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 ...ُ تحبصأ فیك 

 

  َ راعسأ َ تناك ،قوسلا ىلإ اھَ تقفار نیح ،دیدج َ نزح ىلإ َ جاتحت َ تحبصأ ،رسكناو َ ةفرشلا نم اھَ نزَ ح َ طقس 

 امك َ ناك ،َ لایلق َ عساو َ ھَّنأ َ ریغ ،ةدیج َ ةلاح يف َ انزح اندجو ،َ لامعتسم َ انزَ ح َ يرتشت َ نأ اَ ھَ تحصنف  َ ةیلایخ نازحلأا 

 ىلع َ عئابلا عم انفلتخا ،هذخأ انرَّرقو َ نزحلا اھَ بجعأ ،يضاملا َ فیصلا يف َ رحتنا َ باش َ رعاشل َ عئابلا اَ نَ ربخأ 

اقلق انیطعیس ھَّنإ لاقف ،َ رعسلا 
 اذھب َ احرف َ تنكو انقفاو ،نزحلا انیرتشا نإ َ ةیناجم َ ةیدھك َ تاینیتسلا ىلإ َ دوعی َ 

 َ تركذت َ ءاسم ،انیضمو يتبیقح يف َ قلقلا َ تذخأ ،كل وھ تلاقف يتحرفب َ تَّسحأ ،نابسحلا يف َ نكی مل يذلا َ قلقلا 

 َّنأ َّدب لا ،لامعتسلاا نم َ نرق َ فصن مغر َ ةدیج َ ةلاحبو َ ةیلاع َ ةدوجب َ ناك دقل ،َ ھَ تبَّلقو َ ةبیقحلا نم َ ھَ تجرخأ ،قلقلا 

 َ قلق َ ھَّنأ وھ ھب ينحرفأ ام َ رثكأ ،باش َ رعاشل َ ءيدر َ نزح ءارش َ لباقم َ هاَ نیطعیل ناك ام َّلاإو َ ھَ تمیق َ لھجی َ عئابلا 

 وأ َ يعوسوم َ فقثمل َ دوعی َ ھَّنأ َّدب لا ،لامجلاو َ ةقدلا يف َ ةیاغ َ لیصافت ھیفو َ ةیلاع َ ةیفرحب َ لوغشم ،يدوجو 

 نع َ تفقوت ،ملاسلا َ تاثحابم يدیؤم نم َ ترَ صو ،يماَّیأ َ قیفر َ قرلأا َ حبصأف َ ھلامعتساب َ تأدب ،قباس َ نیجس 

 ىلغأ يدنع َ ناسنلإا َ راص ،ردن ام لاإ َ ایأر يدبَ أ َ دعأ ملو يتبتكم يف َ تاركذملا َ بتك َ تدادزاو َ براقلأا َ ةرایز 

 .َ ارعاش َ تحبصأ يننأ وھ يھابتنا َ تفل ام رثكأ اَّمأ ،ماع َ للمب َ رعشأ َ تأدبو َ نطولا نم 
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How I became… 

 
Her grief fell from the balcony and broke into pieces, so she needed a new grief. 

When I went with her to the market the prices were unreal, so I advised her to buy a 

used grief. We found one in excellent condition although it was a bit big. As the 

vendor told us, it belonged to a young poet who had killed himself the previous 

summer. She liked this grief so we decided to take it. We argued with the vendor over 

the price and he said he’d give us an angst dating from the sixties as a free gift if we 

bought the grief. We agreed, and I was happy with this unexpected angst. She sensed 

this and said ‘It’s yours’. I took it and put it in my bag and we went off. In the evening 

I remembered it and took it out of the bag and examined it closely. It was high quality 

and in excellent condition despite half a century of use. The vendor must have been 

unaware of its value otherwise he wouldn’t have given it to us in exchange for buying 

a young poet’s low quality grief. The thing that pleased me most about it was that it 

was existentialist angst, meticulously crafted and containing details of extraordinary 

subtlety and beauty. It must have belonged to an intellectual with encyclopedic 

knowledge or a former prisoner. I began to use it and insomnia became my constant 

companion. I became an enthusiastic supporter of peace negotiations and stopped 

visiting relatives. There were increasing numbers of memoirs in my bookshelves and I 

no longer voiced my opinion, except on rare occasions. Human beings became more 

precious to me than nations and I began to feel a general ennui, but what I noticed 

most was that I had become a poet. 

 

 

Ghayath Almadhoun 

translated by Catherine Cobham 
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 نحن

 

  ً لااجر ،ً ادرف ً ادرف رضحتملا ملاعلا اذھ نم دیدشلا راذتعلااب مدقتن ،ً امحل نورطمملا ،ایاظش نورثانتملا نحن 

  يف انئلاشأ عابطنلا رذتعن ،ناذئتسا لاب ةنملآا مھلزانم يف انرھظ انم دصق نودبو اننلأ ،ً لاافطأو ً ءاسنو 

  انزفق ،ةحاقو لكبو اننلأ ،مھنیعأ يف لماكلا يعیبطلا ناسنلإا ةروص انشدخ اننلأو ،جلثلاك ءاضیبلا مھتركاذ 

  ،ةمحفتملا انداسجأ ایاقبو انئامد نم لاإ نییراع ،دئارجلاو تنرتنلاا تاحفصو رابخلأا تارشن ىلع ةأجف 

  لك نم رذتعنو ،ةریرعشقلاب باصت لا يكل ً ةرشابم انحارج يف رظنت نأ ؤرجت مل يتلا نویعلا لك نم رذتعن 

  يتلا ملالآا نع رذتعن ،نویزفلتلا ىلع ً ةجزاط انروص ھتأجاف نأ دعب ءاشعلا ةبجو لامكإ عطتسی مل نم 

  ،تاشاشلا يف رھظن نأ لبق انعطقو انایاقبل عمج ةداعإ وأ بیطقت وأ لیمجت لاب اذكھ انآر نم لكل اھانببس 

 انلیوحتل مھتابابدو مھتارئاط يف رارزلأا ىلع طغضلا ءانع اوفلكت نیذلا نییلیئارسلإا دونجلا نم ً اضیأ رذتعنو 

 انسوؤر ىلإ ً ةرشابم مھلبانق اوبوص نأ دعب اھیلإ انلوحت يتلا ةعشبلا روصلا ىلع مھنم رذتعن ،عطق ىلإ 

 لبق اوناك امك ً ارشب اودوعیل نییسفنلا ءابطلأا تادایع يف نلآا اھنوضقیس يتلا تاعاسلا ىلعو ،ةیرطلا 

 ،فحصلاو تاشاشلا ىلع اھومتیأر يتلا ءایشلأا نحن ،مونلا اولواح املك مھقحلات ةززقم ءلاشأ ىلإ انلیوحت 

ً زبلا ةبعلك اھایاقب عمج يف متدھتجا نإ يتلاو   نل مكنأ ةجردل ةحضاو ،انل ةحضاو ةروصب نوزوفتس مكنإف ،لً 

 .ً ائیش اولعفت نأ اوعیطتست 
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We 

 

We, who are strewn about in fragments, whose flesh flies through the air like 

raindrops, offer our profound apologies to everyone in this civilised world, men, 

women and children, because we have unintentionally appeared in their peaceful 

homes without asking permission. We apologise for stamping our severed body parts 

into their snow-white memory, because we have violated the image of the normal, 

whole human being in their eyes, because we have had the impertinence to leap 

suddenly on to news bulletins and the pages of the internet and the press, naked 

except for our blood and charred remains. We apologise to all those who did not have 

the courage to look directly at our injuries for fear they would be too horrified, and to 

those unable to finish their evening meals after they had unexpectedly seen fresh 

images of us on television. We apologise for the suffering we caused to all who saw 

us like that, unembellished, with no attempt having been made to put us back together 

or reassemble our remains before we appeared on their screens. We also apologise to 

the Israeli soldiers who took the trouble to press the buttons in their aircraft and tanks 

to blow us to pieces, and we are sorry for how hideous we looked after they aimed 

their shells and bombs straight at our soft heads, and for the hours they are now going 

to spend in psychiatrists’ clinics, trying to become human again, like they were before 

our transformation into repulsive body parts that pursue them whenever they try to 

sleep. We are the things you have seen on your screens and in the press, and if you 

made an effort to fit the pieces together, like a jigsaw, you would get a clear picture of 

us, so clear that you would be unable to do a thing. 

 

 

Ghayath Almadhoun 

translated by Catherine Cobham 
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 روضحلا ُ عیطتسأ لا 

 

       ً ھیلإ ً تلصوت ام ً رخآبو ،ایجولونكتلا ً رحسو يراضحلا ً روطتلاب ً اعتمتسم ،الله ً جایس نم ً برقلاب ،ً لامشلا يف 

  يعامتجلاا ً نامضلاو ُّيحصلا ً نیمأتلاو ً ناملأا ً ھحنمی يذلا ً ردخملا ً ریثأتلا ً تحتو ،ندمتلا ً بیلاسأ نم ً ةیرشبلا 

 ،يبایغ ً رربت ً اراذعأ ً اقلتخم ،بونجلاب ً ركفأو ،ضیبأ ً لجر ينَّنأك ً فیصلا سمش ً تحت ً دَّدمتأ ،ریبعتلا ً ةیرحو 

  ً نویلوحك ،بئارضلا نم ً نوبرھتمو ً نوفیزمو ً نویلصأ ً ناكس ُّرمی ،نوؤجلاو ً ةلاحرو ً نورجاھم يبناجب ُّرمی 

    ً ةفیزم ً اصصق ً فلؤأو ،بونجلاب ً ركفأ ً لامشلا يف ً سلاج انأو يمامأ نوربعی مھُّلك ،نویرصنعو ً ددج ً ءاینغأو 

 .روضحلا ً عیطتسأ لا ينَّنأ ً فیكو ،يبایغ ىلع يطغً أ يك 

 

   يئاقدصأ َّنأ اھنم ،ةیثادح دعب ام بابسلأ ً ةعوطقم قشمدو يتدیصق نیب ً قیرطلاف ،روضحلا ً عیطتسأ لا ،معن 

 يف اھتلباق ً ةأرما ُّصخی اھً ضعبو ،يرتویبمك ً جلاعً م ً ةعرس نم ىلعأ ً درطضً م ً عراستب الله ىلإ نودعصی 

 .يبایغ يف ً ھً مً عطی ً نم ً دجی ً نل يذلا ً كمسلا ً ضوحب ً قلعتم اھضعبو ،يمأ ً بیلح ينتسنأف ً لامشلا 

 

 نم ً ةقثبنملا ً ةقاطلا َّنأو ،ً قح ىلع نیاتشنیأ َّنأ ً دً ً كؤت يتركاذو يعقاو نیب ً ةفاسملاف ،روضحلا ً عیطتسأ لا 

 .ءوضلا ً ةعرس ً عَّبرم يف ً ةلتكلا ً برض ً لصاح يواست يقایتشا 

 

   يف ً افرتحم ً تحبصأ دقو ،ةیلاع ً ةراھمب ً بایغلا ً عیطتسأ ،معن ،بایغلا ىلع ً رداق ينَّنكل ،روضحلا ً عیطتسأ لا 

 .دعب ً عقت مل ً تایركذ يل ً راصو ،يبایغ ً دیعاوم اھیف ً بً ً ترأ ً ةدنجأ يل ً راصو ،ةریخلأا ةنولآا 

 

   يل ً كی ملو لبق نم يتئر ً لخدی مل ً ءاوھلا َّنأ ول امك ،مً دً ع ينَّنأ ول امك ،ً نكأ مل ينَّنأ ول امك ،بایغلا ً عیطتسأ 

 .ىودعلاب ً لقتنت ً ةبوبیغ ينَّنأ ول امك ،زَّكً رً م ً ةركاذ ً نادقف ينَّنأ ول امك ،ءادعأ 

 

 ً ً يئاوشعلا ً فصقلاب ،ةلزعلا عم ً ایموی اھضوخأ يتلا ةدرابلا ً برحلاب ً لوغشم ً نلآا انأف ،روضحلا ً عیطتسأ لا 

 نیبو ينیب ً فقت يتلا ً شیتفتلا ً زجاوحب ،خبطملا ً فدھتست يتلا ً ةدحولا ً تاراغو ً جھنمملا ً بائتكلااب ،مً تعلل 

  يً نً تً ثَّدح دقل ،ةبیرضلا ً ةرئاد يف ً نیتورلاب ،ةیذیفنتلاو ً ةیعیرشتلا ً تاطلسلا ً لً صً ف ً ببسب ةیطارقوریبلاب ،فیصلا 

 ً تاجردت نع كثً ً دحأ ينعد ،لامشلا يف انھ ھب ً معنأ يذلا ً ملاسلا نع ً لایلق كثً ً دحأ ينعد ،برحلا نع ً لایوط 

 ً فقت يتلا ً ةیطارقمیدلا نع ،دوسلأا رعَّشلا نع ،كمسا اوظفلی ً نأ ً سانلا ً فرعی َّلاأ ىنعم نع ،ةرشبلا ً نول 

 ينعد ،دسجلا نم ً اءزج تسیل اھَّنلأ نانسلأا لمشی لا يذلا يً ً حصلا نیمأتلا نع ،ءاینغلأا ً حلاص يف ً امئاد 

  ينعد ،ةماستباب ً ةفلغملا ً ةیرصنعلا نع ،اھل ً ةحئار لا يتلا ً دورولا نع ،اھل ً معط لا يتلا راضخلا نع ً كثً ً دحأ 

  ً ءيطبلا ً نزحلاو ً ءيطبلا ً عاقیلإا نع ،ةعیرسلا ً تاقلاعلاو ً ةعیرسلا ً تاراطقلاو ً ةعیرسلا ً تابجولا نع ً كربخأ 

 .ءيطبلا ً توملاو 
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  لھ ،مدلا ةحئار َّمتشا نأ دعب ً ھً حبك ً عیطتسأ لا ً ابئذ يلخاد يف َّنإو ،ً بعتم يئاذح َّنإ ً كل ً تلً ق ً نإ ينقدصً تس لھ 

  ً ةشاش ً فلخ انھ ً سلاج انأ امنیب ً كانھ يئاقدصأ ً تباصأ يتلا ً تاصاصرلا ً راثآ يدسج ىلع ً تیأر ً نإ ينقدصت 

 دقلو ،ةسوردم ءاوشع طبخ ،ةغلاب ً ةیانعب اھل ً ططخم ً ةفداصم يبایغ َّنإ ،ةفداصملاب ً نمؤتأ ،رتویبمكلا 

  ً نإ ينقدصتس لھ ،مھملا .ثدحت َّلاأ ً ةفداصملا امنإ ،ةفداصملا ً ثدحت ً نأ ً ةفداصم سیل ً نأ ً ةفداصم ً تفشتكا 

 ً توملا نیبو اننیب ام دعابی دق ابوروأ يف ً ةماقلإا ً حیرصت َّنأ ىقیسوملاب ً مسقأ ،ىقیسوملاب ً كل ً تفلح 

 .راحتنلاا نیبو اننیب ام ً براقی ھَّنكل ،صاصرلاب 

 

 نیح ،فیصلا ً تایسمأ ىدحإ يف كلذ ً ثدح ،روضحلا ً عیطتسأ لا ً مل ً كربخأس ،ةقیقحلا ً كربخأس ،ً انسح 

   اھً تلَّبق ،ذیبن ً ةجاجز اھتبیقح يفو ،ةباغ اھدی يف ً لمحت ً تناك ،ةنیزح ً ةأرما تیبلا ىلإ قیرطلا يف ً تفداص 

 ...رشع يداحلا رھشلا يف ً لاماح ً تحبصأف 

 

 ً تلواح ،شارفلا يف ىرخً أ ً ةأرما عم ً قشمد ينتكسمأ دقل ،ةقیقحلا ً كربخأس ،روضحلا نم ينعنمی ام اذھ سیل 

 ً باعللأاب ،رمقلاب ،ءيش ً ً لكب ً تمسقأ ،رركتت نل اھَّنأو ،لاإ سیل ً ةوزن ىرج ام َّنأو ،فقوملا ً حلصً أ ً نأ 

 ...لامشلا ىلإ ً تبرھف ،ىھتنا دق ً ناك ً ءيش َّلك َّنكل ،ءاسنلا ً عباصأب ،ةیرانلا 

 

   داصتقا نع ً ءيش يأ ً فرعأ ً نكأ مل ،ً لافط ً تنك نیح ،ةقیقحلا ً كربخأس ،روضحلا نم ينعنمی ام اذھ سیل 

    ً داصتقا نع ً ءيش يأ ً فرعأ لا ينَّنإف لولأا ً ملاعلا لود ىدحإ يف ً انطاوم ً تحبصأ ً نأ ً دعبو نلآا ،قوسلا 

 ...قوسلا 

 

  ً لجاع ً ربخب يتبیقح ً تمدطصا ،ءيجملاب ُّمھأ ً تنك ً نیح ،ةقیقحلا ً كربخأس ،روضحلا نم ينعنمی ام اذھ سیل 

 ...ةغل َّيدل ً دعی ملو ،ةراملا اھبھانتو ً عطق ىلإ يتغل ً ترسكناف 

 

 ...تاونس ً ةدع ذنم ً تیفوت دقل ،معن ،تً ً یم انأ ،ةقیقحلا ً كربخأس ،روضحلا نم ينعنمی ام اذھ سیل 

 

 …ةقیقحلا ً كربخأس ،روضحلا نم ينعنمی ام اذھ سیل 
 



 
Ghayath Almadhoun. Four Poems. 
Transnational Literature Vol. 11 no. 1, November 2018. 

http://fhrc.flinders.edu.au/transnational/home.html 

 
 

7 

I Can’t Attend 

 

In the North, close to God’s boundary wall, enjoying a developed culture, the magic 

of technology, the latest achievements of human civilization, and under the influence 

of the drug that grants safety, health insurance, social security and freedom of 

expression, I lie in the summer sun as if I am a white man and think of the South, 

contriving excuses to justify my absence. Emigrants, travellers, refugees go by me, 

genuine inhabitants, bogus inhabitants, tax-dodgers, alcoholics, the newly rich and 

racists, all of them crossing in front of me as I sit in the North thinking of the South, 

composing spurious stories in order to cover up my absence and explain how I can’t 

attend. 

 

Yes, I can’t attend, for the road between my poem and Damascus is cut off for 

postmodern reasons: these include the fact that my friends are ascending to God at a 

rapidly increasing rate, faster than my computer processor, while other reasons relate 

to a woman I met in the North who made me forget the taste of my mother’s milk, and 

some are connected to the fishes in the fish tank, who won’t find anyone to feed them 

in my absence. 

 

I can’t attend, for the distance between my reality and my memory confirms that 

Einstein was right and the energy produced by my longing equals mass multiplied by 

the speed of light squared. 

 

I can’t attend but I can be absent, yes, I can be absent with great skill. I’ve become an 

expert in recent times and I’ve acquired a diary where I make a note of the times I 

have to be absent and I have memories that haven’t happened yet. 

 

I can be absent as if I have never existed, as if I am nothing, as if air has never entered 

my lungs, as if I’ve never had enemies before, as if I’m concentrated memory loss, a 

coma transmitted like a contagious disease. 
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I can’t attend as I’m currently busy with the cold war I fight daily with isolation, with 

indiscriminate shelling by darkness, with systematic depression, with the attacks of 

loneliness that target the kitchen, the checkpoints that stand between me and summer, 

the bureaucracy caused by the separation of the legislative and executive powers, the 

routine procedures of the tax department. You’ve talked to me at length about the war, 

now let me tell you a little about the peace that I enjoy here in the North. Let me tell 

you about gradations of skin colour, what it means when people don’t know how to 

pronounce your name, about black hair, about the democracy that always favours the 

rich, the health insurance that doesn’t cover your teeth because they aren’t part of the 

body. Let me talk to you about the tasteless vegetables, the flowers with no smell, the 

racism masked by a smile. Let me tell you about the fast food, fast trains, fast 

relationships, slow rhythms, slow grief, slow death. 

 

Will you believe me if I say to you that my shoes are tired, that inside me is a wolf I 

can’t restrain once he’s smelt blood? Will you believe me if you see on my body the 

marks of the bullets that have hit my friends there, while I’m sitting here in front of a 

computer screen? Do you believe in coincidence? My absence is a coincidence 

planned with extreme care, a well-considered random act. I’ve discovered by 

coincidence that it’s no coincidence that coincidences happen, and in fact the 

coincidence is when they don’t happen. The point is, will you believe me if I swear to 

you by music? I swear by music that a European residence permit prevents us from 

being shot but makes it more likely that we’ll kill ourselves. 

  

Fine, I’ll tell you the truth. I’ll tell you why I can’t attend. It happened on a summer’s 

evening when I met a sad woman on my way home. In her hand she carried a forest 

and in her bag a bottle of wine. I kissed her and she became eleven months 

pregnant… 

 

That’s not what’s stopping me attending. I’ll tell you the truth. Damascus caught me 

in bed with another woman. I tried to put things right, to say what happened was a 

spur of the moment thing, nothing more, and it wouldn’t happen again. I swore by 
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everything, by the moon, fireworks, women’s fingers, but it was all over, so I fled to 

the North. 

 

That’s not what’s stopping me attending. I’ll tell you the truth. When I was a child I 

didn’t know anything about the market economy. Now, after I’ve become a citizen of 

a first world country, I don’t know anything about the market economy. 

  

This isn’t what’s stopping me attending. I’ll tell you the truth. When I was intending 

to come, my suitcase collided with an item of breaking news and my language was 

smashed to bits, the passersby grabbed hold of the pieces and I no longer had a 

language… 

 

That isn’t what is stopping me attending. I’ll tell you the truth, I’m dead, yes, I died 

several years ago. 

 

That isn’t what’s stopping me attending. I’ll tell you the truth… 

 

 

Ghayath Almadhoun 

translated by Catherine Cobham 
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 نزحلا دیشن

 

   رصم عم ةنراقملاب ةباش تنأو ،زوجعلا كنومسی اذامل فرعأ لا ،زوجعلا ةراقلا اھتیأ ،ابوروأ ای َ كبحن 

 .نیدفارلا دلابو 
 

 

  ،َ كسقط ھبشی يذلا َ بلقتملا َ كجازم َ لمحتنو ،ضیبلا َ لاجرلاك َ بئارضلا َ كل َ عفدنو ،ابوروأ ای َ كبحن 

  يف سمادلا ملاظلا اذھ َ داتعن نل اننأ ةقیقح اننزحتو َ كبحن ،َ كئاتش ةملظ ببسب د نیماتیڤ يف داحلا صقنلاو 

  درابلا َ كلامش يف اودلو نیذلا نییلصلأا َ كناكس َ دصقأ ،نویبورولأا انؤاقدصأ مھ اھف ،ةلیوطلا َ كتاءاتش 

  َ اضیأ مھ ،روطتلا ةیرظنل اَ قبطف ،د نیماتیڤ صقنو بائتكلاا نم اَ ضیأ انلثم نوناعی ،نییرآ ءابلآ 

  رصعلا للاخ اوروطت نیذلا لاتردناینلا دصقأ ،نویلصلأا َ كناكس امأ ،ایقیرفأ نم نومداق نایبیسوموھ 

 .اوضرقنا دلقف ،كدرب اولمتحی يكل يدیلجلا 

 

 

  نم َ كتئج اَ دیدحت انأ ،نیلوقت امك ةفلختملا ثلاثلا ملاعلا لود نم َ كیلإ انئج اننأ َ ركنن لاو ،ابوروأ ای َ كبحن 

  ،كئارعشو َ كباتك نم ةقبسملا تاعابطنلااو ةیطمنلا روصلاو تاھیشیلكلا نم ریثكلا تلمحتو ،قشمد 

  عضو لوح ةروركملا ةیحطسلا ةلئسلأا نم تفرقو تبعتو تللم دقلف ،َ ایوسن يسفن ربتعأ يننأ مغرو 

     ماع لاإ باختنلاا قحب عتمتت مل ایروس يف ةأرملا َّنأب ،فرتعأو ُّرقأ انأ اھو ،طسولأا قرشلا يف ةأرملا 

 حمسی ملف ،ةیرسلا ةیفرصملا مھتاباسحو انتایروتاتكید لاومأو َ كلاومأ ةمصاع ،ارسیوس يف امأ .١٩٤٩ 

  ةعطاقمف ،ارسیوس تاعطاقم لك يف سیل َ اعبطو ،١٩٧١ ماع لاإ تاباختنلاا يف تیوصتلا قحب ةأرملل 

 !يھلإ ای ،١٩٩١ ماع ىتح تاباختنلاا يف تیوصتلاب ةأرملل حمست مل ندوھرنیإ لیزنیبأ 

 

 

   نیلواحت يتلا ةیرصنعلا نع ىضاغتنو ،نیبراھ َ كانئج نیح انیتحنم يتلا ةیرحلا بحنو ،ابوروأ ای َ كبحن 

 .لابقتسلاا ةفرغ سنكب نیموقت نیح ةداجسلا تحت اھءافخإ 

 

 

  نم بوعشلا ءامد ةصام ای ،نییلصلأا ناكسلا ةلتاقو ،يرامعتسلاا يضاملا ةبحاص ای ،ابوروأ ای كبحن 

 .ادنلایزوین ىلإ لیزاربلا نمو ،وغنوكلا ىلإ دنھلا 

 

 

  ىلإ دوسلا تلقن يتلا دیبعلا ةراجت ةدیس ای ،تارحاس نھنأ ةجحب ءاسنلا ةقراحو شیتفتلا مكاحم ةبحاص ای 

  لحلا ةعرتخمو ةیزانلاو ةیشافلا ةسسؤم ای ،ایقیرفأ بونج يف يرصنعلا زییمتلا ةعناصو ،دیدجلا ملاعلا 

  يف نیینیطسلفلا نیئجلال كومریلا میخم يف اَ ئجلا دلوأ ينلعج يذلا يئاھنلا لحلا ،دوھیلا ةدابلإ يئاھنلا 

  كناكس ھب ماق يذلا تسوكولوھلل لحو ضیوعتو ةبیرضك نیطسلف يدلب َ تعفد َ ةحاقو لكب َ كنلأ ،قشمد 

 .يرلآا قرعلا ءاقنب نونمؤملا ضیبلا 

 

 

  كتاصاصر اھب تحتف يتلا ةلوھسلاب باوبلأا انمامأ حتفت يتلا كرفس تازاوج لمحنو ،ابوروأ ای َ كبحن 

 .ةیسنرفلا َ كتروث اھب يدانت يذلا ةیرحلاب عتمتی نأ دارأ يرئازج نویلم محل 
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  بحن ،َ كلاقتعا تاركسعم هركنو كحرسم بحن ،يرامعتسلاا كخیرات هركنو كنف بحن ،ابوروأ ای كبحن 

  بحن ،قارشتسلاا هركنو َ كبدأ بحن ،رغدیاھ نترام هركنو كتفسلف بحن ،َ كلبانق تاوصأ هركنو كاقیسوم 

  كروطت بحن ،ایبوفوملاسلإا هركنو َ كئاجرأ يف ریبعتلا ةیرح بحن ،دنواب ارزع هركنو َ كرعَ ش 

  كرییاعمو كتیرصنع هركنو ،كضرأ ىلع ناسنلإا قوقحو ةلداعلا كنیناوقو َ كتیناملعو يراضحلا 

 .يومدلا كخیراتو ةیئلاعتسلاا كترظنو ةجودزملا 

 

 

 تناك لیونامیإ انیطعأو ةیزانلا يذخ 

 ایلاطیإ ذیبن انیطعأو دوسلا ناصمقلا يذخ 

 ریلدوب انیطعأو رئازجلا يف ةیعامجلا ةدابلإا يذخ 

 تیرغام ھینیر انیطعأو يناثلا دلوبویل يذخ 

 تنرآ ھنح انیطعأو رلتھ فلودأ يذخ 

 ستناڤرس انیطعأو وكنارف يذخ 

 .انَ ءایشأ ذخأن انیعدو َ كَ ءایشأ يذخ 
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Ode to Sadness 
 

“Ode to Sadness” was originally commissioned by Winternachten International Literature Festival 

2018 in The Hague, Netherlands. The festival asked Ghayath Almadhoun to rewrite the European 

Anthem “Ode to Joy” by Schiller and Beethoven. 

 

 

We love you, Europe, you old continent. I don’t know why they call you old when 

you’re young compared to Egypt and Mesopotamia. 

 We love you, Europe, and pay you taxes as white men do, and put up with 

your changeable mood that resembles your weather, and the serious lack of vitamin D 

caused by your dark winters. We love you and are saddened by the fact that we will 

never get used to this gloomy darkness in your long winters, for here are our 

European friends, I mean your original inhabitants who were born in your cold North 

to Aryan mothers and fathers, suffering like us from depression and a lack of vitamin 

D because, according to the theory of evolution, they too are homo sapiens, coming 

from Africa. Your real original inhabitants, I mean the Neanderthals who evolved 

during the ice age so they could bear your cold, are now extinct. 

 We love you, Europe, and we don’t deny that we came to you from backward 

third world countries, as you call them. I myself came from Damascus and endured a 

lot of clichés, stereotypes and preconceptions from your writers and poets. Despite the 

fact that I consider myself a feminist, I’ve become bored and fed up with the constant 

superficial questions about the situation of women in the Middle East. I acknowledge 

completely that women in Syria only got the right to vote in 1949, but in Switzerland, 

capital of your money and the money of our dictatorships and their secret bank 

accounts, women only got the right to vote in 1971, and of course that wasn’t in all 

the Swiss cantons: the canton of Appenzell Innerrhoden only granted full voting rights 

to women in 1991 for God’s sake! 

 We love you, Europe. We love the freedom you gave us when we fled into 

your arms, and we pretend not to notice the racism that you try to brush under the 

carpet when you clean the living room.  

 We love you, Europe, mistress of the colonial past, killer of original 

inhabitants, bloodsucker of peoples from India to the Congo, from Brazil to New 

Zealand. 
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 Mistress of the Inquisition, burner of women on the grounds that they were 

witches, lady of the slave trade that transported blacks to the new world, creator of 

apartheid in South Africa, founder of fascism and Nazism, inventor of the final 

solution to exterminate Jews, the final solution that caused me to be born a refugee in 

Yarmouk camp in Damascus because you had the audacity to hand over my country 

Palestine as a payment, a compensation, and a solution for the Holocaust that was 

perpetrated by those of your white inhabitants who believe in the purity of the Aryan 

race. 

 We love you, Europe, and carry your passports that open doors for us as easily 

as your bullets ripped open the flesh of millions of Algerians who wanted to enjoy the 

freedom called for by your French Revolution. 

 We love you, Europe. We love your art and hate your colonialist history, love 

your theatre and hate your concentration camps, love your music and hate the sound 

of your bombs, love your philosophy and hate Martin Heidegger, love your literature 

and hate orientalism, love your poetry and hate Ezra Pound, love the freedom of 

expression within your own boundaries and hate the Islamophobia, love your 

advanced civilization, your secularism, your just laws and the human rights on your 

own territory, and hate your racism, double standards, your arrogant outlook and your 

bloody history. 

 

Take Nazism and give us Immanuel Kant 

Take the Blackshirts and give us Italian wine 

Take the genocide in Algeria and give us Baudelaire 

Take Leopold the Second and give us René Magritte 

Take Adolf Hitler and give us Hannah Arendt 

Take Franco and give us Cervantes 

Take your things and let us take ours. 

 

 

Ghayath Almadhoun 

translated by Catherine Cobham 

 


	How I became…
	I Can’t Attend
	That isn’t what’s stopping me attending. I’ll tell you the truth…
	Ode to Sadness
	Take Nazism and give us Immanuel Kant
	Take the Blackshirts and give us Italian wine
	Take Leopold the Second and give us René Magritte

