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Pacifica and Tunisia 
 
A New Journal Grafted on a Sturdy Root 
 
“Poetry is not a gift of language.  At the bedside of the suffering 
we learn at least that much.”  
 
It is with those opening editorial words that the first issue of To 
Topos: Poetry International was launched in 1997.  That journal was 
founded by Roger Weaver, an educator and poet who has spent 
decades in Oregon promoting the talents of writers—from 
children in grade school to those incarcerated by society.  We 
were privileged to be apprentice-partners in the journey that 
published eleven issues of the journal over thirteen years.  From 
the outset our pledge was to say that poetry is a difficult struggle 
of language that mirrors the great effort of the voiceless, the poor, 
the sulfurized trees to stay alive and maintain their dignity.  And 
from the outset we have wanted this journal’s poetry to bear 
witness to the struggle of indigenous people, to those abandoned 
in their silence, to those who virtually unaided protect our fragile 
planet.  
 
With this new incarnation of the journal, Pacifica: Poetry 
International, we continue to give our word to the reader; the 
pledge is the same.  International because many frontiers should 
be dematerialized, because many flagpoles should return to 
ancient forests, because the world has become larger, filling more 
with refugees, with those that cannot be found or placed, who 
have no words for tomorrow because larger interests rarely pay 
the steps of so many individual shadows.   
 
So firmly rooted, we resume this quiet action through the words 
of fellow poets.  We are planning future issues on pressing 
matters of our time where lyricism still appeals.  If our inaugural 
issue is devoted to Revolutions in Tunisian Poetry, it is because the 
emancipatory changes that have occurred in Tunisia since 
December 2010 are also firmly rooted on the writings of many 
poets, journalists, artists.   
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Tunisian Words and Unwritings for Tomorrow 
 
The Jasmine Revolution in Tunisia planted new seeds of hope 
across the North Africa-Middle East region.  Although hope is 
rarely a political strategy, it is nevertheless a sine qua non for 
change if accompanied by a cultural disruption committed to 
democracy.  The turning force, the towing undercurrent and the 
larger success of Tunisia’s Revolution was that commitment.   
 
During the Tunisian groundswell in 2011 we invited Karim 
Hamdy and Laura Rice to serve as guest editors for the new phase 
of our journal.  We knew with confidence that their longstanding 
contributions as promoters and interpreters of North African 
cultures in the US would allow us to publish a work of 
significance.  Over the last several years—as the Jasmine plant 
grew and changed with the seasons—they have gathered, with 
ardor and patience, a collection of poems (and a number of 
images) that are the words of Tunisia.  Those of the far and recent 
past, those gathered from the simple elements of its geography,  
from old stories recounted under doorways in Gabès and Djerba.  
But also words for tomorrow, the unfurling of things, the fresh 
recitations of the young, the new voices of insolence, anxiety and 
controversy spoken aloud at last and without condemnation. It is 
in many ways through its poetry, its graffiti and its song that 
Tunisia is a robust model for others to follow. 
 
 

Joseph Ohmann-Krause and Eric Wayne Dickey	  
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…‘Tis the Nature of Destiny to Respond 
 
Poems from only three dozen writers in a journal may seem like a 
modest effort at representing the lyrical genius of an entire 
country whose poetic output comes in two versions of Arabic 
(fushā and dialect) and in French. However, the significance of 
this bilingual selection, in Pacifica: Poetry International, is that it 
emerges in the aftermath of the Arab Spring revolution, a 
revolution that swept through six Arab countries in 2011, but 
succeeded only in the country where it started—Tunisia, the 
theme of this issue. This historical chapter called for a focus on 
the resilience of the Tunisian people. Thus Abou el-Kacem 
Chebbi, the national poet (d. 1934), holds the place of honor. His 
lines of verse, “When one day the people want Life, ‘Tis the 
nature of Destiny to respond” from his Will of the People collection, 
rang out in protests in three historic periods: during French 
colonial times, as well as during the various protests in the 
independence era nation-building, and more vociferously during 
the overthrow of the dictator Ben Ali in 2011. Chebbi’s 
galvanizing words were frequently chanted at Tahrir Square in 
Cairo, Egypt, in other Arab Spring revolts, and in the Occupy 
Wall Street movement. 
 
Drawing from a well-known Arab tradition of mu’aradhah  
(imitation/emulation), Tunisian poets repeatedly attempted to 
measure their poetry against Chebbi’s achievement, by singing the 
praises of Tunisian resilience. Sghaier Ouled Ahmed (born in Sidi 
Bouzid, seriously ill in summer of 2015), the bane of Ben Ali, has 
been an eloquent poetic “holy terror” against authoritarianism. In 
addition to sarcastically decrying the “stool pigeons” of the police, 
he is often quoted for the line: “Women of my country are 
women and a half.” Tahar Bekri, in “Salam Gaza,” operates a 
transference of Tunisian resilience against oppression onto the 
Palestinian quest for self-determination, celebrating the nature of 
resistance in Gaza, “In spite of cast lead.” In this collection also, 
Adam Fet’hi invokes the trickster Joha in his eloquent holding fast 
to   his   last evidence  of  freedom,  “Liberty’s  Nail”:   “Steady  in  



	  

10	  

 
 
 
my ‘nailhood,’ Only proof of my humanity. Not pounded in so I 
vanish, not yanked out so I disappear.” The resilience of Tunisia 
lies not only in the refusal to submit to oppression, but also in its 
landscapes—gardens, seas and deserts, the palimpsest of its 
history, and the fascination of its architectures and traditions: 
Samia A. Bouattour digs into the historic depth of the Medina in 
her native city of Sfax to praise the power of tradition, 
Mohieddine Kraïef, Noureddine Sammoud and Hassan Daoula 
tap into Tunisia’s Sufi legacy, Najet Adouani invokes the spirit of 
Andalusia and the strength of women artists. Given the limited 
space, many worthy folk poets were not included, such as Ali 
Ardhaoui (who focuses on immigrant life in Europe), Belgacem 
Ben Abdellatif (healing/local knowledge), Ali Chine 
(Bedouin/Beldi debate) and others. An effort was made to include 
both well-known voices such as Smadah, Garmadi, and Ghachem 
and newer contemporary ones— poets from around the country 
and abroad, both women and men— such as Lamine, Azouz and 
Ben Khalifa. Poems for the Millennium (IV): North African Literature 
(2013), edited by Joris and Tengour, offers an expanded view of 
poetry from the region. 
 
The “spark” of the Tunisian Jasmine Revolution came from Sidi 
Bouzid, native town of Mohamed Bouazizi who was not known 
for poetry. However, his last message to his mother, in which he 
“blame[d] this age of treachery,” before he self-immolated out of 
despair, was a true poem of love and resilience at the breaking 
point, poetically translated by Andrea Assaf. Khaled Oueghlani 
commands us to “Hold on to the age-old destiny / And go 
toward your dawn,” while Malika Omrani proclaims her resilience 
by writing “Alone I cross the barrier of fear and death / In order 
to found my kingdom.” The “scent of patriotism / on which the 
blood of the past is drying” in Mohamed Ali Yousfi’s poetry 
makes him travel “so he can return to live in his solitude.” Amel 
Mousa reminisces about childhood: “I placed full trust in time / 
Expecting never to outgrow myself.” 
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Tunisia was Carthage when Carthage was one the two 
“superpowers” on the Mediterranean. A sign of Tunisian 
resilience is the sphinx-like rebirth of Carthage after it was 
destroyed in 146 BCE by Rome. Resilience is also at the root of 
the melding of a multitude of civilizations— Amazigh/native with 
Roman, Vandal, Arab, Turkish, French, and others— into the 
national character that prevailed in 2011, literally with bare hands 
and poetry, over twenty-three years of dictatorship. 
 

 
Karim Hamdy and Laura Rice 
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The Will to Live 
 
When one day the people want Life… 
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أأبو االقاسم االشابي  
 

االى ططغاةة االعالم  
 

أألا أأیيھها االظالم االمستبد  
حبیيب االظلامم عدوو االحیياهه    

سخرتت بأناتت شعب ضعیيف  
وو كفك مخضوبة من ددماهه    

وو سرتت تشوهه سحر االوجودد  
شوكك االاسى في ررباهه وو تبذرر    

 
رروویيدكك لا یيخدعنك االربیيع  

وو صحو االفضاء وو ضوء االصباحح    
ففي االافق االرحب ھھھهولل االظلامم   

وو قصف االرعودد وو عصف االریياحح    
حذاارر فتحت االرمادد االلھهیيب  

وو من یيبذرر االشوكك یيجن االجرااحح    
 

تأمل ھھھهنالك اانى حصدتت   
ررؤؤووسس االوررىى وو ززھھھهورر االأمل    

وو رروویيت بالدمم قلب االتراابب   
ااشربتھه االدمع حتى ثملوو    

سیيجرفك سیيل االدماء  
وو یيأكلك االعاصف االمشتعل    
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Abou e l -Kacem Chebbi   
 
To the Tyrants of the World 
 
O you, unjust despot 
Friend of the shadows, enemy of Life 
You laughed while a helpless people groaned 
While your hand was still drenched in blood 
You went on desecrating the joy of being 
And casting thorns of suffering across the world 
 
Careful! Don’t be misled by the springtime 
By the calm of the skies, the brilliance of the morning 
Beyond the wide horizon, fearsome darkness lies in wait 
Howling thunder, raging winds 
Watch out! Beneath the ashes a fire burns 
He who sows brambles, harvests wounds 
 
Behold the lands where you mowed down heads 
Where you ripped up flowers of hope 
Where you watered the bosom of the earth with blood 
And made the soil drunk on victims’ tears   
The torrent of spilled blood will sweep you away 
The flames of the storm will swallow you 
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 محي االدیين خریيف
 

	ررسالة إإلى فلاحح  
 

 من االأكوااخخ 
 وو من قاعع االأساططیير االتي ھھھهرمَستْ 

 وو من ددنیيا االتقالیيد 
 أأتیْيتُ إإلیْيك 

 لأغرِسَس في سمائك نجمة االصبح  
 ووأأززررعَع في حقولك حبة االقمح   

 فإني یيا صدیيقي   
 أأعرفُف االحُلْم االذيي ما ززلتَ تنتظرُ   

 ووأأعرفُف لھهفةَ االسّھْهلِ  
 االذيي یيترقبُّ االأمطارْر   

 ووأأعرِفُف ررعْشةَ االلیيلِ االذيي في االفجرِ یينْتحِرُ  
 ووكلِّ موااططنِ االأسراارر  

 ووأأعرِفُف أأننّا كناّ وو ما ززلْنا  
 نفُتشُّ عنْ سماء  

 تحتھها بالماء نغْتسِلْ  
 ووعنْ بحْرٍ لھهُ مدٌّ  

 ووأأرْرضٍض ما لھها حدُّ  
 ووشیيئٍ إإسمھهُ االعمَلُ   
 فلیْيس نھهایيةُ االأشْیياءِ  
 أأنْن یيتوقَّفَ االجدْوَولْل  

ھِه االبلُْبلُْ    وویينَْتفَُ رریيشَھهُ في عُشِّ
 وو تخْفتُُ ضجّة االأحیياء  

 وولكن نھهایيتھُها بدِاایيتھُها  
حْبِ االكوااذِذبِب     برِغْمِ لوااحقِ االسُّ

 وواانتظِارِر موااسِمِ االثمّر  
 ووررحلتك االخیيالیيھْه   

 بلِیْيل االصمتِ وواالسھهر   
 لأناّ مِنْ صموددكك لمَْ نزَلْل نجْني  

 ثمارَر االنصْر  
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Mohieddine Khraïe f  
 
Letter to a Peasant Farmer 
 
From the huts 
And from the depths of the aging legends 
And from the world of traditions 
I came to you 
To plant the morning star in your sky 
To sow the grains of wheat in your field 
O my friend! 
I know the dream you are waiting for 
I know the thirst of the plain 
Waiting for rain 
And I know the shiver of the night as it vanishes into daybreak 
And all the places where secrets dwell 
I know that we are still 
In search of a sky 
Beneath which we might purify ourselves 
In search of a raging sea 
Of a land without borders 
And of a thing called ‘work’ 
It is not the end of things  
If the stream ceases to flow 
If the nightingale plucks out its feathers in the nest 
If the tumult of the living dies out 
The end of things is their beginning 
In spite of the scudding of deceptive clouds 
And the wait for the harvest season 
And your escape into fanciful dreams 
During the long, silent nights 
From your steadfast resistance we keep harvesting 
The fruits of victory 
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 وونخْترقُق االكواالحَ مِنْ لیيالیينا   
 وونشربُب مِنْ ضیياء االفجْرْ  

نْ أأعاددیينا  وونقْھهرُ كلَّ ططاغٍغ مِ   
 فصوتكَ صرْخةُ االتاّرریيخ  

 مِنْ جیيلٍ إإلى جیيلْ  
 عمیيقٌ مِثْلَ عمْقِ االحُزْنن   

 ططویيلٌ مِثلما تمتدُّ أأضوااء االقناددیيل  
 حبیيبٌ مِثلَ ھھھهمسِ االلحنْ   

 فـَحِیين یيمُرُّ  في سمعي 
رُر في ددمي االأیيامْم    یيكوِّ
 وویيربطني بأِحبابي   
 وویيحمِلنُي إإلى بلديي  

 كطیيرِ حمامم  
 وویيجمَعُني بأصحابي
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And survive our restless nights 
And drink the dawn light 
And defeat our oppressors Your voice is the cry of History 
Over generations 
A voice deep as sadness 
Vast as the radiance of candlelight 
Sweet as the whisper of soft melodies 
As it reached my ear 
The days chill my blood 
And your voice connects me to my loved ones 
Transports me to my country 
Like a dove 
And reunites me with my friends. 
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Noureddine Sammoud  
 
Beauty is in the Soul 
 
Oh Beautiful One loving all beauty 
In faces, in souls, and in deeds 
Fill our hearts with bliss and happiness 
With beauty unlike any other 
And open our eyes to see beauty  
In light and dark and shadow 
Living beauty is sweet of aspect,  
Wonderful in grace, with sweetness immanent 
In it, the smile of the sun is glad 
Spreading light over hills and mountains 
Sending rays to every nook 
So the universe is filled with hope 
And the sublime light flows  
Like blood coursing through limbs 
And rays dance in every space  
Glittering like pearls 
All the universe is sweet and amazing 
But the eyes tire too fast... 
They don't perceive beauty as it strikes 
Beauty is unattainable for those who are not awakened 
The beauty of existence can be perceived 
Only by an eye looking for perfection... 
One that sees roses when a mouth beams 
With wonderfully sweet smiles 
And sees thorns as a weapon of the rose, 
Against the culprits, when attacked 
Keeps meddlers away 
If they try to trample over its beauty 
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Oh Beautiful One, you created a beautiful universe  
Help the heart to know the essence of Beauty! 
Beauty is but in the soul, so beautify  
My soul, and my existence is sweetened. 



	  

24	  

 
 



	  

25	  

 Samia Ammar Bouattour  
	  
Song for the Ancient Medina 
 
In the ancient passageways  
The fragrance of history flows 
The past spreads its essence . . .  
Wonder astonishes us 
Whenever truth shines  
Whenever memories meander  
From the morns of creation 
Our cup of nostalgia overflows 
Come with me, dear Sister! 
Let’s breathe in history, memory and leafy dreams . . .  
We awaken the delightful radiance 
We kindle memory 
From the crevices in walls, from the balconies 
From the scent floating around miniatures 
From the birds cooing above the minarets 
From incense spreading, from the fragrance of roses  
From candlelit rituals . . . interspersed with Bismillahs 
From the recesses of the ancient medina . . .  
A beacon shining from my ancestors . . . elegant lights 
Shining . . . from the depths of time 
Alive, wondrous, full of grace . . .  
The majestic Diwan Gate 
And ancient shrines . . .  
All your gates invite us to enter 
And the Ribats enfold gardens . . .  
The lights of the Great Mosque stream 
Through the veins of the Medina 
Its heart constantly beating 
Like a spring of water for the thirsty 
So many seekers find truth in it! . . .  
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* * *  

 
كَمْ دُدرُرووبٍب كَمْ مَزَاارٍر كَمْ زَزوَواایياَ ...    

كَمْ ترَُااثٍث یينَْبضُُ االتَّارِریيخُ فیِيھِه٬،    
كُلُّ عَصْرٍ ذُذوو وَوثیِيقھَْه ...    

أأوَْولیِياَء اللهِ فیِيھهاَ    
كَالمَناَرَرااتِت االألَیِيقھَْه    

كَالقنَاَدِدیيلِ ضِیياَءً    
قیِيقھَْه ...  كَالنُّجَیْيمَاتِت االرَّ  

أأیَْينَ "نوُرِريي" أأیَْينَ "لخَْمِي"   
أأیَْينَ "أأصَْحَابُب االطَّرِیيقھَْه"    

اايٌي" سَباَناَ  ذَذااكَك "كَرَّ  
باِلكَرَاامَاتِت االعَجِیيبھَْه ...   
بیَْينَ أأحَْضَانِن االمَدِیينھَْه    
یيطُْلقُِ االعِشْقُ رَرنیِينھَْه   

باَباَتُت االحَنیِينھَْه   وواالصَّ  
فیِينھَْه  تشُْعِ  كْرَىى االدَّ لُ االذِّ  

نْیياَ بھَهاَءً  تلَْبسَُ االدُّ  
حُللاًَ جَذْلىَ قشَِیيبھَْه    

بْحِ فیِيھهاَ  وَوشْوَشَاتُت االصُّ  
للمَسَاءااتِت صَدِیيقھَْه ...   
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* * * 
 

So many paths, so many marabouts, so many shrines . . . 
So many monuments breathing history  
Each period with its manuscript . . .  
With God’s saints in it 
Like elegant minarets 
Flaming like candelabra 
Like the flickering little stars . . .  
Where is “Nouri”? Where is “Lakhmi”? 
Where are the “Friends of the Tariqa”? 
That one is “Karray” enchanting us  
With his wondrous miracles . . .  
In the lap of the city 
His passionate melodies resonate 
The muted feelings 
Illuminate buried memories 
The land displays its beauty 
Wondrous, soft dresses 
The whisperings of the morning 
Consort with the dusk . . .  
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* * *  
 

وَوااليِ   تحَْتَ أأغَْصَانِن االدَّ  
بیَْينَ حَبْقاَتت وَورِریيقھَْه   

حبذاا االبرجج االمعلى   
وورُر االعَتیِيقھَْه   حَبَّذَاا االدُّ  

حَبَّذَاا عِطْرُ االخُزَاامى    
وواالفوََاانیِيسُ االھهیُياَمَى   
باَبیِيكُ االقدَُاامَى  وواالشَّ  
حَبَّذَاا ذَذااكَك االمُصَلَّى   

وْقُق تجََلَّى  ھھھهوَُ ذَذاا االشَّ  
لاَوَوااتِت االعَمِیيقھَْه ...  بالصَّ  

 
* * *  

 
ااتِت االعَتیِيقھَْه  في االمَمَرَّ  
یينَْثرُُ االنُّورُر عَقیِيقھَْه...  
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* * * 
 

Beneath the trailing vines 
Among the leafy basil plants 
How wonderful the high tower 
How wonderful the ancient houses 
How wonderful the scent of lavender 
And the loving lamps 
And the antique windows 
How wonderful that peaceful space of prayer  
Here love manifests itself 
In deep prayer . . .  
 

* * * 
 

In the ancient passageways 
Light spreads, mother-of-pearl … 



	  

30	  

Salah Garmadi  
 

Nos ancêtres, les Bédouins 
 
ils sont là 
nul ne peut les nier 
nul slogan effaceur 
ils sont la majorité héritée 
profondeur lovée en palmes maghrébines 
indomptable racine 
 
les Marocains gardent encore la rue tunisienne 
les Tunisiens font encore des beignets  
aux enfants de Béjaïa 
à Constantine un homme du peuple offrit une tête 
de mouton et déclara nous sommes un seul peuple 
   
nos enfants de plein air se font siamois 
nos femmes jambes nues donneront des princesses 
notre adolescence criera 
va tout droit mon petit gars toujours droit 
nos bouches de pudeur veulent déjà tout dire 
et nos Einstein seront majestueux en djellaba 
 
la neige d’Afrique retarde le pied de l’homme 
les dos marche-exode d’errants forment la vague  
instinct-tumulte 
en quête de subsistance 
Et Ghardaïa régal des yeux par l'ocre le bleu en terre 
Ghardaïa au regard nocturne de chouette tutélaire caresse et 
commerce comme Jerba  
soeur berbère et adulée 
et Roufi a des balcons 
image perdue mirage retrouvé au creux  
de l’oued palmé 
 
Hassi-Messaoud 
dune d’où dégringole l’ami à l’appel d’Allah 
rocaille où l’homme s’entête et fait 
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Salah Garmadi  
 
Our Ancestors, the Bedouins 
 
they are there 
there’s no denying them 
no obliterating with slogans 
they are the inherited majority 
depth coiled in Maghrebine palm 
the invincible root 
 
Moroccans still guard the Tunisian street 
Tunisians still make the beignets  
for Bejaia’s children 
in Constantine, a common man offered up a sheep’s head 
and announced we are one people. 
 
outdoors our children become Siamese twins 
our bare-legged women become princesses 
our adolescence will cry out 
walk straight ahead, my lad, always straight ahead 
our modest lips already long to say it all 
and our Einsteins will be magnificent in their djellabas 
 
the snows of Africa delay man’s footsteps 
the backs of wanderers in exodus flow in  waves, 
tumult-instinct 
in quest of subsistence  
and Ghardaia delights the eye with its earthy ochre  
and shadowy blue Ghardaia,  its nocturnal gaze  
like a tutelary owl, caresses and trades as does Jerba 
flattered Berber sister  
and Roufi has its balconies 
image lost mirage discovered in the hollow  
of the palm-covered wadi 
 
Hassi-Messaoud 
dune down which the friend hurtled at the call of God 
rock where man persists and acts 
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où la carcasse de chameau se fait pneu qui brûle 
où les dattiers se font derricks 
où le pétrole a déjà goût d'avenir 
 
défiguratif l'oeil-pinceau fait vibrer le réel 
allusion attirante au fin fond des regards d’où jaillit le troglodyte 
appel transparent de l’ornement 
mouvance des bustes chargés 
alors coeurs et corps vont de l’avant 
dans l'air grenu des mille coupoles 
 
ils sont là 
nul ne peut les nier 
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where the carcass of a camel turns into a burning tire 
where the palm trees turn into derricks 
where the oil already tastes of the future 
 
the disfiguring paintbrush eye makes reality pulsate 
irresistible pull of a deep gaze where the troglodyte bursts forth 
the transparent call of ornaments 
the allure of bosoms adorned 
so hearts and bodies move ahead 
in the grainy air of a thousand domes 
 
they are there 
there’s no denying them 
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Souâd Guel louz  
 
Dans les jardins d’mon père 
 
Dans les jardins d’mon père 
Les orangers sont morts 
Des étrangers y viennent 
Et marchent sur leur corps 
 
Dans les jardins d’mon père 
Ne poussent plus les fleurs 
Le vent nouveau qui souffle 
Les fait trembler de peur 
 
Dans les jardins d’mon père 
Il n’est plus d’oliviers 
Des mains, des cœurs impies 
Les ont déracinés 
 
Dans les jardins d’mon père 
Les oiseaux se sont tus 
Des étrangers y viennent 
Mais moi je n’y vais plus. 
 
 
 Tunis 1988 
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Souâd Guel louz 
 
In My Father’s Gardens 
 
In my father’s gardens 
The orange trees have died 
Strangers come there now 
To walk upon the dead  
 
In my father’s gardens 
Flowers no longer grow 
A new wind is blowing 
That makes them tremble now. 
 
In my father’s gardens 
The olive trees are no more 
Hearts and hands impure 
Have left them all uprooted 
 
In my father’s gardens 
The birds have gone dumb 
Strangers come there now 
But I no longer come. 
 
 
 Tunis 1988 
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 منورر صماددحح
 

 كلماتت
 

صغیيراا كنت أأحبو االكلماتتعنــدما كنت    
  كنت ططفلا أألعب االحرفف ووأألھهو االكلماتت
  كنـــت أأصـوااتا بلا معنى ووررااء االكلماتت
 ووتخطـــیيت سنیينــــا عثــرتھهـــا االكلماتت
  أأرركض االأحلامم وواالأووھھھهـامم خلـف االكلماتت
  ووووررااء االزمــن االھهــارربب أأعــدوو االكلماتت
  كـــل مــا أأعرفــــھه أأني ظظلمــت االكلماتت

معت االناسس یيصغونن لصوتت االكلماتتووس  
  فتكلمـــت وولكـــن لـــم أأفـــــدھھھها االكلماتت
 لیيس بالھهزلل وولا بالجھهل خوضض االكلماتت
 ووتألمـــت كثــیيــــراا في جـــرااحح االكلماتت
 ووسفحت االعمـر ددمعا من عیيونن االكلماتت
 وولقــــد مـــت مراارراا في سبیيــــل االكلماتت

االكلماتتصلبوھھھهــــا ثم جـــاؤؤوواا ووررثـــوھھھها   
 فصــدوورر االنــاسس قد كانــت قبورراالكلماتت
 یيستجیيــروونن بھها منھها .. ووأأیيــن االكلماتت
 بیيــع ما فیيھهم من االحس فماتواا االكلماتت

 كالدمى االخرساء لا تعرفف معنى االكلماتت
 ھھھهي لحـــــــن بشــــريي ررددددتـــــھه االكلماتت
 نغــــــم ووقعـــــھه االإلھهـــــامم یيرجو االكلماتت

تھهاددتت في رریياضض االكلماتتووررؤؤىى سكرىى   
 ھھھهي ررووحح االكــونن ززخــارر بفیيــض االكلماتت
 تتــــرااءىى حلمــا یيقظــــانن عبـــر االكلماتت
  قل لمن ھھھهمھهم في االناسس ووخـافف االكلماتت
 إإنمـــــا أأنـــت شفــــــاهه ظظمئــــت للكلماتت
 وونــــدااء حــائر في االصوتت بـــح االكلماتت
لماتتآآددكك االصمـــت فھهلا قلــت بعــض االك  

 أأوو تخشى االـــناسس وواالحق سجیين االكلماتت
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Mnaouar Smadah 
 
Words 
 
When I was small, I used to love words 
I was a child playing with letters, delighted by words 
I was sounds, meaningless echoes, pursuing words 
I lived through years tripped up by words, 
Galloping after dreams and illusions in the wake of words, 
Chasing after fleeting moments, herding words 
What I know is I was unjust toward words 
I heard people listening to the sound of words 
So I spoke, but without benefiting words 
Neither frivolously nor ignorantly should we deal with words 
I felt great pain at the wounding of words 
And spent a lifetime shedding tears through the eyes of words 
And died multiple deaths in defense of words 
They crucified, then turned around and eulogized, words 
Men whose chests have been the graves of words 
Seek protection in them from them . . . but what of the words? 
Their sentient meanings sold out, they died, the words 
Became dumb marionettes, ignorant of the meaning of words 
The words chanted songs of good omen, intoning the words 
A melody engendered by inspiration, looking for words 
Drunken visions swaying in the gardens of words 
Soul of the universe ornamented by the flow of words 
Perceiving waking dreams through words 
Tell those who care about humanity yet fear words 
You are but a pair of lips thirsting for words 
A confused appeal in the halting voice of words 
Silence is wearing you down, won’t you say a few words 
Or are you afraid of people while truth is a prisoner of words 
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 أأوو تخشى االنــــاسس وواالحق ررھھھهیين االكلماتت
 حیيــــــواانن أأنــت لا تفقـــھه لــــولا االكلماتت
 وونبـــاتت أأوو جمــــــادد أأنـــت لـــولا االكلماتت
 مـا االذيي ترجــوهه من ددنیياكك لولا االكلماتت
 أأنــت إإنسانن لـــدىى االناسس ررسولل االكلماتت
 فتكلــــــم ووتألـــــــم وولتمــــت في االكلماتت
اتتووإإذذاا مـــا عشــــت فیيــھهم فلتكــــن االكلم  

 شاھھھهــــــد أأنت علیيھهــــم ووعلیيــــك االكلماتت
 یيھهــــدرر االشاعر في االناسس ووتحیيا االكلماتت
 وویيموتـــونن بلا ذذكرىى ووتبـــــــقى االكلماتت
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Or are you afraid of people while truth is a hostage of words 
You are just an animal, but for words 
An inanimate object, a plant but for words 
What would your earthly life be but for words 
You are human, for the people a prophet of words 
So speak up, suffer and die in words 
And if you lived in them, let the words 
Bear witness for you and you bear witness for words 
The poet roars unto the people giving life to words 
And people die without a trace, but they remain, words. 
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 نجاةة االعدووااني
 

 وولاّددتي
 

 أأررھھھهقني االسّھهر٬،
 ووااستیيقظت لامیيةّ االأحزاانن

  
. . . في ذذااكرتي   

 جاءتت االشّاعرةة
  في فمھها بقایيا

 من لھهب االصّحرااء 
  تفتحّت في ذذااكرتي

أأخرىى٬،أأندلس    
 أأعدّيي مجلسك٬،

  
 یيا اابنة االمستكفي٬،
 لأھھھهرقق بیين جداائلك

 سكونن غربتي.
 

 ھھھهل أأنا شاعرةة أأخرىى
 تحمل االیينابیيع

  ووتدخل االصّحرااء؟
  ھھھهل أأصاررعع جفافف رریيقي
 حتىّ ااشتعالل كلّ االورردد

  على ووجھهي ؟
 أأمم أأخفي في االأجنحة االسوددااء

 ددمعي٬،
  ووأأجلس وولادّدةة
  بیين جرااحي٬،

 بعد أأنن ضاعع ثوبھها االحریير٬،
 وولم تركع؟
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Najet  Adouani  
 
My Wallada  
 
Insomnia wears me out, 
The alphabet of sorrow 
 
Awakens within me . . .  
The poetess appears 
With embers in her mouth 
From the fires of the Sahara 
Another Andalusia, 
Blooms in my memory 
Prepare your literary salon 
 
O Daughter of Moustakfi 
So I may pour upon your tresses  
The quietness of my exile. 
 
Am I that other poetess 
Who carries springs within 
And wanders into the desert? 
Shall I fight the drying up of my saliva 
Until all the roses burn  
On my cheeks? 
Or hide  
My tears under black wings,  
Lay my Wallada down 
Amidst my wounds, 
After her silken gown was lost 
Yet she did not bow down? 
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 قرططاجتي ٬،
 یيا أأندلسا أأخرىى

 ضاعت . . . 
  أأھھھهرقي االلیّيل

 على صفحة خدّ 
 معطّر٬،

 اامشي مشیيتك٬، )
 (....ووتیيھهي

 فلن یيسھهر االلیّيلة عندكك
 شاعر

أأناھھھها   
 أأحمل ثوبك

 إإلیيك٬،
 ووقد اانطفأ االزّھھھهر

 فیيھه
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My Carthage 
O my other Andalusia 
Lost . . . ! 
Let night flow 
Onto the page of a perfumed 
Cheek 
(Walk your walk 
. . . And wander) 
No poet will spend the night  
At your place 
Here I am,  
Bringing your gown to you  
In my arms 
Although its flowers 
Have faded. 
 
 

Guest Editors’ note: Wallada bint al-Mustakfi (d. 1091/2), 
who wrote poetry and maintained a literary salon, was the 
daughter of one of the last Umayyad caliphs of Cordoba, 
murdered in 1025. A common custom in the Muslim world at 
the time was to wear poetry embroidered on one’s garments, 
declaring pious invocations and political allegiances. Wallada 
wore hers on her sleeves: 
 

I am, by God, fit for high positions, 
And am going my way, with pride! 
 
Forsooth, I allow my lover to touch my cheek, 
And bestow my kiss on him who craves it.  

 
[See: Irwin, Night and Horses and the Desert, Knopf Doubleday, 
2002: 274] 
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Mohamed Ali  Yous f i  
 
Portrait of the Artist as a Young Man 

 
Part 1 

 
The child burst out in belly laughter, details of the world coming at him, 

the echo of water flowing through 
river reeds, the nettle of the plain, thorns of plants, a little girl's rump 

nestled in the grass, a pinch 
from the foreign schoolmistress, the drawing of a dream in a  

class notebook, the shape of sin 
alluded to in sketches, the incandescence of afternoons, if, while 

for you who judge the value of the birth of new life 
only by the rosiness of cheeks, 

the balance scale pan clatters just once 
from the lightness of being in one of the pans 

 
Part 2 

 
A paintbrush and girls: a verdant creation expressed in the longed for 

language, dew on the tufts of grass. 
A sheen on every face to accept the bosom of life 

In a conscious coming of age in life’s embrace, he attempts to push the 
buttons of time, knock on the door of 

the house of emptiness welcoming the kinship of fear. A sweet dream, 
he removes the shadows from the water, 

in the wash basin 
of a prostitute. The bite of dogs in the park. An eye, slicing him up into 

images under the perch of dragonflies. 
He gathers them in the foundations of his despair, then he tries to exile 

them far away, and then he's left with a hint 
of the scent of patriotism, on which the blood of the past is drying. 

Traveling so he can return to live in his solitude: 
There he is, 

outside time, inside time. 
There he is, 

he has not returned: that's his image . . . 
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 كوثر خلیيل
 

 خذاارریيف
 

 أأشترىى االطفل خیيوططا  
 ووخذاارریيف ووخُفاًّ   

 كانن في االطبعِ یيشُارِركْك  
 كلّ أأطْطفالِل االقبیيلة 

 لعُْبة االأررضض االأصیيلة  
 وواالخذاارریيفُ تدوورر  

 ووسط أأفرااحح االطفولة  
   

*   *   * 
 

 في االلیيالي ...كانن ھھھهذاا االطفل   
 یيستلقي ووحیيدااً   

 یينتقي قفصاً حدیيدااً  
 بیين أأقفاصٍص عدیيدةة   
 یيضعُ فیيھها االطریيدةة.

   
*   *   * 

 
 ااستطابب االطفل أألعابب االفخاخخ   
 تنشُبُ االأنْیيابَب في سوقِق االفرِااخخ  

   صاررتت االطیيرُ كثیيرةة 
 صاررتت االأقفاصص أأكثر  

 صاررتت االأصوااتت أأرْرخم   
 أأصبح االصوتُت  جریيرةة

 
*   *   * 
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Kaouther  Khal i l  
 
Spinning Tops 
 
The boy would buy string, 
A few spinning tops, and sandals. 
Mornings, with the rest of the tribe’s kids, 
He used to play 
The traditional game of the land 
And the tops kept spinning 
Making the children happy 
 
* * * 
 
At night . . .  
The child used to lie down alone 
He would choose an iron cage 
One of many 
To put his prey in 
 
* * *  
 
The child enjoyed trapping birds 
In the market, the bars entrap the birds  
There are lots of birds now 
And bird-cages, even more, 
The songs are harmonious 
And silence, a crime 
 
* * * 
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 صارر ذذلك االطفلُ جلاددااً  

 بجِسمٍ مسْتعارر  
 فالخذاارریيف مساجیين االخیيوطط  

 وواالعصافیير مساجیين االحدیيد 
   

*   *   * 
 

 ذذااتت یيومٍم...   
 أأبدعع االعصفورر حیيلة  

 أأنن یيطیير االكلُّ بالقفص االرذذیيلة   
 وویيعوددوواا  لاغتِصابِب االفخّ   

 منْ جُوعِع "االطفولة"
 

*   *   * 
 

 بعد برھھھهةٍ   
 أأصًبح االأططیيارُر أأحراارر   

 یيعیيشونن االریياسة   
 وواالخذاارریيف تدوورر...   
 تضَْحكُ منْھها االخُیيوطط   
 في أأصابیيع االكیياسة...
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The boy became an executioner 
With a borrowed body 
Spinning tops are prisoners of string 
And birds, prisoners of the iron cage 
 
* * * 
 
Once a songbird invented  
A trick 
All would fly away with the shameful cage 
And return to wrest the bird trap 
From the hunger of “childhood” 
 
* * *  
 
After awhile 
The birds were free 
Living their own lives 
And the spinning tops kept whirling  . . .  
The string would laugh at them, 
Played by skilled fingers . . .   
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Bechir  Trabe l s i  
 
Des fois . . . 
 
-Des fois, un grain de sable fin 
 Peut précipiter notre fin. 
 
Des fois, une feuille par terre 
Peut nous inciter à nous taire. 
 
Des fois, une vague quelconque 
Peut renverser une solide barque. 
 
 -Parfois, une goutte d’eau 
 Peut nous courber le dos. 
 
 Parfois, un rayon solaire 
 Peut sonner notre heure. 
 
 Parfois, une seconde furtive 
 Peut troubler notre vie affective. 
 
-Quelquefois, une rencontre banale 
 Peut nous rendre pâles. 
 
Quelquefois, un rendez-vous fixé 
 Et raté peut nous vexer. 
 
Quelquefois, une simple parole 
 Peut nous inciter à l’envol . . .  
 
Ou nous faire perdre notre rôle. 
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Bechir  Trabe l s i  
 

Sometimes . . .   
 
-Sometimes, a grain of fine sand 

Can trigger our demise. 
 
Sometimes, a dead leaf on the ground 
Can provoke us into silence. 
 
Sometimes, a random wave 
Can overturn a sturdy boat. 
 

-Sometimes a drop of water 
Can bring our spirit low. 

 
 Sometimes, a ray of sun 
 Can sound our hour. 
 
 Sometimes, a furtive moment 
 Can cloud our affective life. 
 
-At times, a mundane encounter 

Can make us blanch. 
 
At times, an expected rendez-vous, 

Missed, can upset us. 
 
At times, a simple word 

Can provoke us into flight. 
 
Or make us lose our bearings. 
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 آآمالل موسى
 

 صَغیيرةةٌ وَوااقفِةٌَ على االأطْطلاللِ 
 

 عندما كنتُ صَغیيرَةة٬، 
 كُنتُ أأوَُوزّزعُع فاَكِھهةًَ على ضُیيوُفٍف یيأتْوُنَن في كلّ یيوَْممٍ 

ھھھهرِ وو أأملأُ فنجانَن عَمِّي بقِطََرااتِت االزَّ  
رُ االجَوزَز.    ووأأقُشَِّ

 
 أأقفُِ أأمامَم مِرْآآتيِ 
 ووأأتخَیيَّلنُي سیيِّدَةةً.  

 أأخْلعَُ عنْ شَعْريي رَربْطَتھَهُ االوَرْرددیيةّ  
 ووأأعْبثَُ في غِیيابِب أأمُّي بفِسََاتیِينھِها االسّاھھھهرَةة.  

 
 عِنْدَما كُنْتُ صَغیيرَةة٬،  

جالِل أأعَْمامي    أأنُاَدديي جَمِیيعَ االرِّ
 وواالنِّساءَ خَالاتيِ   

 ووكانتْ تذُِیيبنُي شَمْسُ االحَیياءِ   
 كلَّما دَدااعَبتَْ رِریيحٌ فسُْتاَنيِ.   

 
 عِنْدَما كُنْتُ صَغیيرَةة٬،   

 كَانواا في كُلِّ یيوَْمٍم یيذُِیيعُونن ضَیياَعِي   
 ثمَُّ یيجَِدُووننَيِ   

رْفةَِ أأعَُانقُِ ووِ  .  سادَدتىفي االشُّ  
 

 عِنْدما كُنْتُ صَغیيرَةة٬،  
 كانن جمیيعُ االتَّلامیيذِ أأساتذَِةة  

 ووأأنا أأخَْدُشُش وَورَرقتَيِ 
 یيمَُرُّ مُعَلِّمي وو یيقَوُلُل:  

 "ما سُؤاالكُِ یيا اابْنةََ سُقْرَااطط؟"  
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Amel Mousa  
 
Little Girl Facing the Ruins 
 
When I was little 
I used to distribute fruit to guests visiting everyday 
I would top off my uncle’s cup with drops of rosewater 
And shell green almonds. 
 
I would stand in front of the mirror 
imagining myself a lady 
I would remove the pink barrette from my hair 
In her absence, dress up in my mother’s evening gowns 
 
When I was little 
I called all men “Uncle” 
And all women “Auntie” 
I’d melt in sunbeams of shyness 
Whenever a breeze caressed my dress 
 
When I was little 
Every day they’d announce I was lost 
Then they’d find me 
Out on the balcony, hugging my pillow 
 
When I was little,  
All the pupils were teachers 
As I scrawled on my paper 
My teacher would walk by and say: 
“What is your question, Oh Daughter of Socrates?” 
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 عِنْدما كُنْتُ صَغیيرةة٬،  
 كُنْتُ أأعَْتقَدُِ أأننّا كَيْ ننُْجِبَ أأطْطفالاً  

 علیَْينا أأنْن نشَْرَبَب جِرااررااً مِنَ االحَلیِيبِ  
 ووظظننَْت٬ُ،  

غْرىى لأِمُِّي ووأأبَيِ.       أأنِّي االأخْتُ االصُّ
 

 كُنتُ أأخَافُف صَمْتَ االأحَد  
ا حَلَّ بمَِنْ حَوْليِ   ووفي االجُمُعَة أأسْألُل عمَّ

 
 عِنْدما كُنْتُ صَغیيرةة٬،   

مَنِ كَثیِيرااً    وَوثقِْتُ مِنَ االزَّ
كَبیِيرَةة!أأنْن أأظظَلَّ كما كُنْتُ  وواانْتظََرْتتُ   
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When I was little 
I used to believe that to conceive children 
We had to drink pitchers of milk 
And I thought 
I was the younger sister of my mother and father 
 
I used to fear the silence of Sunday 
Fridays, I’d wonder what happened to people around me 
 
When I was little, 
I placed full trust in time 
Expecting never to outgrow myself!  
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Céci l e  Oumhani 
 
Des heures en double  
 
Un peuplier frissonne en moi, 
où que je sois, j’entends sa voix 
depuis que je suis en exil. 
--Nâzim Hikmet (Le peuplier) 
 
Des années tu pensas 
au parfum des pétales restés 
sur un rebord de fenêtre fermée 
au creux d’un lit oublié 
dans une chambre  
d’ombres et de carrelage 
puis ils ne furent plus que mots 
et tu les tournais en vain 
assoiffée de bribes  
portées parfois par le vent 
 
temps d’absence et de miroirs 
tu vivais de reflets et d’images 
la croisée des chemins  
sans remède 
doublait à l’infini 
chacun de tes pas 
le ciel était ton océan 
et tu rêvais de voilures 
tissées par la nuit 
jusqu’à toucher le rivage perdu 
 
les heures avaient leur double 
là-bas de l’autre côté 
et d’un doigt posé sur ton épaule 
elles venaient t’interpeller 
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Céci l e  Oumhani  
 

Hours in Duplicate 
 
A poplar shivers in me 
wherever I am, I hear its voice 
ever since I have been in exile. 
--Nâzim Hikmet, (The Poplar) 
 
For years you thought 
of the perfume of petals left 
on the sill of a closed window 
at the bottom of a forgotten bed 
in a room  
of shadows and floor tiles 
then they were only words 
and you spun them in vain 
thirsting for traces 
carried at times through the wind 
 
time of absence and of mirrors 
you lived off gleams and images 
the crossing of paths 
without remedy 
duplicated to infinity 
each of your steps 
the sky was your ocean 
and you dreamt of sails 
stitched by the night 
until it touched the lost shore 
 
the hours had their double 
out there on the other side 
and with a finger placed on your shoulder 
they came to summon you 
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temps de mots et d’oubli 
ravalés dans l’ampleur de la vague 
tu marchais en seule quête 
de ce qui mènerait 
à un maintenant  
dont tu ne fus pas 
 
toile de la langue 
compagne de ton silence 
passeuse éperdue 
d’une mer interdite 
 
tu te voulais poisson 
au fil d’une onde prodigue 
oiseau adonné 
à des cimes lointaines 
pour rejoindre 
ce qui n’avait pas été 
lent fil de soie 
glissé sur l’étoffe 
qui courait entre tes doigts 
 
et tu croyais parfois 
entendre 
le choc des verres à thé 
là-bas de l’autre côté 
où les rais du soleil 
dansaient dans une pièce vide 
 
Comme les marches se succèdent 
interminables 
vers la demeure restée inhabitée 
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time of words and forgetfulness 
swallowed in the weight of the wave 
you walked searching only 
for that which led 
to some now 
in which you were not 
 
web of language 
companion of your silence 
frantic boatwoman 
across a banned sea 
 
you claimed to be a fish 
across a lavish wave 
bird devoted 
to distant heights 
to find again 
what had not been 
slow thread of silk 
gliding on the cloth 
that slid across your fingers 
 
and you thought you heard 
at times 
the clink of tea glasses 
out there on the other side 
where the sunlight 
danced in an empty chamber 
 
So the steps follow 
themselves endlessly 
toward the home that remained empty 

  
  

 Translated by Joseph Ohmann-Krause 
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Mustapha Yahia 
 
Souffrance 
  
Gabès mon cher enfant 
N’est plus ce qu’elle était. 
Blessée dans mes entrailles 
Ma chair est charcutée 
Vidée de tout mon sang 
Pour faire du phosphaté 
Produire beaucoup d’acide 
Au prix de ma santé. 
La soif qui me tenaille 
Hiver, printemps, été. 
Je hurle mes douleurs, 
Mais nul ne m’écoutait. 
Ton père si par hasard 
Un jour ressusciter, 
Ses pleurs seraient de sang 
Son âme déchiquetée 
De voir ainsi périr 
Mon charme et ma beauté. 
Dira à mon proposa 
Gabès ma regrettée. 
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Mustapha Yahia 
 
Devastation 
 
Gabès, my dear child, 
Is the same no more. 
Wounded deep inside my womb  
My flesh pierced 
My blood drained 
To process phosphate  
To produce fertilizing acids 
Polluting my body, my oasis. 
Thirst torments me 
Winter, spring, and summer. 
I cry out in pain 
But no one is listening. 
If by chance your late father 
Rose from the grave 
He’d weep blood tears, 
His soul in shreds, 
To see how my charm and beauty 
Have been ravaged, 
And would grieve for me, lamenting 
Alas, Gabès, my late belovèd.  
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Khaled Oueghlani  

 
Travel’s Harvest 
 

Renounce your travel 
This is our fleeting night wrapping itself in our visions 

And this is the face of my enchantress 
Sweeter than desire 

And more devastating than the pain of absence 
And more powerful than the metaphors of the poem 

Renounce . . . 
And befriend and hold the hand of time 

Inspire him with those visions lost to him and to your 
poetry 

 
Stop the aimless futility of your steps 

And in the ancient cities of our sorrow 
Hold on to the age-old destiny 

And go toward your dawn that you might tame the hellfire in your 
blood 

And write to all the remote kingdoms of the earth 
That our dark night will pass 

And we will renew our visions at dawn 
Glittering 

Sending pregnant clouds over our desiccated, withered 
nights. 
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Mahmoud Triki  
 

Hommage à Abu Nawas: Verse-moi à boire 
 

Verse-moi à boire et dis-moi que c’est du vin 
Ne le fais pas à l’abri si tu le peux à grands cris 

 
Quelle nuit terrible, je suis orphelin 
La luxure m’agite et m’éprouve le béguin 
 
Mon esprit s’égare . . . ne m’interroge pas 
Laisse-moi à ma coupe, elle me servira 
 
Remplis donc mon verre, ô mon compagnon 
Je suis un nouveau criant son biberon 
 
L’engoue de senteur s’empare des gobelets  
Par des mains des devins . . . qui soient tous sacrés 
 
Epris, de l’amour jamais je n’ai fait pénitence, 
Car de l’amour, il n’y a pas d’abstinence  
 
Voilà ma vie, le vin, l’amour et un Dieu béni 
Qui absout les hommes qui n’ont pas obéi 
 
Ne me parle ni d’enfer ni de paradis 
Ils sont faits de songes et de rêveries 
 
Verse-moi donc à boire . . . à boire, ma dulcinée 
Qui est fait d’amour ne peut être blamé 
 
Remplis donc ma coupe, car ce sont ces yeux 
Qui en s’endormant réveillent l’amoureux,  
 
Ô mon compagnon, le vin est clarté 
Et buveur de soleil craint-il l’obscurité 
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Mahmoud Triki  
 

Homage to Abu Nawas: Pour Me a Drink 
 

Pour me a drink and tell me it’s wine 
Don’t do it in stealth if you can shout it yourself 

 
What a dark night, orphaned,  
I feel lust stir within me, stoking my passions 
 
My thoughts stray . . . oh, don’t question why 
Just leave me to my cup, I’ll make do  
 
Fill up my glass, dear companion 
I‘m just a newborn longing for a bottle 
 
The enticing scent fills the goblets 
By divine hands . . . May they all be blessed 
 
Enthralled, I never repent about love 
Because love brooks no abstinence 
 
That is my life, wine, love and a loving God 
Who forgives those who disobey 
 
Don’t speak to me of heaven and hell 
They are but dreams and reveries 
 
Pour me a drink then . . . a drink, my beloved 
When overflowing with love, we cannot be blamed 
 
Fill up my cup then, because those are the eyes 
Which, sleepy, awake the lover 
 
My dear companion, wine is distilled from clarity 
And drinkers of the sun we do not fear darkness 
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 خالد االھهدااجي
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Khaled Haddaj i  
 
Elegance 

 
The amiable, elegant man, 
—As he goes out to the street in the morning— 
Smiles at the face of the dreaming spinster. 
Smiles at the face of the harried coed. 
Smiles at the face of the distracted clerk. 
Smiles at the face of the morose principal. 
Smiles at the face of the resigned unemployed. 
Smiles at the face of the weeping beggar. 
Smiles at the face of state authority. 
Smiles for the sake of God. 
 
 
(. . . ) In the evening, as he enters the bar, 
The amiable, elegant man smiles at the waiter 
Smiles at the first glass 
Smiles at the second glass 
With the third glass he thinks about other vistas, 
With the last glass he starts to cry. 
Everyone comes by and smiles at him. 
The amiable, elegant man 
Who, now in tears, was screaming:  
You, cloud of flies! Get out of my memory! 
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 سفیيانن ررجب
 

اء في شاررعع بوررقیيبةمس  
 

 االفواانیيس باكیيةً  
 یيتقاططر منھها  
 ررذذااذٌذ مُضيء 
 یيبللّ أأكتافنا  

 ووملامحنا االغجریية  
 بیين ووجوهه كئیيبھْه    

 
 بائعاتت االھهوىى 

 یيتثائبن فوقق االكرااسي االنحیيفةً  
 یيشربْنَ ررغبتھهنَّ  

 وویيبصقنھها  
 في ووجوهه االرّجالل االغریيبھْه  

 
 حرسٌس ... حرسٌس ... حرسٌس ... 

 حرسٌس ... حرسٌس ... 
 حرسٌس ...  

 یيتناسل في كلّ رركن  
 وویيرقدُُ ددااخل كلّ حقیيبھْه    

 
 االعصافیيرُ مرجومةٌ بالضّجیيج 

 ووتمثالل االعلامّة  
 یيحرسُس غربتھهُ  
قیيبھْه.ررفي شاررعع بو  
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Sof i ène  Rejeb 
 
An Evening on Avenue Bourguiba 
 
The street lamps are weeping 
Dripping  
Drizzling light 
Wetting our shoulders 
And our Gypsy mien 
amidst the sad faces 
 
The ladies of the night 
Sit yawning on their flimsy chairs 
Sipping their desire  
And spitting it out 
In the faces of strange men 
 
Guards . . . guards . . . guards 
Guards . . . guards 
Guards . . .  
Multiplying in every corner 
Secreted in every purse 
 
Flocks of birds take flight in the din 
And the statue of the learned Sage 
Keeps vigil over his exile 
On Avenue Bourguiba 

 
 

Guest Editors’ note: A statue of fourteenth-century scholar, 
Ibn Khaldûn, known as the “father of sociology,” stands at 
one end of Bourguiba Avenue close to Bab el Bahr (the sea 
gate), the entry to the Casbah. In the years just before Ben Ali 
fled, the statue was obscured by a large billboard sporting a 
smirking portrait of the dictator.  
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Mohamed a l -Sghaier  Ouled Ahmed  
 
Aux frères indicateurs 
 
L’indicateur n’a pas maintenant à être dans mon ombre  
Et lapider les oiseaux sur ma lèvre  
Car je suis le roi de la nuit  
Et je n’ai point de secret...  
Sauf mon visage  
Et mon encre qui coule sur le nombril de la capitale  
Et que cela soit  :  
Je passerai seul la journée  
Un sein me troublera soudain  
Je saluerai le drapeau  !  
Un enfant m’interrogera sur les frontières du pays  
Je l’interrogerai sur les confins de la langue  
Et advienne que pourra  
Seulement...  
L’indicateur n’a pas maintenant à être dans mon ombre  
Et tuer les oiseaux sur ma lèvre  
Car je suis le roi de la nuit  
J’ai pitié de tous les indicateurs  
Et suis dur pour une lèvre froide. 
 
 
 Translated into French from Arabic by Tahar Bekri 
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Mohamed a l -Sghaier  Ouled Ahmed 
 
To My Brothers, the Stool-Pigeons 
 
The stool-pigeon has no need now to live in my shadow 
And to stone the birds on my lips 
Because I am king of the night 
And I have no secrets . . .  
Except my face 
And my ink flowing onto the capital’s navel 
And so be it: 
I will spend the day alone 
A breast will suddenly disturb me 
I will salute the flag! 
A child will interrogate me about borders of the country 
I will interrogate the child about the limits of language 
Whatever happens, happens 
But . . .  
The stool-pigeon has no need now to live in my shadow 
And kill the birds on my lips 
Because I am the king of the night 
I feel sorry for all the stool-pigeons 
I give a hard time to cold lips.  
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Tahar Bekri  
 
Salam sur Gaza 
 
Dans les bras de la lumière 
Et la beauté du monde 
 
En dépit du plomb durci 
A la barbe des sanguinaires 
 
Ces flocons de neige  
Pour apaiser la terre 
 
Du feu qui lui brûle les lèvres  
Pourquoi aimez-vous tant les cendres 
 
Quand la braise nourrit mon cœur 
Tendre dans les cours des rivières 
 
Pourquoi détruisez-vous mon limon 
Réduit en poussière 
 
Le soleil vous fait-il peur 
De voir votre propre ombre 
 
 

Paris 30 décembre 2008 
 



	  

73	  

Tahar Bekri   
 
Peace Be Upon Gaza 
 
Embraced by the light 
And the beauty of the world 
 
In spite of cast lead 
Under the noses of the bloodthirsty 
 
These snowflakes 
To soothe the earth 
 
Cool the flames that burn her lips 
Why do you love ashes so much 
 
When embers warm my soft heart, 
In the flow of rivers 
 
Why do you destroy my silt 
Reducing it to dust 
 
Does the sunlight make you afraid 
To see your own shadow 
 
 
 Paris, December 30, 2008 
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 فتحي االنصريي
 

 نحن لا نشبھه ما كناّ نریيدْ 
 

 ما االذّيي غیيَّرنا؟  
یيخ االأسى؟  ررووززرُر تا  

 أأمم جذووةة آآلت إإلى بردد مقیيم؟  
 أأمم ترااهه االقبْوُ أأددمنَّاههُ  

 حتىّ صارر مرآآةة لنا؟  
 صارر ماءً 
 ووسماءً.  

 لكأناّ سمكٌ 
 آآبب إإلى غیيض ضنیين٬ْ، 

تٌت اأأوو نجومم نافق  
 ررووحھها االخافق خابٍب 

 منذ آآلافف االسّنیين.
    

 كم تغیيرّنا!  
 أألم تعَْلُ لنا فیيما مضى أأسطوررةة؟ٌ  
 االوررددةة٬ُ، االتنیّين٬ُ،  أأسواارٌر ووقصر٬ُ،  

 دُدوونھه سبعُ أأررااضٍض ووبحارٍر  
 ددوونھها مُلْكٌ وو أأمرُ.  

 أأوّولُل االسّوررةة إإخواانن االصّفاء٬، 
.  رراایية٬ٌ، وْوعْد٬ٌ، موااعیيد٬ٌ، ووسرُّ

 
 إإرَرمٌم٬، 

 كنزنا االمحجوبُب في االصحرااء٬، 
 إإكسیيرٌ ووسیيمیياءٌ ووسحرُ.   
 نحن لا نشبھه ما كناّ نریيدْ  

 ووإإذذاا ما ھھھهجَسَ االشّوقُق لنا شیْيئا٬ً،  
 وورُرمنا فسحةً خاررجج االقبْو٬ِ،  

 تناھھھهیْينا إإلى قبْوٍ جدیيدْ.  
 ھھھهكذاا یيلتبس االخاررجُج بالدّااخل  

 وواالدااخلُ بالخاررجج٬،  
  وواالأقْباء بالرّحْب االمدیيدْ.
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Fethi  Nasr i  
 
We Don’t Resemble What We Wanted to Be 
 
What changed us? 
The burden of the history of sorrow? 
Or an ember which became eternal cold? 
Or is it the dark cavern we were addicted to 
Until it became a mirror of ourselves? 
It became the water 
And the sky 
As if we were fish  
Returning to hidden shallows 
Or shooting stars 
Their flickering souls extinguished 
Thousands of years ago 
 

How much we changed! 
Did a myth not arise about us? 
The rose, the hydra, the walls and castle, 
Defended by seven earths and seven oceans 
Defended by kingly authority 
The beginning of the Sura, 
The Brethren of Purity,  
A banner, an oath, conclaves and secrets. 
 

Iram, 
Our treasure hidden in the desert, 
Elixirs, symbols and magic. 
We don’t resemble what we wanted to be 
And if longing had whispered to us 
And we had come out of the cavern 
We would have ended up in another cavern. 
Thus outside merges with inside 
And interior with exterior 
And dark caverns with open space. 
 
 

Guest Editors’ notes: 1. Authorized by the poet, the translation 
of this poem is excerpted from the longer poem, “The Storm.” 
2. In the Quran, Iram was said to be a city adorned with lofty 
buildings where the people of Ad lived. They had turned away 
from Allah and led wicked lives. They did not heed the prophet 
Hud’s warnings and were punished with a sandstorm erasing all 
traces of Iram. Many believe the mythic city once existed.   
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 آآددمم فتحي
 

 مسمارر االحریية
 

مُّ بقِلیيل٬ٍ، نظََرَتْت أأمُِّي االأررضَض في  قبَْلَ أأنْن یيقَْتحَِمَھها االسُّ
 ااتِّجاھھھهي٬، ھھھهمََسَتْ بحُرْقةَ: أأمْنیِيتَي االأخیيرةةُ أأنَْن أأحَْتفَظَِ مِنْ 

یيتَي بھِهذاا االمِسْمارر  حُرِّ
 

االمكانن٬، أأمَُوتُت على جرعاتٍت وومِنْ كلِّ جانب٬ِ،مُنْذئذٍِ أأنا في   
 كثیيرُوونَن یيمَْشُونَن على أأحْلامِي بأِحَْذِیيتَھِِهم االنِّظَامِیيَّة٬، ھھھهاتفِیينَ:

 ھھھهذاا ووططنكُ.
 

 أأسَْمَعُ آآلةََ االھهتُافِف أأتلَفََّتُ كالطَّرِیيدةِة.  لیْيس منْ مُوااطِطنیِينَ ھھھهنا لیيس
 مِنْ ووططَنٍ بعَْد.

یية٬ِّ، مَشْدُوودَدةةٌ إإلى نجمةٍ خَفیيَّة٬ٍ، في إإنِْن نحنُ إإلاَِّ مَسامِیيرُ ل لحُرِّ  
 االطَّرَفِف االآخَرِ من االجِداارر.

 
مكانن. آآلةٌَ لكُِلِّ لافَعِْلٍ حتَّى   آآلةٌَ لكُِلِّ لاشَيءٍ في ھھھهذاا االلاَّ

 لاِفْترِااسِس االأحلامم.
 

ا أأنا فمََشْدُوودٌد إإلى نجمَتيِ االخَفیِيَّة. ثابتٌِ على مِسْمَارِریيَّتي٬،  أأمََّ
 شَرْطِط إإنِْسانیِيَّتي االوَحِیيدِ. لا أأدَُدققُّ فأَخَْفىَ 

 لا أأقُْتلَعَُ فأَغَِیيب.
 

 لیيس لأِنَِّي بطََلٌ بل لأِنَِّي مِسمارٌر. مَحْضُ مِسمارٍر مَشْدُوودٍد إإلى
 وَوططَنھِهِ 

 
 كنجمة خَفیِيَّةٌ في االطَّرَفِف االخَفيِِّ من االجِداارِر. ووأأعَْرِفُف٬، االنجّمةُ 

وْءُ قدَْ لا یيكُونُن سِوىىقدَْ تكَُونُن اانْطَفأَتَْت  مِنْ سِنیِينَ. ھھھهذاا االضَّ  
رِ. لكِنِّي  نعَْیيھِها االمُتأَخَِّ

 
 لنَْ أأسَلِّمَ بمَِوْتِت نجَمتي٬، حتىّ لو ظظَللَْتُ مِسْماررااً مَشْدُووددااً إإلى
 ھھھهذاا االجِداارِر٬، أأحَْترَِقُق ططویيلاً ططویيلاً في ضَوْءِ ااحْتِضارِرھھھها

 االطّویيل. 
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Adam Fethi  
 
Liberty’s Nail 
 
Shortly before poison ravaged her, my mother-earth looked my way, 
she whispered in distress: My last wish is to save what is left of my 
liberty. I wish to keep at least this nail. 
 
Since then I remain in place, I die in gasps and from all sides, many are 
those who walk with their regulation boots on my dreams, proclaiming: 
This is your country! 
 
I hear the loudspeaker and turn like prey. There are no citizens here, 
there is no country yet. 
We are but nails of liberty, attached to a hidden star on the other side 
of the wall. 
 
There’s an apparatus for every nothing in this non-place, an apparatus 
for every empty act until even dreams are devoured. 
 
But I am attached to my hidden star. Steady in my “nailhood,” only 
proof of my humanity. Not pounded in so I vanish, not yanked out so 
I disappear. 
 
Not because I am a hero, but because I am a nail. 
Just a nail attached to his country. 
 
A hidden star on the hidden side of the wall. 
And I know, the star may have gone out years ago. This light may be 
just the belated news of its demise. But I will not 
 
accept that my star is dead, although I remain just a nail attached to this 
wall, burning a long, long time in the light of its slow agony. 
 
 

Guest Editors’ note: This poem alludes to the mythical jokester 
Joha of popular folktales, and to “Joha’s Nail.” Joha was also 
known as Nasreddine Khodja in Persian and Turkish regions. 
Joha sold a house at a discount with the proviso that he could 
keep one nail on one of its walls. Later he kept ‘visiting’ his nail 
and hanging rotten carcasses from it until the new owner was 
fed up and sold it back to him for a small fraction of the value.  
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Monce f  Ghachem 
 
Plate-forme 
 
ne point dire avant 
mais être de bond 
avec l’horizon 
 
ne point dire fumée 
mais ensemencer l’inerte 
et l’inanimé 
de feu 
 
se réveiller dans l’amandier 
de mai 
écrire d’une main d’épi 
épanoui 
aux vivants partout 
 
voir le champ dans le paysan 
le coquelicot dans la femme 
le soleil dans l’hirondelle 
et l’enfant dans l’étoile 
 
écouter la mer 
dans le collier du vent 
 
offrir la lumière de son visage 
à l’obscur pas d’un passant 
 
fortifier les mots 
de sa liberté première 
 
dire 
à l’amour 
présent 
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Monce f  Ghachem 
 
Manifesto 
 
never say forward 
rather spring forth 
with the horizon 
 
never say smoke 
rather sow the dormant 
and the inanimate 
with fire 
 
wake with the almond tree 
of May 
write with tufted hand 
blossoming 
for the living everywhere 
 
see the field in the peasant 
the poppy in the woman 
the sun in the swallow 
the child in the star 
 
hear the sea 
in the necklace of the wind 
 
offer the illumination of his face 
to the obscure footstep of a passerby 
 
buttress the words 
by his innate liberty 
 
say 
to love 
I’m already here 
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…‘Tis the nature of Destiny to respond 

Of night to now dissipate 
Of chains to be undone. 
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Jamel  Al-Sl i` i  
 
Redeyef:  Mother of Rebels 
 
Redeyef . . .  
This is Redeyef 
A land without grass 
But lush with dignity, standing tall, 
This is Redeyef, the mother of rebels 
She came to teach dignity and anger to the unenlightened 
Before the rebels found their way 
Here men blazed a clear path 
The pioneers of revolutions 
The heat of the mine is their home 
Where the rocks have written 
Nothing rises above the people, roaring, exploding 
A volcano of anger, spitting out tongues of fire 
Walk barefoot, this land is pure 
The blood of freedom ran through it, dripping 
Tell the fire 
Tell the fire to write 
The particulars ignored by those who are asleep 
As you dance with the silhouette of fire, on the sounds of sleep 
Mimic a minor version of death, so life may awaken 
A little, a little oil poured over “If the People . . .” is enough 
So that “If the People . . .” comes parading, joyous 
Hunger waylays you before the unattainable loaf 
And between the moments of unspoken portents 
You are not poor, no you are not poor 
But the bugles of your land gave away the fruits to the tax man  
We are the ones who responded to our poet as he chose Life 
And the oppressors came and said your best will die 
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	لنا االأررضض قالواا وو خیيرااتھها من علیيھها  
	وو شطئانھها االساحرااتت  
االجھهلوو نمنحكم قفة االفقر وو  	  

	وو االحزبب وو االصحف االكاذذباتت  
	مر االنارر تكتب  

	فقد كذبت ھھھهذهه االنخب االمشترااةة  
	تریيك أأناقتھها في االنھهارر  

	وو في االلیيل تأوويي  
االمومیياتت….. االى فرشش االممـ 	  

	لھها عسل االوھھھهم في قطراانن االطلاةة  
	مر االنارر تكتب  

	مر االنارر تكتب فانن لنا من ررصیيد االدماء  
	كفایيتنا دداائما للنجاةة  
ة شعب أأبيلنا فائض من كراام 	  

	وو لكن ططیيبتنا مدخل للطغاةة  
	وو في آآخر االصبر مقبرةة للطغاةة  

	مر االنارر تكتب  
	مر االنارر تكتب فأمك حاضرةة للشھهاددةة  

	كانت ااعدتت بنیيھها لكل االدررووبب وو كل االجھهاتت  
	مر االنارر تكتب  

یيجھهلھها االساسة االعابروونن….. تفاصیيل 	  
	وو أأھھھهل االخرااجج وو ووفد االجباةة  

	مر االنارر تكتب  
االحیياةةااذذاا االشعب یيوما أأرراادد  	  

	فلابد اانن تستجیيب االحیياةة  
 وولابد اانن یيسقط االظالمونن االطغاةة
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The land is ours, they said, and its riches 
And its enchanting beaches 
We’ll offer you a basket of poverty and ignorance,  
And the party, and the lying media 
Tell the fire to write 
These corrupt elites are lying 
They show you their elegance by day 
And by night they go back 
To the beds of the wh . . . whores 
With their honey of illusion mixed into the naphtha 
Tell the fire to write  
Tell the fire to write, indeed enough of our blood has spilled 
Enough to save us 
We have a surplus of dignity in our steadfast people 
But our humanity is exploited by tyrants 
At the end of our patience is the tomb of the tyrants 
Tell the fire to write 
Tell the fire to write your mother is ready for martyrdom 
She prepared her children for all paths 
Tell the fire to write 
The particulars  . . . unknown to fleeting politicians 
And to the revenue office and tax squads 
Tell the fire to write 
If the people one day the people want Life 
Life has no choice but to respond 
And the oppressive tyrants shall fall 
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Samia Lamine 
 
Prière citoyenne 
 
Le vent de ton souffle, tous les matins, 
Un chant doux, parfumé d’un air marin, 
De jasmin, de menthe et de thym 
Un encens exaltant sacré et divin. 
 
La rosée de ton regard effleure tes palmiers 
Une potion couleur de la paille de tes près 
Du vert olive de tes éternelles oliveraies 
Fête miellée au blanc de tes fleurs d’oranger. 
 
Mère! La sueur glacée de tes mineurs 
Un abri protecteur contre l’aridité du désert 
Une voile voguant vers l’avenir prospère 
Un muguet vivace aura de tes honneurs. 
 
Mère! Bois ton café tant qu’il est chaud 
La diseuse annonce des jours nouveaux 
Hume l’odeur des roses de la belle saison  
Elixir de vie durant les nuits d’aquilon! 
 
Mère! Ouïe les enfants du bassin que tu mates 
Mine de dinars pour les jours de disette 
Crains que le jaune du phosphate 
Ne devienne rouge sur les asphaltes! 
 
Mère! Bois ton café avant qu’il ne refroidisse 
Avant que la rage de nos flammes ne t’envahisse! 
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Samia Lamine 
 
Citizen’s Prayer 
 
Your whisper, each morning, on the breeze 
Is a sweet song, a perfumed air from the seas 
Of jasmine, mint and thyme, 
A heady incense sacred and divine. 
 
Your gaze caresses the palms with its dew 
Straw-colored on your fields, a magic potion 
In age-old orchards, of olive green hue 
On orange flowers, a honey-white celebration  
 
Mother! Your miners are covered with icy sweat, 
A blessed shelter from the desert’s heat 
A sail navigating toward a prosperous future 
A Lily-of-the-Valley living tribute to your nature. 
 
Mother! Drink your coffee while it’s hot 
The oracle proclaims the new era sought 
Breathe in the aroma of summer’s rose 
Life’s elixir on nights when Aquilon blows. 
 
Mother! Hear the mine’s children you suppress 
Mine of dinars for times of duress 
Beware lest the yellow of phosphate 
Become blood red on the asphalt. 
 
Mother! Drink your coffee before it cools 
Before our flames of rage burn out of control. 
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Andrea Assaf  
 

Traveling 
 
“I’m traveling, Mom. 
Don’t blame me. 
I’m lost on a road 
I have not chosen. 
Forgive me 
if I ever disobeyed you. 
Blame these days, 
don’t blame me. 
I’m leaving . . .  
no return. 
I’ve had enough 
crying . . .  
no tears come . . .  
my eyes . . .  
Blame this age 
of treachery 
in this estranged land. 
I’m tired . . .  
putting everything behind. 
I’m traveling. 
I’m wondering 
if the travel will help 
me forget.” 
 
--Mohamed Bouazizi, 12 /17 /10  
 

This is an English-language interpretation of Mohamed Bouazizi’s suicide 
note to his mother, posted on his Facebook page. Tarek al-Tayyib 
Mohamed ibn Bouazizi, a 26-year-old Tunisian fruit vender who quit high 
school to work and support his mother and sisters, set himself on fire on 
December 17, 2010, after his wares had been repeatedly confiscated by the 
police. It was a fire that sparked the revolution now spreading through the 
Arab world. His last note was pure poetry, his final act of pure protest. I 
pulled from rough translations on the internet, and edited and reformatted to 
highlight the poetry of Bouazizi’s message. 
     --Andrea Assaf 
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بلعیيدشكريي   
 

 لا تطرددووني
	  

 لا تطرددووني
 أأنا االوقت في ووقتكم مذبحھهْ 

 أأنا ووجع أأوو نشیيد قدیيم
 أأنا لعنة قاددمھْه 

 سوفف أأحمي تفاصیيلكم 
 ووااحدااً ووااحدااً 

 من االریيح وواالغثیيانن
وولكن إإلى جھهة ھھھهائمھْه    

 لا تطرددووني 
 من ووقتكم٬، من عمركم وو من حلمكم 

 فلي في االخریيف االأخیير 
 صلاةة أأقولل بھها 

ووحح ثمّ أأررتبّ بعض االكلامم موجة االرّ   
 االحراامم 

 إإذذنن لاحقواا قمريي 
 ووااسجنواا صرختي 

 ثم ھھھهاتواا ددلیيل االنبوةة في ووحیيكم 
 أأنا ووااحد وو نبيّ 

 على جثتّي مرّتت 
 االأمم االقدیيمة وواالمداامم 

 أأنا ووجعٌ للمرااثي 
 وولااامرأأةة ضیيعّت حلميَ في االزحامم 

 سأررسمھها ثانیية 
 نھهدھھھها ووططن لحریيقي 

 فمھها بحر لغریيقي 
 عیينھها قاتلھْه 

	آآهه! یيا أأمة حاقدةة  
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Chokri  Be la id 
 
Do Not Shun Me 
 
Do not shun me 
I am time in the time of your massacre 
I am agony or an ancient song 
I am the curse foretold 
I will protect you all 
One by one 
From wind and nauseating seas 
But do not banish me to a trackless wilderness 
Do not shun me 
From your time, from your life and from your dream 
Because in the final autumn I have 
A prayer I say 
To the upwelling of my soul putting together 
Forbidden words 
So, pursue my moon 
And imprison my cries 
Then bring proof of prophecy in your revelation 
I am unique and a prophet 
Over my corpse passed 
Ancient nations and rivers of wine 
I am the agony in elegies 
And no woman misplaced my dream in the melee 
I will draw her again 
Her breast is a country for my fire 
Her mouth is a sea for my drowning 
Her eye is a killer 
Hear me! Oh, resentful country 
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Meriam Bouzidi   
 
In the Cell 	  
 
The Executioner: We deprived him of speech 	  

And of food and drink 
The Investigator: He is asleep 

Snoring 
The bastard!! 
Wake him up 
Give him a jolt 

The Executioner: We woke him up 
We gave him a jolt 

The Investigator: There's a smile on his lips 
There's speech inside him 
Son of ingrates . . . 
Hang him up by his wrists 

The Executioner: We hung him up 
The Investigator: It's as if the situation 

Suits him fine 
Dangling freely there 
With a ghost of a smile on his lips 
Hang him up by his ankles 

The Executioner: We hung him up 
The Investigator: He is showing his teeth 

Like a wolf 
Son of a bitch 
Hand me the pliers 
I'll make the confessions flow freely from 
inside him 

The Executioner: He has expired 
From the first jolt 
The poor guy 

The Investigator: Senseless 
Devoid of feelings. 
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		منصف االوھھھهایيبي    
 

2011جانفي  14تمریين على كتابة  یيومم االجمعة   
 

	لیِيصْمُتْ إإذذنْن كلُّ شیيئٍ ھھھهنا  
	ھھھهذهه االجُمعة  

خضرااء ررفیيفُ االعصافیير في فجرِ تونس 	  
	أأجرااسُھها االقزُحیية  
	أأشجاررھھھها إإذْذ تغُنيّ  

	لیِيصْمُتْ إإذذنْن كلُّ شیيئٍ   
	ررنیينُ االھهوااتفِ في كُلِّ یيدْ   

	ووررنیينُ االمعاوولِل في كلِّ یيدْ   
	  

	لیِيصْمُتْ إإذذنْن كلُّ شیيئٍ ھھھهنا ھھھهذهه االجُمُعَھهْ   
 عویيلُ االنساءِ على جاررنا وَوھْھھهوَ 

	في بیيتھِِه یيحْتضَِرْ    
	ھھھهذِهِه االجُمُعَھهْ   

 ضحكاتت االبناتِت االجَمیيلاتِت یيھْهرَعْنَ 
ذذااذِذ إإلى االمدررسھهْ   	تحتَ االرَّ  

	  
	لیيكَِفَّ االمطرْ   
	ھھھهذهه االجُمُعَھهْ   

	وولیيعَُلِّقْ ھھھهنالك أأجرااسَس بلوّرِرههِ   
	في االھهوااءِ ووفي االغَیْيمِ وولیينَْتظَِرْ   

	  
	ددقَّةَ االسّاعةِ االخامِسھهْ   

	وولھَهُ بعْدَ ذذلك أأنْن یينھهمرْ   
لْ إإذذنْن جارُرنا مَوْتھَهُ  	وولیيؤَُجِّ  

	قلیيلاً إإلى االساعةِ االخامسھهْ   
	لیِيصْمُتْ إإذذنْن كلُّ شیيئٍ ھھھهنا  

	ھھھهذهه االجُمُعَھهْ   
 تلِكّمُ االسّیيِّدههْ 
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Monce f  Ouhaibi  
 
Writing Exercise – Friday, January 14, 2011 
 
Let all things fall silent here  
On this Friday: 
The tweeting of birds at dawn in Tunisia the Green 
Her rainbow-colored bells 
Her trees singing. 
Let all things fall silent 
The ringing of phones in every hand  
And the ringing of pickaxes in every hand 
 
Let all things fall silent here, on this Friday: 
The women’s wailing about our neighbor  
who lies dying at home 
On this Friday 
The laughter of young girls running to school 
under misty rain 
 
Let the rain stop falling 
On this Friday 
Let it hang its bells of crystal 
In the air, in the cloud, let it wait 
 
The five o’clock bell 
Then, let it pour down 
Let our neighbor delay his death a little 
until five o’clock 
Let all things fall silent here 
On this Friday 
That woman  
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ةةً  	إإذْذ تنُادِديي على طِطفْلھِها مرَّ  
ةةً  	ووعلى كلْبھِها مرَّ  

	لتِكَُنْ مِثْلھَهُ   
	ووھْھھهوَ یينصبُ أأذذنیَْيھهِ   

	مِنْ رِریيبةٍ   
ھھھهما 	وویيصَرُّ  

االرعاةةْ ھھھهوَ یيحدسُس ما لیيسَ نحدسُس نحن  	  
	  

	لیِيصْمُتْ إإذذنْن كلُّ شیيئٍ ھھھهنا  
	ھھھهذهه االجُمُعَھهْ   

	ھھھهسیيسُ قواارریيرھھھهمْ   
 ووررنیينُ كؤووسِھهم 

	في االمزاارر  
	قلْ لھهمْ: أأیيھها االعابروونن ررصیيفَ االنھهاررْ   

	إإلى حانةٍ تفْتحُ االجُمُعھهْ   
	قلیيلاً من االصمْتِ   

-‐	   بأسس لا  	  -‐ 	  
	وواانتظَِروواا ددقَّةَ االساعةِ االخامسھهْ   

 
	لیِيصْمُتْ إإذذنْن كلُّ شیيئٍ ھھھهنا  

	ھھھهذهه االجُمُعَھهْ   
عاههْ  	أأغاني االرُّ  
	أأذذاانُن االصلاةةْ   

	قلْ لھهمْ: لا تصُلُّواا  
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Calling her son sometimes 
Sometimes her dog 
Let her be like the dog 
His ears pricking up,  
Alert,  
Swiveling forward 
Sensing things that we, the shepherds, never sense 
 
Let all things fall silent here 
On this Friday 
The clinking of their glasses 
The whispering of their bottles  
In al-Mazar restaurant 
Tell them, oh you, crossing the terrace of the day 
Toward a bar open on Friday 
A little silence 
—All is well— 
Wait now for the five o’clock bell 
 
Let all things be silent  
On this Friday 
The shepherds’ songs 
The call to prayer 
Tell them: do not pray 
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	وولا تقرؤؤوواا االفاتحِھهْ   
	ھھھهذهه االجُمُعَھهْ   

	ووقفِواا مثلما یيقفُِ االتونسیيوّننَ   
	وواالتونسیياّتتُ   

	في ھھھهذهه االجُمُعَھهْ   
	ررتلّواا: االحمْدُ للشَّعبِ سیيِّدنا أأجمعیينْ   

	  
ررھھھها في یيدَیْيھهِ  	ررتلّواا: االحمدُ للشَّمسِ ووھْھھهوَ یيكُوِّ  

	ررتلّواا صامِتیينْ   
	ررتلّواا: االحمْدُ للأررضضِ   

	ووھْھھهوَ یيدوورُر بھها  
رُرھھھها في یيدََیْيھهْ  	وویيدُووِّ  

	  
	لیِيصْمُتْ إإذذنْن كلُّ شیيئٍ ھھھهنا  

	ھھھهذهه االجُمُعَھهْ   
	االتلامیيذُ حتىّ ووھھھهمُْ یينشِدوونن  
	إإذذاا االشعبُ یيوماً أأرراادد االحیياةةْ   

االقدررْ  فلا بدَّ أأنْن یيستجیيبَ  	  
	قلْ لھهمْ   

	لا تحیيوّاا االعلمْ   
	ھھھهذهه االجُمُعَھهْ   

صوْتٌت یيجيءْ  ثمْ  	  
صوْتٌت یيضُيءْ  ثمْ  	  

	لیِيعلِّمنا  
	وویيعُلِّم فیينا االقلمْ   
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Do not recite the Fatiha 
On this Friday 
Stand up like all Tunisians, men  
And women, 
On this Friday 
Chant: Praise to the people master of us all 
 
Chant: Praise to the sun the people knead in their hands 
Chant silently 
Chant: Praise to the earth 
That the people encircle  
And turn it in their hands 
 
Let all things fall silent here 
On this Friday  
The students even if they are singing: 
“When one day the People want Life, 
Tis the nature of Destiny to respond” 
Tell them 
Do not salute the flag 
On this Friday 
There is a voice that comes 
A voice that illuminates 
In order to teach us 
And to teach the pen within us 
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	قلیيلاً من االصمْتِ   
حُ أأیيتھُها االریي 	  

	أأیيتّھها االنوّءُ   
	  

	أأیيتّھها االزووبعھهْ   
	قلیيلاً من االصمْتِ   

	أأیيتّھها االعرباتُت االقطاررااتتُ   
	إإذْذ تترحّلُ منذ االصباححْ   
	لیِيصْمُتْ إإذذنْن كلُّ شیيئٍ   

		ھھھهنا وو ھھھهناككْ     
	ھھھهذهه االجُمُعَھهْ   

	االقواافلُ منْ إإبلٍ ووكلاببْ   
	ووھْھھهيَ تقْطعُ صحرااءَ ددووزز  

	االقواارربُب في االمتوسِّطِ   
	غاددیيةٌ رراائحھهْ   
أأشْرعةً ووشباككْ ووھْھھهيَ تنشُرُ  	  

	االمناررااتُت ووھْھھهيَ تضُيءُ لھها  
	ووسطَ جبْسِ االضباببْ   

	  
	لیِيصْمُتْ إإذذنْن كلُّ شیيئٍ ھھھهنا   

	ھھھهذهه االجُمُعَھهْ   
	قرااصنةُ االبحْرِ   
	خبطُ االمجاذذیيفِ   

	في ماءههِ   
	جَزْرُرههُ عنْد خاصِرةِة االساحِلِ االتُّونسيّ   
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A little silence! 
You, Wind 
You, Rain 
 
You, Storm 
A little silence 
You, railroad cars 
On the move since morning 
Let all things fall silent  
Here and There 
This Friday: 
The caravans of camels and dogs 
Crossing the Sahara by Douz 
The boats, coming and going 
Across the Mediterranean 
Hoisting sails and casting nets 
The lighthouses that shine 
Through the chalky white fog 
 
Let all things fall silent here 
This Friday 
The pirates of the sea 
The thumping of oars 
In the water 
The ebb-tide at the waist of the Tunisian coast 

 



	  

102	  

	  
	  
	  
	  

	قلیيلاً من االصمْتِ   
	یيا إإخْوتي  

أأحبّْ یيا ررفاقي االذیين  	  
	لیِيصْمُتْ إإذذنْن كلُّ شیيئٍ ھھھهنا   

	ھھھهذهه االجُمُعَھهْ   
	أألا تسْمعونْن؟  

	  
	بلى فاسمعواا  

	ددقتِّ االخامسھهْ   
	فلنكنْ كلُّنا أأذذناً صاغیيھهْ   

	كلُّ شيءٍ ھھھهنا صامتٌ... فاسمعواا  
	االطاغیيھهْ   	...ھھھهوَ ذذاا ووقعُ أأقداامِھِه   
	ووھْھھهوَ یيرحلُ... أأوْو ووھْھھهوَ یيھْهرُببْ   

	أأوْو ووھْھھهوَ یيمضي إإلى حیيثُ یيمضي  
ً سریيعاً .. . بطیيئاً ... سریيعا 	  

 ً 	بطیيئاً ... بطیيئا  
	لیيرقدَُ في جثةٍ خاوویيھهْ   
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A little silence 
My brothers 
My beloved comrades 
Let all things fall silent here 
This Friday  
Don’t you hear? 
 
But listen well 
The five o’clock bell is ringing 
Let us be all ears 
Everything here is silent . . . Listen! 
The Tyrant . . . the sound of his boots 
Fleeing . . . leaving . . . or fleeing 
Or going wherever 
Quickly . . . slowly . . . quickly 
Slowly . . . slowly 
Let him sleep, a hollow corpse 
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 أأحمد بن خلیيفة

 
االیيومم قبل  

 
درراا أأشرقت االعیيونن ترىى ررسومم االظلومم تعلو االجقبل االیيومم كنا ااذذ 	  

 وو قبل االیيومم سمعنا نشیيد االوططن 
	ااررددااهه صوتت االنفاقق وو من ذذاا غدرر  

	كنا ااذذاا مرررنا جواارر االجنودد نحني االجبیين وواالقلب یيبكي االعمر  
 ااخرجج من بیيتك وواالتفت ووررااءكك 
	فالرقیيب بالعیين عن كل حر سھهر  

 ووكل جارر یيكتب بالغدرر تقریير جاررهه 
بأيي سجن تمر فما تدرريي نفس 	  

 مر على االمقاھھھهي ملءاا بأھھھهلھها 
	ثلاثث ووعشریين عامم على نفس االكرااسي تصر  

 أأررقب االصبیية على االبابب تبكي 
 وو ما من مجیيب 

	یيومم علم حرمت ااذذ بالحجابب تبر  
 لیيس االذنب قلما بالبیيت یينسى 
	بل االبابب لغیير االساترااتت ممر  

 عن االیيمیين جلست في االستیين یيدھھھها 
لمن عبرعلى خدھھھها تشكو االانتظارر  	  

 لي خمس وو االساددسس مفقودد یيتیيم 
 ووعاططل تخرجج ووططالبانن 

	وو ززووااجج االاخیيرةة منھه لا مفر  
 كل ذذااكك وو عتباتت االبیيت تشھهد 

	ثمانونن ددیينارراا منذ ااعواامم بالذلل ھھھهنا تنتظر  
 لكن اابتسامتھها على االمحیيى ررثاء 
	لمن جاووزز عجزھھھها فقراا وو ددیينا أأمر  

 قبل االیيومم یيطلبك االموظظف كرھھھها 
ااوو حتى حجراا من االقمرأألفا من االاووررااقق  	  

 ااوو علھّه یيمد االعیين قبل االیيد 
 وو االلسانن بكل االوقاحة خمسونن ددیينارراا 
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Ahmed Ben Khal i fa  
 
Before Today 
 
Before today, eyes saw portraits of the tyrant on walls  
Before today, we heard the national anthem  
Sung by hypocrites and traitors  
Heavy-hearted we bowed our heads passing by soldiers  
Upon leaving your house, look back  
Because spies are watching free men  
Neighbor reporting on neighbor  
Until not one soul knows what jail it is living in  
Walk by all the coffee shops, full of patrons  
Twenty-three years, sitting on the same chairs, chattering  
Watch the youth, at the doors, their cries  
Unheard, expelled from school  
Denied learning because of a scarf  
Their sin is not a forgotten pencil  
The doors are open only for uncovered heads  
To the right, a woman of sixty, her hand 
On her cheek, laments her unvarying luck  
To passersby I have five, the sixth is missing, orphan,  
Jobless graduate; two in school,  
The youngest girl to be married  
All that, and the doorsill of my home is my witness  
For years, eighty dinars was all that awaited us in shame, 
But her smile is a eulogy for those who  
Walk by recommending reliance on God  
Before today, the clerk asked you, blatantly, for  
A thousand documents, and a moon rock  
Or, perhaps, he extended a look before a hand, and  
The tongue, without shame, asked for fifty [dinars] 
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	لأسھهلّ لك ما عسر  
 فتبا للمرتشیين ووتبا 

لكل خنوعع  اللعابثیين وو تب  
	ما ضاقق ذذررعا ووما اانفجر  

	فاسد ھھھهنا اامامم االبابب وو ساررقق ھھھهناكك على االكرسي  
كل سوااءمرتش ووررااء االمكتب وواال 	  

 نفاقا صفقواا لصوررةة االرئیيس 
 فوقق ررؤؤووسھهم 

	ااذذ عن فساددھھھهم غضواا االنظر  
 وو یيا شریيف االقومم ما لك تجزعع 

	فالزنزاانة بیيت من بكل االفاسدیين كفر  
 قبل االیيومم یيولد االرضیيع فیيھهم 

	غنیيا مالكا للبیيوتت وواالقصورر لھه مقر  
	وو االرضیيع منا ما حق لھه االحلیيب  

سس االجزررفلأبنائھهم كل االحلوىى وو لابنائنا ررؤؤوو 	  
 قبل االیيومم حكم االقضاةة مسجونن 

	وواالاحراارر فیيھهم نبذوواا كما جربى االبقر  
 كل االفسادد ذذااكك وو االرئیيس ما خبرووهه 

	مسكیين بل غالطوهه كذاا أأمر  
 في خطابب االظلم قالھها بالحزمم كل االحزمم 

	أأنن االحر في تونس شر  
	وو اانن االعجوزز یيبكي شر  

	وو اانن االصغیير حجاررةة یيرمي شر  
	وو اانن االكاتب ااذذاا عبر شر  

االفقیير یيلعن فقرهه شر وواانن  
	حتى االغني ما ررضى قسمة جھهدهه مع االطغاةة شر  
	بل كل االشعب كل االشعب على االشعب خطر  

 ااما ااھھھهلھه وو ززووجج االفسادد لیيلى ھھھهم االحماةة 
 ھھھهم االحماةة ھھھهم االخیير ھھھهم االمطر
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So I make all difficulties go away  
Curse the bribe takers, curse the  
Abusers, curse all the boot-lickers who  
Are not fed up, witless  
A corrupt one here at the door, a thief there on the chair  
A bribe-takers behind the desk, all the same  
Clapping in hypocrisy at the President's  
Picture above their heads, as long as  
Their sins of corruption are ignored  
People of honor, do not fear, the jail cells  
Are the home of those who say no  
Before today, their newborn came into the world  
Rich, owning houses, castles are his abode  
No milk for ours  
All the sweet things for theirs, carrot butts for ours  
Before today, judges were made captive, those free,  
Like scabrous cows, shunned  
All that misery, but the “President,” poor innocent,  
Uninformed, wool over the eyes the claim was 
Forceful speech, full of arrogance  
The free in Tunisia are evil  
The old who cry are evil  
The young rock-throwers are evil  
The daring writers are evil  
The luck-cursing poor are evil  
The rich, too, not sharing with sharks, are evil  
Worse yet, the people, all, are a danger to themselves  
But his own, the avaricious Leila, spouse of corruption,  
Are the defenders, the defenders, the good, the rain  
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 كما ناشدووكك وو لم یيستحواا شعبھهم نفاقا 
 وو تخویينا لللاجئیين 

	وو من بقوةة االجند ھھھهجر  
 یيا بلديي لك االدعاء من كل االعبادد لیيلة االخمیيس 

اء االصابریين ھھھهز االحجرددع 	  
 ددعوةة االحق نساھھھها كل جبارر بیيد االملاكك 

	یيحملھها ووقت االسحر  
 ما ررددھھھها الله وو اانن بعد حیين 

	أأجابھها للشعب یيومم ااستجابب االقدرر  
 كذاا االشعر في ووططني ددعاء االساجدیين 

 تونس لیيلك یينجلي 
	وو قیيدكك یينكسر  

 ھھھهبواا ررجالا نساء بوجھه االرصاصص أألفا بعد أألف 
	تجمعواا مد االبصر  

 حبسواا أأنفاسس االقومم أأمامم االشاشاتت كل االعیيونن ترقب 
	متى االجبارر یيندحر  

 ھھھهربب االظلومم 
 وو من كل صوبب ترىى ططفلا أأمامم شرططي عجوززاا ووررااء جنديي قناّصص على 

	االسطح یيرقب ثم یيقتل وو صوتت عقر  
 ااررحل عن وو جوددنا ااررحل عن بلدنا 

 مللناكك ررئیيسا بل 
	كنت ساررقا مللنا ذذاا االوجھه االعكر  

شعبي وو ما ھھھهربب ھھھهربب االظلومم یيا   
	فا9 ما أأھھھهمل ددعوةة مظلومم بكى تحت االشجر  
	لعمريي ما أأھھھهدااكك ھھھهرووبا بل ذذااكك ططریيق ووعر  

 من قرططاجج تسلكھها االى االحرمیين مأووااھھھها 
	وو االكل یيدعو علیيك متى مأووااكك سقر  

	االى االعجوزز على عتباتت االبیيت  
 االى االمسجونن االى االمعذبب 
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Those pledging undying support, no shame, hypocrites  
While accusing the refugees,  
Those forcibly exiled 
O my country! Prayers are to You on a Thursday night 
A prayer from the people patiently laboring  
The call for justice, carried by angels  
At dawn, is ignored by tyrants,  
But not by God, in time it 
Will be answered by the people and their destiny  
This is what poetry says  
Tunisian prayers say “darkness will end  
And chains will break” 
Men, women, all, in the thousands, facing bullets,  
As far as the eye can see  
Others holding their breath, all eyes watching, waiting  
For the tyrant's fall  
The tyrant fled  
Everywhere, a child faces a cop, the old help a soldier,  
A sniper on the roof, aims, kills, voices shrieking  
Get out of our existence, out of our country  
Fed up, fed up with you as president  
No, a thief. Banish the evil face  
O my people! The tyrant is gone, but no escape  
God hears the oppressed crying under trees 
No, He did not grant you flight, your road will be harsh  
From Carthage, fleeing to Mecca  
But we are hoping you land in Hell  
The old sitting on doorsteps  
The prisoner, the torture victim, all the victims  
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	االى من بھه االظلومم مكر  
	االى االباكیياتت یيومم االدررااسة منعا بالحجابب تأملواا  

	االى االعاططلیين عن االمقاھھھهي سنیين االعمر  
 ھھھهربب االظلومم كما االسابقیين 

	لكن عبرةة للحاكمیين فھهل من معتبر  
 أأنن االشعب سیيدكم وواانتم عبیيد 

	وو من جالد االناسس كمن یيسقي االشجر  
 یيسقیيھها ظظلما فتعلو شداادداا 

	فلا یيقوىى االصعودد ظظلومم ااذذاا االغصن كبر  
	االى االدااعیين في االیيومم خمسا بلادديي عبر  

 من كانن منكم للھهارربیين عبداا 
	فالھهارربونن ھھھهنا ماضي االخبر  

وو للشعب جنداا وو من كانن % عبداا   
	فذاا یيومم االعز قد حظر  

 فشمّر عن االاذذررعع االصاددقاتت 
	كبرّ بھها أأنن صعّد حدیيداا وو مدّ االحجر  

 قد وولى عھهد االجالسیين 
	وو االحریية تونسیية كما قالھها كل االبشر  

 كانن االتارریيخ یيكتب عمرنا ذذلا 
	وو االیيومم نكتب االتارریيخ فوقق االسطر  

 أأنا لا نرضى بغیير االعز خبزاا 
فذااكك مكروومن خالف االعز منا  	  

	وومكر االغبي كمن یيرتجي حیياةة على االاررضض حیين قبر  
	عاشت تونس حرةة عاشش االشعب سیيداا  

 االیيومم تبدأأ ھھھهنا االحكایية 
	نروویيھها للصغیير عند االكبر  
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Of the tyrant's oppression  
From schoolgirls, banned for a scarf, weeping, confused  
To the jobless rotting for years, in coffee shops  
The tyrant has fled, as tyrants do  
A lesson, will the rulers learn? 
The people are your masters, you the servants  
Oppress the people, you water plants  
Pour injustice on them and they grow stronger limbs,  
You can't climb. 
To those who pray five times, my country is a lesson 
Those servile to the tyrant in flight, should know  
Tyrants are gone, history  
Those who served God, soldiered for the people,  
The day of dignity has arrived  
Roll up the sleeves of those honest arms  
Pray, build with rock and steel  
The time of laziness is gone, Humanity is witnessing,  
Liberty is Tunisian  
Before today, history engraved our humiliation  
Today we write our own history  
Nothing but dignity as our bread  
Dignity is not for deceivers  
Hoping for life on this earth, after the grave  
Tunisia lives, the People are free 
Today the story begins  
When we are old, we'll tell it to the young 
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Abderrazak Ben Hamida 
 
Aurore étoilée 
 
Revoici le temps des fleurs 
Bien-aimée 
La sève de ta jeunesse 
Arrose l’aurore étoilée 
  
Printemps précoce cet hiver 
Les hirondelles par milliers 
Nichées sur l’horloge du 14 janvier 
Chantent l’hymne de la liberté 
  
Sur la Promenade des tunisiens 
Les fleuristes médusés 
Tressent le jasmin de février 
Blancheur tatouée de rouge sanguin 
  
Joyeuse Saint-Valentin 
Ma terre 
 
 
  14 février 2011 
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Abderrezek Ben Hamida 
 
Dawn-Sky 
 
Again flowered fields 
My love 
The dawn stars  
Are given the sap of your youth 
 
Early spring this winter 
Thousands of swallows 
Nested on the January 14 clock 
Singing the chant of freedom 
 
On the Tunisian Promenade 
The spellbound florists 
Stitch February jasmine 
White tattooed with blood red 
 
Happy Valentine 
My earth 
 
 
 February 14, 2011 
 
 Translated by Joseph Ohmann Krause 
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Amina Azouz 
 
I l  Lamento  du Bardo 
 
Un coeur en ruine 
Un pays en ruine 
Les barbares de l’intime 
Bougent de toute part 
 
Que reste-t-il à détruire ? 
 
Recroquevillés, aveugles 
Adossés aux mythes 
Attendant notre balle 
 
Attachés au mât avec Ulysse 
Sourdes, apprenant le sens de la douleur 
Les sirènes se nourrissant de nos orbites 
Pour chanter la musique des rafales 
 
Attachés au mât d’un radeau qui coule 
Dans nos cœurs dépecés 
Chaque jour, à l’infini 
 
Nous sommes Prométhée 
Sans savoir divin 
Sans faute et sans destin  
 
Adossés aux mythes 
Car ce ne sont que des mythes 
Adossés à l’erreur séculaire qu’il nous faut expier 
 
Nous avons perdu le texte de cette tragédie 
Et adoré son palimpseste 
 
L’horreur est créative 
Elle tisse des chemins fabuleux 
Dans les plis des âmes 
sans âmes et sans histoire 
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Amina Azouz 
   
I l  Lamento  of the Bardo Museum 
 
A heart in ruins 
In ruins the land 
The barbarians in our bosom 
Everywhere on the move 
 
What is left to destroy? 
 
Cowering, blind 
Leaning on myths 
Awaiting our bullet 
 
Tied to the mast with Ulysses 
Deaf muses, sounding the depths of pain 
The Sirens feed on our sunken eyes 
To blast us with their stormy song 
 
Tied to the mast of a raft engulfed 
In our flayed hearts 
Each day, an eternity 
 
We are Prometheus 
Lacking divine wisdom 
Without error or destiny 
 
Leaning on myths 
For they are but myths 
Backed by old sins we must atone 
 
We lost the script of this tragedy 
And worshipped its palimpsest 
 
Creative horror 
Weaves fabulous pathways 
In the depths of souls 
Without soul or history 
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Le désert est là 
Ourlé dans les mots 
D’un dieu qui ne veut pas mourir 
Et qui continue à tuer 
à la tête de son armée de désert 
 
Le désert grossit comme une rumeur 
D’engloutissement 
Adossés au mât avec Ulysse 
Sourds, apprenant la maïeutique du sable 
qui a absorbé notre sang 
Pétrifié nos corps 
Figé nos orbites dans le cri 
De la méduse 
 
Des statues dans lesquelles  
Bat un cœur en silence 
Et qui pourtant espère 
Pour des siècles et des siècles 
En attendant la destruction 
Du cœur en ruine 
Du pays en ruine 
 
Mais qu’y-a-t-il à détruire ? 
 
 
 Tunis le 18 Mars 2015 
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The desert is there 
Hemmed into the words 
Of a god who refuses to die 
And continues to kill 
At the head of his desert legions 
 
The desert swells with the roar 
Of foundering 
Leaning against the mast with Ulysses 
Deaf, learning the maieutics of the sand 
Which has soaked up our blood 
Petrified our bodies 
Frozen our sunken eyes at the cry 
Of the Medusa 
 
Statues within which  
A heart beats silently 
Hoping nevertheless 
For centuries upon centuries 
Awaiting the destruction 
Of the heart in ruins 
Of the land in ruins 
 
But what is there to destroy? 
 
 
 Tunis, March 18, 2015 
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 ملیيكة االعمرااني 
 

 شرّددني االطیّين ذذااتت تفاّحة 
	  

 من ھھھهنا تبدأأ
 من لیيل االھهزیيمة یيسريي في ددووااخلنا  

 من لونن االورردد بالجرحح  
 كیيف أأكتب وو االحنظل یيسريي كالرعد 

 بصوتي    
 

أأصحو على مطر یينزفف في  كنت  
 االورریيد وو یيقتلني 

 كانن ططعم االصبارر یيسكن لغتي 
 وو كنت االلغة االمنسیية من ززمن 

 االطوفانن  
 رربيّ أألھهمني االصبر إإذذاا ما غزاا االشیيب 

 مفرقي  
 ووشاررفت على تلةّ االأرربعیين  

 ووأأھھھهلي جمّعواا أأحزاانھهم في جراارر 
 االتمّر ووررحلواا    

 
 كنت أأعزفف لحنا بدوویياّ یيسّاقط من 

 صدرر إإمرأأةة 
 ضیيعّت على حافة االعمر موّاالھها  

 أأنا یيا آآددمم شرّددني االطیّين ذذااتت تفاحة  
 ووكانن ددمي یيتوزّزعع بیين االقبائل نائحا  
 أأنا یيا آآددمم ضیيعّت ذذااكرتي في عمق 

 االصحرااء  
 وو ووحديي على حافة االموتت أأجمّع 

 ما ضاعع منيّ وو ما اانكسر  
بر حاجز االخوفف وو االموتت    عووحديي آآ  

 
كتي  كي أأؤؤسس ممل  

 سأمحو إإذذنن ذذااكرةة االنسّیيانن وو  أأصنع 
يأأسطوررت  
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Malika Omrani  
 
Clay Caused My Fall at the Time of the Apple 
 
We start from here 
from the night of defeat spreading inside us 
from the rose-colored wound 
How can I write when bitter colocynth flows like thunder 
in my voice 
 
I used to wake up to the sound of rain hemorrhaging 
at the jugular, killing me 
The taste of hardy aloe lives in my language 
and I was the forgotten language from the time  
of the flood 
God led me to patience as my hair turned gray 
as I crested the hill of forty 
My family gathered their sorrows  
in date amphorae  
and moved on 
 
I was playing a Bedouin tune falling  
from the throat of a woman 
who lost her melody at the edge of life 
O Adam! Clay caused my fall at the time of the apple 
and my blood, weeping, was spread among the tribes 
O Adam! I lost my memory in the depths 
of the desert 
Alone at the edge of death, I gather 
what was lost and what was broken in me 
Alone I cross the barrier of fear and death 
 
In order to found my kingdom 
I will erase the memory of forgetfulness and I will build 
myths 
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	حسن ددوولة  
	  

 نبوءةة عاشق
 

 إإذذاا متّ عشقـــا فــلا تــدفـنــوني    
 ووصلوّاا علیيـّا صـلاةة االغـراامم  

 ووقــولواا جمیيـعــا بأنــيّ ررســولل    
 إإلى كلّ صبّ بأررضض االسلامم  

 وونـاددوواا االمحبیّين كي یيأخذوواا مــن    
اممظي قلیيلا ووبعض االعددمائ    

 ووھھھهاتواا االجمیيلاتت یيرقصن حولي    
 بكل ااقتداارر... فیيحیيا حطامي  

 أأنــــا    لـلمــحــبیيــــن أأغــنــیيـة    
 بھها سوفف یينسونن كل االـملامم  

 وویيحیيــونن في لحظــة من ضیيـاء    
 وویيحیيونن  في ساعة من ھھھهیيامم  

 ووقـولـواا لـمـن بالھهــوىى ااكــتووواا    
جمیيعا ووززوورروواا مقاميتعالواا     

 فـــفــي لـفتــة من ررفــاتي لـكــم    
 ســـلامم عـظــــیيم ووأأيي سلامم  

 ووفــي ھھھهـوسة  من ھھھهدووئي یيكونن    
 لــكم كــل خیير بطعم االوئـامم  

 أأنــا عاشق  من ززمــانن االـبداایيــا    
 تت قد عشت حبي بغیيراانثلامم  

 ووآآمــنت أأنــي بـقـلبــي االـمحـب    
 سأحیيـــا ططویيـلا بكـل ااحتراامم  

 ووآآمــنـت أأنن االأمــانــي ســراابب    
 ستمضي سریيعا كبعض االغمامم  

 ووآآمـــنت أأنـي إإذذاا مـت عــشقـا     
 ططفـا فوقق قبريي ھھھهدیيل االحمامم  

 ووصـلـّت عـليّ نجــومم االسمــاء    
 ووغنتّ وورراائي ططـیيورر االیيمـامم  

 محـب أأنــا ررغم ززیيف االوجـودد    
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Hassan Daoula 
 
Lover’s Prophecy 
 
Should I die of love, do not bury me 
Rather pray for me the Prayer of Love 
And say, all of you, that I am a prophet 
For all lovers in the Land of Peace 
Tell the lovers to take  
My blood and my bones 
Bring beautiful women to dance around me 
Entrancingly  . . . so my remains come alive 
I am the Song of Lovers 
With it, lovers will forget blame 
And live in a moment of light 
And live in a moment of passion 
Tell those who were stung by love: 
Come, all of you, visit my shrine 
Because you’ll feel a great peace 
In the company of my remains 
In the whisper of my tranquility 
You’ll feel the beauty of harmony  
I am a lover from the beginning of time 
I am unrelenting love 
I believed with my loving heart 
I would live long, in dignity, 
I believed that yearning was a mirage 
That would vanish like clouds 
And I believed that if I died of longing 
The song of doves would ring my tomb 
And the stars in the sky would pray for me 
And turtledoves would sing behind me  
I am a lover in spite of the dishonesty of existence 
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 وولي في االھهوىى ررؤؤیية من منامي  
 بـأنن االھهــوىى ررحـلة من عـذاابب    

 عـذاابب جمیيــل كھهمس االكلامم  
 ووأأؤؤمـن أأنن االھهــوىى أأغــنیيـــاتت    

 تغنى بھها االقــلب مثل االحمامم  
 ووأألقــي جمیيـع االسخافاتت خلفي    

 وولا ااررتضي غیير حبي مراامي  
 أأنـا یيــا ررفـاقي لكــم قــد أأتیيـت    

 بدستـورر عشــق عليّ االمقامم  
 أأنــا مـن إإلــھه االسمـــا جئتـــكم    

 لأمحو من االأررضض كل االظلامم  
 نبــيّ االمـحبـــیين قــد جئـــتكم    

 كتـــابــي فؤاادد صــفيّ االــغراامم  
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I have an image of my love in my dreams 
That love is a tortured quest, 
Sweet torture like whispered words 
I believe that love is a song  
Hummed by the heart 
And I leave absurdity in my wake 
And I set my sights on my love  
My comrades! I swear I 
Brought you the Charter of Love 
I came to you from the God of the Universe 
To erase all darkness from Earth 
A Prophet of Love, I came to you 
My heart is a book of pure love. 
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