

Everyone has his own sky

One raises it above the

Minarets.

The other above the violin's strings.

Oh, God

The Euphoria has integrated

Why the variation on the barrels?
Human being foolishness sets up the
heaven on the spearhead.

Recently, we call the passion

a beauty mess

We didn't memorize (Qais's)
commandments

We didn't memorize them

For my lover

Never harm the chrysanthemum
For my lover

Never cut the bamboo shoots.

Recently, we didn't memorize (Qais's)
commandments



We correlated words into strings ,
raising up a herd of tenderness in our ribs.

We're back today

after retreating the (metaphor) out of the
trenches

(Poem) became defenseless.

Not protecting life from the truth.

So we return, poetry became a mendicant
flying swarms of smoke in sky of soul!
The calculation has been lost.

The Earth is still counting

How many poets are required to tame the
time?

The calculation has been lost

The poets are still confident that

The Earth is more beautiful in the songs.



Submissive Flag

By: Jameel Dari (SYR)

Translated by: Naimah Alghamdi
(SAU)

There is ample demise in time;

Let you be vanished in the wind;

For the morning flute is now broken;
And my mouth is futile save for silence;
The remnants of extinct alphabets
surround me;

And so am I, I have become of
nothingness;

For no reason the memory forfeits my
outcomes;

As time now fills no void to me;
Significance I can be and may be in vain;
Alive and yet like dead

And my morrow has lost its dawn;

And | think the morrow shall not come;
Were we ever inebriated lovers;

Was our date ever forfeited;

Feel not secure when | am joyed or
melancholic;



Beware of both my love and of my
abhorrence;

Follow me not, for | am a phantom;

In all places in the world | dwell;

| can't maintain forbearance with myself;
Will you of this patience have endurance?
My quest of vengeance against the
universe shan't cease;

Until I've rained all my

suppression upon it;



Waves

By: Hasan Alnajjar (UAE)
Translated by: Shihab Ghanem (UAE)

| want to write like a madman
Who does not realize what would be his
final words
Panting behind the idea and the no idea
Driven by a desire
To where he wants to go, and where he
does not want to go
| will follow my thirst
And fear satiation.
**
Alone | will be neighbor to the sea
In case a blue infatuated song
seeks harbor in my notebook
My thirsty spirit flirts spiritually with the
waves
Seeking attention from their shining face
The letters melt on their shores
Lost in the magic of its laughter.
Oh charming danger!
You are the healing and cure of the
complaining heart



You are the beloved.

We both deserve this love.

**

On the sand

He writes what will be wiped away

By the turbulent waves

Yes,

He knows that the words will vanish
Like invisible fine dust

But he sings like a happy bird,

And sometimes like a sad bird

He is not waiting for his echo

Nor is he sharpening his hearing for the of
trap of possibilities

He just sings all the time

And discerns life in songs.

**

He paints a sea

Sprinkling music on the waves

He scatters shells that listen to the music
He complements his painting with
seagulls

That mess and confuse the colours

**

O! Silence dance with the sedition of the
light

Hold its fingertips extremely slowly



Let the night witness the taste of love in
its beginning

**

Seagulls

At midnight

In a deep enjoyable silence

Angels have come down to hug the
whiteness in our souls

A cloud has kissed one who has been
flirting with her since a long time.
There is perfume of words

**



A Truce Between Two Deaths

By: Hasan Shehabeldin (EGY)
Translated by: Shihab Ghanem (UAE)

Take away my certainty
And give me prophetic doubt
Then let me
go back to myself as a child
Regaining the world
as an unbroken child's toy
and regain my hands
Perhaps there is still a refuge on this Earth
for some small sky of mine
Perhaps our doomsday has not yet arrived
So we can still cross over our senseless
death
and give the spirit
truce between two deaths
so that it continues to live
together with its killers



Odes of Stone
Poem by: Khadija Zouak (MAR)

Translated by: Naimah Alghamdi
(SAU)

As though | were a stone;

And as if you were an iota of significance;
Perchance, singing is your oscillation;
And your lisp is all this foam;

And for this eve, | chant you;
You, the vessel of my vintage drink;
The twilight of my horizon;
A glow of distance, and absence is your
charm;

*kx
And in the wake of this nebula;
An outburst of hollowness we became;
A bottle of vintage moistened by people;
Jelly and and dust,
Light and darkness;
We have become, and yet in vain.



A Siege
By: Riad Nassan Agha (SYR)

Translated by: Nadia Khawandanah
(SAU)

Scared | am, longing to you as | retire,
| wake up by the glow of the frightened
nightmare,

When your memory gets arduous,
Your voice chases me, screaming.
Oh, my soul’s twilight,

Nocturnal torture seems endless,
Enough with all this gloom,

Silence of the dark graves,

Enough with a face of bleeding eyes,
A voice, rupturing in a slain throat.
Enough, daughter of immortality,

I’ve known your face since my birth,
Staring at my eyes,

Calling me;

My son, I wish you weren’t born,
And see me; as burning coal,

Tyranny flames will burn anguish,
Into a shattered, black history,

Oh, my son,

This time, Enkidu will come as a monster,



To kill Shahat,

Mesopotamia will be on fire,
Stretching to the Levant.

Cain will be resurrected,

To murder Abel,

It will drown in a bloody ocean.

| am haunted by your tales,

About Timur and Guru.

| try to access the slumber cave,
Alas, dreams are nightmares,
Smudged with fresh blood,

Boiling on Barada,

From Barada, boyhood echoes, moaning,
Merely a child;

Knows not what a massacre is;
Hasn’t heard before Abel’s whimper,
Sees the universe,

A lovely song; a hymn.

Knows not that a dagger,

A head will cut,

A heart disciplined by Quran,

And christened by the Bible,

Will stab, too.

I’m on the verge to believe,

That | am in a nightmare immersed.
It is incredible,

What is befalling,



Inaland,

Ishtar was its grandmother,

And Hadad was its father.

Once, it handed its temple to the light of
Jesus,

Which radiated into a flood of brightness,
When Muhammad’s Call illuminated the
Levant.

The Great Mosques in,

Jerusalem and Damascus,

Became alike;

The Umayyad minaret collapsed.

In Yabroud,

In Maaloula,

Sanctuaries became barren in the dark,
Enkidu grew wilder,

Wailing, the sorrowful caravan departed,
A haven was seeking,

Forlorn, | stayed behind,

Rummaging for a familiar face.

Your visage surprised me,

At night,

Bleeding,

Neighing turned to meowing.

In the inner yard.

By the fountain,

Just below citrus trees,

By Arabian jasmines,



And vines orchards,
Damascus cats are beheaded.
People of Levant,

| envision a moon,

Falling onto

Minaret Ashaham,

| can hear a voice,

Coming from the depth,

Of oppression,

Is it Jesus?

Is he back?

To be crucified?

Or, to be raised?

Or is it a lantern?

Glowing in the night roar,
From a martyr’s forehead?
In the roar of the night

Oh, inhabitants of Earth,

Is there not,

A merciful dusk,

Mounting from a beating heart?
Terrains of Levant will not,
Swallow,

Its offspring’s blood.

We will not splinter,

In degradation,

Into splashes,

Driven by deathly winds,



At a repulsive hand,

Levant will remain,

A divine river of nectar,
And your voice will remain,
Despite all hopelessness,
Despite all sadness,

A source of hope.

It will be ample for me,
Before my death,

To savor the shades,

In Ghouta,

When Damascus nectar comes back,
Diffused in rainy clouds,
Washing away all sins,

All agonies.



The Lost Poem
By: Sajedah Almousawi (IRQ)

Translated by: Ghanim Samarrai

(IRQ)

Fell in the sea?

| know not
Pick-pocketed?

or

Lost in negligence?
| know not.

Where did it then go?
In search, | was
Astray between certitude and doubt

In my drawers?

In the pockets of my garment?

On the clouds, in water, gone with the
wind?

No clue found |

That may lead me there.

When tired, sorrow sent me to bed
And soon slept |
And it, like a phantom, surprised me:



Here | am, take me

And to your bosom hold me,

But beware lest, on the PC, you let me slip
unsaved



Steps
By: Saif Al-Merri (UAE)
Translated by: Shihab Ghanem (UAE)

Look!

The road has ended yet | am still walking
on.

It is the trip of life which | am crossing
towards fate

He who said that love was a destiny told
the truth

Look!

The road has ended yet | am still walking
on.

| have seen on the shores of the sea of
longing the hearts of lovers

Being tossed towards the beach by the
waves of yearning

With volcanoes of suffocated pain
bursting in them

Searching for a stolen happiness
Look!

The road has ended yet | am still walking
on.

Here is my heart, it is a wounded one



Pass it on to me for it still has some soul
left in it

| wish that eyes of love would take a
glance at it

The eyes of a gazelle that has not known
the taste of bitter leaves

Look!

The road has ended yet | am still walking
on.

Rain is falling, cleansing all the sins of
lovers

Filling the horizons with purity

Give me in the trip of life a companion

| am still in my first solitude, and the
world is free

Look!

The road has ended and yet | am still
walking on.

Give me from your spirit warmth that
makes my steps steady

For I am in a lifelong trip and the road is
full of obstacles

You have seen with your own eyes my
earnest looks at the time of parting

And you have read in them meanings that
no words could convey

He who said that love was a destiny told
the truth



Look!
The road has ended yet | am still walking
on.



| Still Am
By: Shihab Ghanem(UAE)
Translated by: Shihab Ghanem (UAE)

Perhaps my eyes have lost their sparkle
And the rashness in my heart has gone,
And in my breast the echo of youth has
crumbled

And all my wild laughter has subsided.
Perhaps that fire of youth has died
Within my thoughts, my blood, my spirit,
And my poems which danced so
flauntingly

Have lost their splendour.

The shades of colours and the music in
them

Have faded.

Only sad verses remain.

My hair, like my love songs, has greyed,
Yet my heart still longs for you.

When | was alive with ambition you were
my inspiration,

And you still are today.

Do you recall that young lover of
yesterday?

| still am that one you remember.



Though some fires within me have
dwindled,

Yet the blessed flame of love still burns
But mellowed, like wine, with age.
And whilst wine may bring only a brief
false joy

True love creates a lasting bliss.

Cardiff, 1985



A Flute Is Your Bible
By: Talal Aljunaibi (UAE)

Translated by: Naimah Alghamdi
(SAU)

A flute is your Bible and the Torah is my
repudiation;

Question me not, for my psyche is both
the jurist and adversary;

Since | sailed in the seas of deviation with
ecstasy;

The reminiscence of you soothed the sighs
of my rejection;

The haughty Pharaoh's nature was my
alert;

Since he slept full of arrogance

Oblivious to my efforts to wake him up;
My staff paved the way for scattered ends;
Where the mazes are all over my
wreckage;

Ye patience, did you negotiate how all of
this began;

Were you aware of what the past
concealed;

Did you hold knowledge of the secret of
the matter;



Always did | heal you, and yet you insist
on sickening me;

And here you are rushing, so;

Did your eyes behold but the gestures of
my blinks;

And death has survived through the dust
of pulse;

Imploring to be selected yet was sickened
by my shakes

And the Samaritan kneeled a calf upon my
treasures;

So as to unfairly permit the plunder of my
fortunes;

Herein, | sat to be with his agonies
guenched;

And when | became calm, he took the
burden of making me run;

Ye, the last Tur, you weren't salvaged by a
nursing mother;

Qarun diminished and the star of Moses is
rising;

Right shall prevail and injustice is to
perish;

Pay your dues if you wish to loan me.



Overdue Confessions
By: Abdul Hakeem Alzubaidi (UAE)

Translated by: Naimah Alghamdi
(SAU)

| frequently, in our encounters and
sometimes at Vvisits;

Behold you trying a dress asking the
mirror for its verdict;

On what color | cherish that highlights
your elegance;

| scented your diffused fragrance
revealing what you yearn for ;

In your eyes, | read love and in your
burning sighs;

And by your lengthy stares | discerned
what you mean;

And by your bewildered gazes and your
charming smiles;

And by your longing as | depart and your
pleasure as | approach;

And by the whispers of your lips that
unveil your grieves;

By your bashful touches that relieve your
pains ;

Hence, cease your gestures as | have
conceived your intents;



And utter, what in your fantasy ye quest;
Have ye approached to immerse me in
your labyrinth;

To bring, who for long disavowed your
merry; nearer to your ends;

You were nowhere ,when my heart
longed for your bond ;

Or when my heart sought for a harboring
spot ;

Now, you came? after your cool meadows
by heat have withered;

And | fancy that drizzly clouds pour
down your skies;

Hence, wonder not, for | am inconsiderate
not;

Herein | seize wisdom among my folk,
that from your trivia me holds;

Things are out of my hand, your
confessions are overdue.



I Am Losing Something Bigger Than |
By: Abdulgadir al kutayabi (SDN)
Translated by : Shihab Ghanem (UAE)

Perhaps it is the suddenness of awakening
from the sleep of awakening

It is the absorption in the depth of
absorption

...'No ...

It is rather a dream

That I slipped to from the corridors of a
dream.....

No... no... They are the splinters of the
chaff

in the collision of mirrors in which

the hinges of the truth have been broken
| feel I am losing something bigger than |
Not the grandfather, not the father
Something alive that left me without

dying.

Not my eyes...
Not my hand...
Not the soul ...
And not the self...



Something that left a frozen spot in my
memory.

Have I lost the “great secret” in my being?
[ fear I am slipping from myself... Away
from it

The greatest fear | have is to fear

Now I am hallucinating...

| am losing something...
Something...important that | do not recall.
| surprised myself how I pass by the idol,
And...smash it not.

| ask myself

How could I love Allah with such a heart?
And how with the same heart.

| could reciprocate love with one who
disbelieved in Him.

| ask myself: How did a distance of a span
of a hand tire me out,

Between the pavement of the heart and the
root of my tongue?

| feel that I am following a caravan other
than mine

that | am walking across an era that is not
mine.

Not my time...

This right mare is not my era

Confused dreams... injustice in tyranny,
in pitch darkness.



| ask myself: Why do | ask it?

Indeed | am losing something bigger than
I

Not a woman... not the sip or the morsel
I feel that I am... a flag post that lost its
banner

And its cause...

| feel that I am losing something ...
Losing something...

Losing



That's My Problem’s Secret

By: Abdulla Alhadya (UAE)

Translated by: Al-hanoof Mohamed
(UAE)

| launched my dhows in your prohibited
tide

Crawling on my desires scraps.

| gathered my parts together, hoping to
collect the depris of my life.

| collected myself as a champion, known
at the battlefield

The soul is my sword and dreams are my
horses.

| turned Burag's face towards visions,
And the morale | built through my wings.
| flew to the star with my prayer, and my
dream even exceeded my imaginations.

| treated my eyes with miracles pollen and
erased return's memory from the space of
my direction.

| dreamed cuddling the fantasy, and |
wasn't scared of delusion's curse, Ma'am.

| have no concerns, today, | don't fear you.
Now you are my savoir.



| hide his?? disgrace in you, such
promises, solved my conundrum.

| buried tiredness in it's funeral's night,

| didn't built for it a fort in my memory.
Your cuddling is my never owned cottage,
although its being my kingdom's palace.

| left in it the admonishment of the years
and what | have learnt of school slagons.

| came to your world, willing and
fascinated by it's attendance , bearing my
brigades.

| came spinning the kohl of roses in my
cities

and planting perfumes in all the directions
of the compass around me.



My Way of Spelling Matters
By: Abdullah Alsabab (UAE)

Translated by: Nadia Khawandanah
(SAU)

A Bloody Savor

When the night was dead,

When slumber was mute,

When silence was solemn,

When ....,

And when...,

And when...,

When I’d submit to the whistling sun,
| penetrate my brain,

Extracting my memory,

And remember my history,

When | embarked upon that venture,
Defeat was awaiting me,

Fully vigilant.

**k*

A Bloody Scent

Like a lovely smile,

Pouring in my memory boisterous opium,
Scattering in my blood,

As a crippled truth,



Like oxygen,

Secretly has conspired,
With cancerous remnants,
They scatter,

Like a caravan,

Proud of its conveyance,
Like .....,

Just like .....,

Like ....,

Like a storm,

Fenced with thunder bolts,
Defeat conquers me,

And reposes.

*k*

A Voice’s Aroma

Like someone who steals,
From the sea its blue,
Turning the waves,

Into a heap of mirages.

Like someone who bestows,
Upon the moon,

The desire of charm,

And the sky’s femininity.

Like someone who is heaving air,
Behind a cart with intents, filled,



To restless seas,
Alluring destruction.

Like someone ...,
Like someone...,
Like someone.

Like someone who is sharpening,
A Dblade of audacity,

And escorts tranquility,

At agitation crossroads.

My intuitions,
| summon,
And beware, will be.

*k*

The Fire Roar

While sleep is void,

Of nightmarish wheeze,
While the wolf is cured,
From howling,

While volcanoes to sanity,
Return,

While tornadoes nests make,
While birds get milk,
While....,

While....,



While....,

While | beckon slumber angels,
My whims, | trim,
And repose.

And...

[lusion,

Is the master of,
Failure.



Perhaps

By: Ali Jaafar Al Allag (IRQ)
Translated by: Wissal Al Allag (IRQ)

Perhaps my language turned pale once
Perhaps my dream right here or there
Grew old and weak and weary

So I descended its unfastened line
Till | perceived the end.

But suddenly

A lust for light

Surged through my every vein

And there | stood

Tall, true and firm

Just like a mast of doom

Perhaps

| failed to travel far;

Forgot to settle down

Maybe | failed to make the dew
My share instead of pain

Perhaps
| missed my chance to be
The prince of all the seasons,



Peeling each season one by one,
Taking what My heart pleases

Sometimes, when breeze blows soft and
calm

| lay my head upon my palm

| sleep in bliss, Leaving my words

To doves and tender birds

At times, | watch the rising sun,
Ascending to maturity,

| feel no boredom as | gaze

And weave its gentle shade to make
A hat to crown the rocks

Perhaps,
Or maybe,
Maybe not

Yet, | remain the same: unchanged
My parents: ancient clouds,

They spent their lives blessing my lips,
Preparing every step | take

For a path of grief and loss



What if it Rains

By: Ali Obaid Alhamly (UAE)

Translated by: Naimah Alghamdi
(SAU)

What if it rains, and it brings you not
What if the rain playfully rubs your dusky
hair,

Wet your red dress?

Who cares if it rains,

When the joy of you, fades away

From the inhabited soul of cloud and
breeze?

What if a morning comes and | don't hear
thee "Sweet morning!"

when all lovers come for coffee, and you
come not

Will the coffee cup stay alone?

Who cares for a morning that brings not
the joy of you

From the inhabited soul of cloud and
breeze.



Who cares for an evening that starts with
no thee "sweet -mists evening"

And all earth’s birds cheering by;

and I miss thee ..and you aren’t there ?
Will the birds stay alone?

who cares for the bird's melody?

If the joy of you, fades away

From the inhabited soul of cloud and
breeze?

What if the moon yearns for the star?
And the star passes away the longing
lover, and you arise not,

Will the charmed moon stay alone?
Who cares for the moaning moon...
If the joy of you, fades away

From the inhabited soul of cloud and
breeze?

What if it rains, and it brings not you?
And the good rosy days never come back
today,

And the merry memories fail to
remember our homeland ?

Shall we then yield a further memory?
Who cares for the breeze if the cloud is
unseen ?

Who cares for life..



If the joy of you, fades away
from the inhabited soul of cloud and
breeze?



Ode to My Homeland

By : Muhammad Abu Alfadl Badran
(EGY)

Translated by: Naimah Alghamdi
(SAU)

A swing of shadow, O my homeland.
Yielded in a time of worthlessness,

| wonder what names my Homeland got,
Herein people dwell with no names
Pick thy name my homeland ,

Engrave your name on thy palm,

Give not thy palm to others,

Lest thou find not thy hand when shaking
hands with them.

Pick thy name my Homeland,

Do not let others name thee,

For one day, thy body will perish, thy
name will endure,

Why thou deceased and what homeland
they picked last?

Let no shadow of thee walks behind,
The shadow might stand out and expose
thy head to the sword,

Slay off the shadow's head and make a
guillotine with,



O Time, where man grubs shelter in An
ant's shade seeking a lost home,

A homeland that used to sleep deep
beneath our garment,

O Time, birds are born wingless so thy
down earth slaves rise,

O Time, where truth sinks underneath
two-folded views

Awake to see thy face in the mirror; thou
will see Two,

Feel thy face every morning,

Be certain thou walk on two paths!

Make sure, my homeland you are alive
Or, instead, in between 'the path of death'.



Ye Chess! It Is Demise

By: Mohammed Albayasi (SYR)

Translated by: Naimah Alghamdi
(SAU)

Beware falling ye tear;
For, in my pouch, | still possess a candle;

There still exist fresh grapes in our
dreams;

There still exists a dose in the glass of
wishes;

We are the sea, yet why has it become
A mere spot on the face of the map?

And nations have run on us, aliening and
fractioning us!

For how long will we pay attribute to the
dusty bowl?

It is demise, ye chess, to you;
For the checker no longer grants its love
to your pieces;



Oh my homeland, ye covered with the
shroud of sacrifice;
That shroud, the way the pelican is;

We are left with nothing my homeland;
For to them, all is but a mere
merchandise;

And in the market, traders are at the
mercy of fame moulding,

They may return Khaled's hand;
They may give Salem his armor back;

Yet, they shall never dare
Open the gate of the castle;

My forefather states "my ring is simply a
stone;"

Yet, for eternity it is, never was of
luxury™;

And | still have a homeland to whom |
belong;
By origin, not by fortune, nor by a toss;

Oh Sham, history has shed my blood;
As your seven rivers for love;



Pardon my greed for | am to you like a
rib;
And a rib it was that Adam adored,;

The deserts | fatigued; hence, patience
have;
For all this chaos shall end in return of
order;



The Frankness of a Poet

By: Mohammad Aljelwah (SAU)
Translated by: Shihab Ghanem (UAE)

All the lovers crowded in my heart:

Nizar (1), Qais (2) and the Handsome
Jameel (3),

And the lover of Lubna (4), the Saree'
(5), and Ahmed (6),

And Antara (7) who was like whirlwind
in battle

Yet remembered his beloved one while he
eas among flying spears,

War fires, and wandering arrows.

These were the essence of love, the nectar
from which I drank

As well as the poison from which | drank,
until my heart was sick.

| plucked from Laila (8) nothing but
rejection and distance

Gaining only very little and very rarely.
And if another maid appeared | felt weary
of her presence

And turned my heart away lest it may
think of her.



Only the one | wish to be with can berth at
my soul

The one about whom | moulded the words
| wanted to say

Oh God what a woman!

The heat she brings kills and brings back
to life,

And the way to her remains always long.

| am amazed at this heart that has never
enough

Of radiance and beauty of women!
Always chasing the one who provokes
him

Injured by her and almost killed by love.

(1) Nizar is a well-known contemporary love
poet.

(2) Qais, the lover of Laila is the equivalent of
Romeo in Arabic literature

(3) Jameel lover of Buthaina, is a well-known
7th Century love poet.

(4) The lover of Lubna is Qais bin Thuraih
(680-625 AD), a well-known love poet

(5) Al-Saree' is Muslim bin Al- Walid who was
known as Saree' Al-Ghawani, a well-known love
poet (140-208 Hijri)

(6) Ahmed is Ibn Zaidoun who lived in
Andalusia, Spain (394-636 Hijri) and was in love
with princess Walladah bint Al-Mustakfi






Oh Night!

By: Mohammad Abdullah Nouraldine
(UAE)

Translated by: Al-hanoof Mohamed
(UAE)

(1)

Oh night

What an ocean of darkness

Drunk by a thirst of separation

And a lonely, looking for loneliness
To fill some space

Of his other part.

2)

O night

The watchful hedgehogs companion

Where do the sleepers go?



When do the dreams wake up from their
pinkish nightmare?

Only sincere repentance can forgive
All sins..

3)

Where does the night go?

When the darkness falls

over the balconies groan

Where a gleam of hope

Doesn't even breathe.



A Countryman

By: Mohammad Qaratas (OMN)

Translated by: Ghanim Samarrai

(IRQ)

The cities of light

Invaded my heart,

Yet, the villages of the desert imbued my
soul;

| am a rural man, walking,

Caught in a web of alienation;

In my mouth gushes a river,
Streaming out from seven prairies;

A Countryman, a Bedouin,
Feeling at home aboard the winds,
But holding a city’s keys,

Rural, and alienated;
In my chest falls
The rain of isolation;

Travelling every day



Holding, in my hands,
The hills of rebellion,
And mark, with my feet, the coast;

Retreating to the cave,
Checking on my slippers,
Kindling a fire for love,
History books set me ablaze;

Checking on my feet,

Reviving the voices of Annanah and Al-
lay. @

Checking on my eyes!

Behold I the slashed mount,

And extend the Rouri myth ©
That draws a rural girl’s eyebrow;
Asking Mirbat ® about the valleys,
About the captain’s frustration,
And to the Sea offer oblation.

(1) Al-nana and Al-lay are folk arts from the
Omani countryside.

(2) This a harbour in the historical city of
Samahram in Oman.

(3) This is a historical city, Oman, famous for sea
trade.



Purity Falls in the Soul

By: Mahmoud Noor (UAE)

Translated by : Naimah
Alghamdi (SAU)

Hither, the soul is as plain as the face of a
mirror;

For the intentions to express the revelation
of the heart;

For the night to flow through the hair of
Laila;

For the moon to be depicted on the face of
Maya;

For the fragrance to permeate in all
COUrSEs;
And our wishes become true;

Here is poetry, and it is pleasant
susurration;
Here is verse, and it is the optimal treat;

We welcome all ye beloved folks;
With greetings we receive you all;



Let verses be the core of life for a new
era;
A pleasant and an impeccable era;

Poetry is a delightful entity ;
Whereby earth looks all flat and smooth.



Death and Rebirth

By: Najat Alfares (PSE)

Translated by: Al-hanoof Mohamed
(UAE)

Two years ago, | died

They buried me

In an old oak log

The log has turned green

The branches have grown intensively
produced pomegranate and an orange
each pomegranate generated an Angel
baby

Singing: | love you, | love you.

Two months ago, | died

They threw my remains overboard
Fish in all colours devoured me
Fishermen have lifted their nets

All fish had turned into pearls, like the
colour of your eyes.

Two days ago, | died
They threw my remains in the zoo
Beasts have devoured me



In the morning

Cages were empty

All beasts turned nightingales
Warbling on your balcony.

Two hours ago, | died

They scattered my blood

On a small cloud

It started raining

The whole world was plunged
but the only vessel to survive
was your heart.

| died right now

They yelled loudly

Your initial letter

So, | ripped and destroyed my coffin
And turned as magenta blossom
Reeked of your fragrances.



Gemini

By: Al-hanoof Mohamed (UAE)

Translated by: Al-hanoof Mohamed
(UAE)

1-Gemini

I'm sitting behind the door

Watching the peephole

As if seeing the world from a narrow
perspective

Imagining what | don't see

Hanging my embroidered Abaya with
various kinds of femininity

Staying up to retrieve my visions
Waiting for a male who

Might not come

Or knock

Or open my door.

2-Fear

Feeling cold and frightened

And limbo

Blurring my visions

Pouring thoughts into a cup of coffee
Stirring them like sugar



Melting them as a passion dissolving in a
pavilion

of heart

Licking them

To grow the rose of lexicons.



The City Night
By: Wael Al Jishi (LBN)

Translated by: Al-hanoof Mohamed
(UAE)

Over the secrets of the city

And its sad tales

And smiles of content or
Underestimated laughter

The darkness has taken over the wishes
spectrums

If the lover boy grieves all night

If the monk dedicates his religion in its
niche

If the revolutionary hides his ambush in
its darkness

The caged birds' dreams seen at night
The hunger whines at their breezes
While a drought and rough snoring
overrides from a greedy robber's gills
Concealing the badness through honest
veils

Erasing the pervert's guilts and
promiscuity

What an impressed night

People became familiar with its madness ..



Winter

By: Waleed Alzyadi (YEM)

Translated by: Ghanim Samarrai

(IRQ)

The bitter cold of the evening,

The playing of the violin,

A cup of old memories,

And my voice is sobbing!

keksk

The gates of my grief open I,

To let in, from outside the house, my
guest

But preventing him is his pride!

skskok

My chains | break

And to you, from my silence prison, |
decamp.

The night’s dreariness replies me on the
part of yours

With the tragedy of this long absence
And a song for winter!
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1 Algeria DZA
2 Bahrain BHR
3 Egypt EGY
4 India IND
5 Iraq IRQ
6 Kuwait KWT
7 Lebanon LBN
8 Morocco MAR
9 Oman OMN
10 Palestine, State of PSE
11 Saudi Arabia SAU
12 Sudan SDN
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