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| come to the shadow of your eyes..

| come

From the tents of distant time,

and from the gleam of chains,

You are all the women

whose husbands have died,

And all the stalwarts,

You are the eyes from which the morning has fled
When the songs of the nightingales
Became dry leaves in the wind.

You are my home and my exile...

you are

You are my land that has destroyed me,
You are my land that has turned me
into the sky..

And you..
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| come to the shadow of your eyes..
And you are not

A planet rising from the book of songs
When the singer's voice trembled!

| am coming to the shadow of your eyes
| am coming From the dust of lies

| am coming From the husks of myths..

| am coming

You are my restraint and my freedom,
You are my clay and my legend

Mahmoud Darwich / 20th century
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How many of my tears for yovu,

| keep shedding,

And nights | do not burn myself in you,

| end,

| have surrendered my soul

to the afflictions that destroy it,

ongg because | know that seeing you, revives it

And just one of your glances,

O you my quest and my hope,
s more delightful to me

than the world and all it contains,
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The lover's soul endures pains,
Hoping that one day its affliction will be healed
by the hand of its beloved.
If ever | harbored in my heart
forgetfulness or the intention to do so,
May my soul not achieve its desires,
Or if my eye since we parted has looked
At anything but you, it has betrayed its visions
| have not breathed unless you were in my breath,
Your spirit runs through me in its channels.

Hallaj / 9th century
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O breeze of ebony, blow
Upon the lover's visage glow,
And what care | if thus you show
To kindle the fire of my heart aglow.

If you keep Layla's secret tight,

Her scent itself will bring to light,
Flse, why should her fragrance so

Enchant the minds and captivate just so?



@ildgl (A oli A Al
@ilgls @dg gllow Julo
Al all Jualanalig i

. @il ela Jiadi anig il

@il carocl

Forever, in your invocation,
my time does flow,
Between my gatherings and moments of prayer,
RS

O you, of sublime beauty,

dazzling in essence,

| am, the lone in my sorrows, in you,
| find my presence

Al Afif Telemsani / 13th Century










Here and Now .
between the debris of things and nothmgmess
we live in the suburbs of eternity.

We sometimes play chess,
unconcerned with fate behind the door;
we are still here,

building dovecotes from the ruins under the moon.

We know the past without disappearing,
nor spending summer nights

in search of the deeds of a golden age.
We are who are

without asking ourself who we are
because we are still here,

wearing the robe of imortality.

We are the children of hot and cold air,
of water, dew, fire, light,
and the earth of human impulses.

And we possess half a life,
half a death,
plans of eternity... and identity.
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Heré among what remains of Go¥'s words uporgthe stone,  #
we recite words of gratitude at night and at dawn. '
Perhaps the unseen will hear us, and inspire
* one of us with aline from the hymn of eternity.
Now, a friend asks me: Whét is happiness now?
Then he hurries away before the answer.

Now, betweten gesterdag andtombrrow  *
o temp®rary, undulating isthmus.
Time stands, still, as if pausing for @ moment =
between two states. -
A t .
» NoW, the hills rise to nurse the translucent douds
and hear the inspiration. And tomorrow, oh fate of the bewildered,

Mahmoud Darwich
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| die and you do not know,
yet it is you who kill me,
| do not show it and you do not know.
| sacrifice muyself for you,
shaped by your love,
yet my soul disputes your devotion.
If only others were blind as | am,
So | could be sure they see nothing but you.
| love you, not for a part of me,
but with my entire being,
And though your love paralyzes me,
it suits me.
What others do seems unbearable to me
BUt 85 500N as you doit,

it becomes pleasant to me.

Abu nawas 10th century
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By God, my soul is bound only to yovu,
| have chosen no other but you

Ibn Zaydoun / 11th century
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You will say: No. And you will tear apart the words
and the slow flow of the river.
You will curse the bad times,
and disappear into the shadows.
NO - to the theate of verbosity.
No - to the borders of this dream.
No - to the impossible.

You will come to cities and leave.
You will give shadow namesto the villages.
And you will warn the poor about
the language of the echo and the prophets,
And you will leave..
you will leave and poetry behind this sea and the past.
You will explain an obsession,
then will come the guards of the empty space,
powerless, fallen from rhetoric
and drums.
You will be an eagle of flames,
and the country will be your azure space.
and the slopes break on the eagle’'s wing. The wing burns on the vapor
of the earth. You rise, then you descend, then you rise, then you enter
the floods.

And you go through all beginnings in celebration,
You sing the green stretching between dried hands:
And they will bury the perfume after you. They will give the rose your chains,
they will condemn the abandoned dew to death after you.
They will set fire to the words after you.
They will steal the water
from the herbs of your skin. They will drive you out of the handkerchiefs of Galilee.

And you say; No - to the theate of verbosity.
No - to the borders of this dream.
No - to the impossible.
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Oceans of Love

Never has the sun risen or set
Without your love being tied to my breath.

Nor have | sat down with people to talk
Without you being the subject of my conversation.

| continue to float on the oceans of Love,
One wave lifts me and another engulfs me,
Sometimes it raises me high,

And other times | fall and am submerged.

Until love brings me to a place
without a shore,

| call out to the one whose name I've never disclosed,

And | have never betrayed him in my love
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Seek the night's stars and query:
has slumber graced my eyes,

Or how shall sleep find one acquainted

solely with vigil? Al 41 ] Jar il pgat

My eyes defy closure, SLarcl ol Jo jgi walhg

Haunted by the echoes of farewells, GUIC LAIGOA (et JAll Jf gje U

The sting of parting, «qill oIl Jo cdagill cadgo @d ¢)alog.

The futility felt in those moments. Ladqall Jga Calil

| pine for the breeze’s whisper, it Il Julail gonf

May it bear the fragrance of you, i als e e @

And for the gaze of those who beheld your visage
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Maybe the inferno of love within @ohii Jf lagian
Will be quenched by its gentle breath Al

Yet, | wish it never to fade

Hallaj / 9th century.
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To you, who have sown stars in my sky and planted the seeds of these enchanted forests, to you who have sown
fragments of eternity in my artistic quest, thank you. Your support transcends the mere act of giving; it is a
communion with my vision, a shared belief in the transformative power of art. Amidst the world's tumult, your
contributions are lighthouses, illuminating my path towards creating a space where the echoes of the human
soul and ancient words resonate. Thanks to you, T explore the vast territorie xistence and expression. I
would like to thank those who have been there from the start, those who have supported this poetry while the
world is filled with chaos. No matter what happens outside, we know our on path and we wil h our
destination without any doubt. Thank you for your generosity and your to : k

t of all, m

Lauren B dan Randjelovig, § 3orenstein, il Fattal and Sam
Monic Berrada om, A ah Appel, Abderrahim

. ' , Claud que Hage, Patrick D
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