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ﻛﯿﻒ أﺻﺒﺤُ
ﺖ. . .
ﺳﻘَ
ج إﻟﻰ ﺣﺰَن ﺟﺪﯾﺪ ،ﺣﯿﻦ راﻓﻘَﺘﮭ ﺎ إﻟﻰ اﻟﺴﻮق ،ﻛ ﺎﻧَ
ﻂ َﺣﺰَﻧﮭ ﺎ ﻣ ﻦ اﻟﺸﺮﻓَﺔ واﻧﻜ ﺴﺮ ،أﺻﺒﺤَ
ﺖ ﺗﺤﺘﺎَ
ﺖ أﺳﻌ ﺎَر
ﻼ ،وﺟﺪﻧﺎ ﺣﺰﻧَﺎ ﻓﻲ ﺣﺎﻟَﺔ ﺟﯿﺪة ،ﻏﯿَﺮ أﱠﻧَﮫ واﺳَﻊ ﻗﻠﯿَ
ي َﺣﺰﻧَﺎ ﻣ ﺴﺘﻌ ﻤَ
ﻼ ،ﻛ ﺎَن ﻛ ﻤ ﺎ
اﻷﺣﺰان ﺧﯿﺎﻟﯿَﺔ ﻓﻨﺼﺤَﺘﮭ
َﺎ أَن ﺗﺸﺘﺮَ
ﻒ اﻟﻤ ﺎﺿﻲ ،أﻋﺠَﺒﮭ ﺎ اﻟﺤﺰَن وﻗﱠﺮرﻧﺎ أﺧﺬه ،اﺧﺘﻠﻔﻨﺎ ﻣ ﻊ اﻟﺒﺎﺋَﻊ ﻋﻠﻰ
َ ﺷﺎب
أﺧﺒَﺮَﻧﺎ اﻟﺒﺎﺋَﻊ ﻟﺸﺎﻋﺮ
َ اﻧﺘﺤَﺮ ﻓﻲ اﻟﺼﯿ َ
َ
َ
َ ﻛ ﮭ ﺪﯾَﺔ ﻣ ﺠﺎﻧﯿَﺔ إن اﺷﺘﺮﯾﻨﺎ اﻟﺤﺰن ،واﻓﻘﻨﺎ وﻛ ﻨَ
ﺖ ﻓﺮﺣﺎ ﺑﮭ ﺬا
َ إﻟﻰ اﻟﺴﺘﯿﻨﯿﺎت
َ ،ﻓﻘ ﺎل إﱠﻧﮫ ﺳﯿﻌ ﻄﯿﻨﺎ ﻗﻠﻘﺎ ﯾﻌ ﻮد
اﻟﺴﻌ ﺮ
َ
َ
َ
َ ﺗﺬﻛ ﺮت
ﻖ ﻓﻲ ﺣﻘﯿﺒﺘﻲ وﻣ ﻀﯿﻨﺎ ،ﻣ ﺴﺎء
ﻖ اﻟﺬي ﻟﻢ ﯾﻜَﻦ ﻓﻲ اﻟﺤﺴﺒﺎن ،أﺣ ﱠ
ﺴﺖ ﺑﻔﺮﺣﺘﻲ ﻓﻘﺎﻟﺖ ھﻮ ﻟﻚ ،أﺧﺬت اﻟﻘﻠَ
اﻟﻘﻠَ
ﱠ
َ
َ
َ
َ
ﻒ ﻗﺮَن ﻣ ﻦ اﻻﺳﺘﻌ ﻤ ﺎل ،ﻻ ﺑﺪﱠ أﱠن
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َ ﺷﺎب ،أﻛ ﺜَﺮ ﻣ ﺎ أﻓﺮﺣﻨﻲ ﺑﮫ ھﻮ أﱠﻧَﮫ ﻗﻠَ
ﻖ
َ ﻣ ﻘﺎﺑَﻞ ﺷﺮاء ﺣﺰَن رديَء ﻟﺸﺎﻋﺮ
اﻟﺒﺎﺋَﻊ ﯾﺠﮭَﻞ ﻗﯿﻤَﺘَﮫ وإﱠﻻ ﻣ ﺎ ﻛ ﺎن ﻟﯿﻌ ﻄﯿَﻨﺎه
ﻒ ﻣ ﻮﺳﻮﻋَﻲ أو
وﺟﻮدي ،ﻣ ﺸﻐ ﻮَل ﺑﺤﺮﻓﯿَﺔ ﻋﺎﻟﯿَﺔ وﻓﯿﮫ ﺗﻔﺎﺻﯿَﻞ ﻏﺎﯾَﺔ ﻓﻲ اﻟﺪﻗَﺔ واﻟﺠﻤ ﺎل ،ﻻ ﺑﺪﱠ أﱠﻧَﮫ ﯾﻌ ﻮد
َ ﻟﻤ ﺜﻘ َ
َ
ﺻﺮ َ
ﺳﺠﯿَﻦ ﺳﺎﺑﻖ ،ﺑﺪأ َ
ت ﺑﺎﺳﺘﻌ ﻤ ﺎﻟَﮫ ﻓﺄﺻﺒَﺢ اﻷرَ
َ اﻟﺴﻼم ،ﺗﻮﻗﻔﺖ ﻋﻦ
ت ﻣ ﻦ ﻣ ﺆﯾﺪي ﻣ ﺒﺎﺣﺜﺎت
ق رﻓﯿَ
ﻖ أﱠﯾﺎﻣ ﻲ ،و َ
َ وازدادَ
َﺑﺪي رأﯾَﺎ إﻻ ﻣ ﺎ ﻧﺪر ،ﺻﺎَر اﻹ ﻧﺴﺎَن ﻋﻨﺪي أﻏﻠﻰ
َ ﻓﻲ ﻣ ﻜ ﺘﺒﺘﻲ وﻟﻢ أﻋَﺪ أ
ﺐ اﻟﻤ ﺬ ﻛ ﺮ ات
َ اﻷﻗﺎرب
زﯾﺎرة
ت ﻛ ﺘَ
ﺖ اﻧﺘﺒﺎھﻲ ھﻮ أﻧﻨﻲ أﺻﺒﺤَ
ﻣ ﻦ اﻟﻮطَﻦ وﺑﺪأ َ
َ.
ﺖ ﺷﺎﻋﺮا
ت أﺷﻌَﺮ ﺑﻤ ﻠَﻞ ﻋﺎم ،أﻣ ﱠﺎ أﻛ ﺜﺮ ﻣ ﺎ ﻟﻔَ

Ghayath Almadhoun. Four Poems.
Transnational Literature Vol.11 no.1, November 2018.
http://fhrc.flinders.edu.au/transnational/home.html

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
ً
ً ،رﺟﺎﻻ
ً ﻓ رد ا
ﻧﺣن اﻟﻣ ﺗﻧﺎﺛرون ﺷظﺎﯾﺎ ،اﻟﻣ ﻣ طرون ﻟﺣﻣًﺎ ،ﻧﺗﻘدم ﺑﺎﻻﻋﺗذار اﻟﺷدﯾد ﻣ ن ھذا اﻟﻌ ﺎﻟم اﻟﻣ ﺗﺣﺿر ﻓردا
ً ،ﻷﻧﻧﺎ وﺑدون ﻗﺻد ﻣ ﻧﺎ ظﮭ رﻧﺎ ﻓﻲ ﻣ ﻧﺎزﻟﮭ م اﻵ ﻣ ﻧﺔ ﺑﻼ اﺳﺗﺋذان ،ﻧﻌ ﺗذر ﻻﻧطﺑﺎع أﺷﻼﺋﻧﺎ ﻓﻲ
ً وأطﻔﺎﻻ
وﻧﺳﺎء
ذاﻛ رﺗﮭ م اﻟﺑﯾﺿﺎء ﻛ ﺎﻟﺛﻠﺞ ،وﻷﻧﻧﺎ ﺧدﺷﻧﺎ ﺻورة اﻹﻧﺳﺎن اﻟطﺑﯾﻌ ﻲ اﻟﻛ ﺎﻣ ل ﻓﻲ أﻋﯾﻧﮭ م ،ﻷ ﻧﻧﺎ وﺑﻛ ل وﻗﺎﺣﺔ ،ﻗﻔزﻧﺎ
ﻓﺟﺄة ﻋﻠﻰ ﻧﺷرات اﻷﺧﺑﺎر وﺻﻔﺣﺎت اﻻﻧﺗرﻧت واﻟﺟراﺋد ،ﻋﺎرﯾﯾن إﻻ ﻣ ن دﻣ ﺎﺋﻧﺎ وﺑﻘﺎﯾﺎ أﺟﺳﺎدﻧﺎ اﻟﻣ ﺗﻔﺣﻣ ﺔ،
ﻧﻌ ﺗذر ﻣ ن ﻛ ل اﻟﻌ ﯾون اﻟﺗﻲ ﻟم ﺗﺟرؤ أن ﺗﻧظر ﻓﻲ ﺟراﺣﻧﺎ ﻣ ﺑﺎﺷرًة ﻟﻛ ﻲ ﻻ ﺗﺻﺎب ﺑﺎﻟﻘﺷﻌ رﯾرة ،وﻧﻌ ﺗذر ﻣ ن ﻛ ل
ﻣ ن ﻟم ﯾﺳﺗطﻊ إﻛ ﻣ ﺎل وﺟﺑﺔ اﻟﻌ ﺷﺎء ﺑﻌ د أن ﻓﺎﺟﺄﺗﮫ ﺻورﻧﺎ طﺎزﺟًﺔ ﻋﻠﻰ اﻟﺗﻠﻔزﯾون ،ﻧﻌ ﺗذر ﻋن اﻵ ﻻم اﻟﺗﻲ
ﺳﺑﺑﻧﺎھﺎ ﻟﻛ ل ﻣ ن رآﻧﺎ ھﻛ ذا ﺑﻼ ﺗﺟﻣ ﯾل أو ﺗﻘطﯾب أو إﻋﺎدة ﺟﻣ ﻊ ﻟﺑﻘﺎﯾﺎﻧﺎ وﻗطﻌ ﻧﺎ ﻗﺑل أن ﻧظﮭ ر ﻓﻲ اﻟﺷﺎﺷﺎت،
وﻧﻌ ﺗذر أﯾﺿًﺎ ﻣ ن اﻟﺟﻧود اﻹﺳراﺋﯾﻠﯾﯾن اﻟذﯾن ﺗﻛ ﻠﻔوا ﻋﻧﺎء اﻟﺿﻐ ط ﻋﻠﻰ اﻷ زرار ﻓﻲ طﺎﺋراﺗﮭ م ودﺑﺎﺑﺎﺗﮭ م ﻟﺗﺣوﯾﻠﻧﺎ
ً إﻟﻰ رؤوﺳﻧﺎ
إﻟﻰ ﻗطﻊ ،ﻧﻌ ﺗذر ﻣ ﻧﮭ م ﻋﻠﻰ اﻟﺻور اﻟﺑﺷﻌ ﺔ اﻟﺗﻲ ﺗﺣوﻟﻧﺎ إﻟﯾﮭ ﺎ ﺑﻌ د أن ﺻوﺑوا ﻗﻧﺎﺑﻠﮭ م ﻣ ﺑﺎﺷرة
ً ﻛ ﻣ ﺎ ﻛ ﺎﻧوا ﻗﺑل
اﻟطرﯾﺔ ،وﻋﻠﻰ اﻟﺳﺎﻋﺎت اﻟﺗﻲ ﺳﯾﻘﺿوﻧﮭ ﺎ اﻵن ﻓﻲ ﻋﯾﺎدات اﻷطﺑﺎء اﻟﻧﻔﺳﯾﯾن ﻟﯾﻌ ودوا ﺑﺷرا
ﺗﺣوﯾﻠﻧﺎ إﻟﻰ أﺷﻼء ﻣ ﻘززة ﺗﻼﺣﻘﮭ م ﻛ ﻠﻣ ﺎ ﺣﺎوﻟوا اﻟﻧوم ،ﻧﺣن اﻷ ﺷﯾﺎء اﻟﺗﻲ رأﯾﺗﻣ وھﺎ ﻋﻠﻰ اﻟﺷﺎﺷﺎت واﻟﺻﺣف،
ًزل ،ﻓﺈﻧﻛ م ﺳﺗﻔوزون ﺑﺻورة واﺿﺣﺔ ﻟﻧﺎ ،واﺿﺣﺔ ﻟدرﺟﺔ أﻧﻛ م ﻟن
واﻟﺗﻲ إن اﺟﺗﮭ دﺗم ﻓﻲ ﺟﻣ ﻊ ﺑﻘﺎﯾﺎھﺎ ﻛ ﻠﻌ ﺑﺔ اﻟﺑً
ﺗﺳﺗطﯾﻌ وا أن ﺗﻔﻌ ﻠوا ﺷﯾﺋًﺎ.
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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

4
Ghayath Almadhoun. Four Poems.
Transnational Literature Vol. 11 no. 1, November 2018.
http://fhrc.flinders.edu.au/transnational/home.html

ُ اﻟﺣﺿور
ﻻ أﺳ ﺗطﯾﻊ
ً ﷲ ،ﻣ ﺳﺗﻣ ﺗﻌًﺎ ﺑﺎﻟﺗطوًر اﻟﺣﺿﺎري وﺳﺣًر اﻟﺗﻛ ﻧوﻟوﺟﯾﺎ ،وﺑﺂﺧًر ﻣ ﺎ ﺗوﺻﻠً
ت إﻟﯾًﮫ
ً ﻣ ن ﺳﯾﺎج
ﻓﻲ اﻟﺷﻣ ﺎًل ،ﺑﺎﻟﻘرب
ﻲ واﻟﺿﻣ ﺎًن اﻻﺟﺗﻣ ﺎﻋﻲ
ب اﻟﺗﻣ دن ،وﺗﺣً
اﻟﺑﺷرﯾًﺔ ﻣ ن أﺳﺎﻟﯾ ً
ت اﻟﺗﺄﺛﯾًر اﻟﻣ ﺧدًر اﻟذي ﯾﻣ ﻧﺣًﮫ اﻷ ﻣ ﺎًن واﻟﺗﺄﻣ ﯾًن اﻟﺻﺣ ﱡ
ف ﻛ ﺄﱠﻧﻧﻲ رﺟً
ً ﺗﺑرًر ﻏﯾﺎﺑﻲ،
ل أﺑﯾض ،وأﻓﻛًر ﺑﺎﻟﺟﻧوب ،ﻣ ﺧﺗﻠﻘًﺎ أﻋذارا
وﺣرﯾًﺔ اﻟﺗﻌ ﺑﯾر ،أﺗﻣ دﱠد
ً ﺗﺣً
ت ﺷﻣ س اﻟﺻﯾ ً
ﯾﻣ ﱡر ﺑﺟﺎﻧﺑﻲ ﻣ ﮭ ﺎﺟروًن ورﺣﺎﻟًﺔ وﻻﺟؤون ،ﯾﻣ ﱡر ﺳﻛ ﺎًن أﺻﻠﯾوًن وﻣ زﯾﻔوًن وﻣ ﺗﮭ رﺑوًن ﻣ ن اﻟﺿراﺋب ،ﻛ ﺣوﻟﯾوًن
ف ﻗﺻﺻًﺎ ﻣ زﯾﻔًﺔ
ً ﺟدد
وأﻏﻧﯾﺎء
ً وﻋﻧﺻرﯾون ،ﻛ ﻠﱡﮭ م ﯾﻌ ﺑرون أﻣ ﺎﻣ ﻲ وأﻧﺎ ﺟﺎﻟ ً
س ﻓﻲ اﻟﺷﻣ ﺎًل أﻓﻛًر ﺑﺎﻟﺟﻧوب ،وأؤﻟ ً
ف أﱠﻧﻧﻲ ﻻ أﺳﺗطﯾًﻊ اﻟﺣﺿور.
ﻛﻲ أ
ًﻏطﻲ ﻋﻠﻰ ﻏﯾﺎﺑﻲ ،وﻛ ﯾً
ﻧﻌ م ،ﻻ أﺳﺗطﯾًﻊ اﻟﺣﺿور ،ﻓﺎﻟطرﯾً
ق ﺑﯾن ﻗﺻﯾدﺗﻲ ودﻣ ﺷق ﻣ ﻘطوﻋًﺔ ﻷﺳﺑﺎب ﻣ ﺎ ﺑﻌ د ﺣداﺛﯾﺔ ،ﻣ ﻧﮭ ﺎ أﱠن أﺻدﻗﺎﺋﻲ
ص اﻣ رأًة ﻗﺎﺑﻠﺗﮭ ﺎ ﻓﻲ
ًﮭ ﺎ ﯾﺧ ﱡ
ًﻌ ﺎﻟًﺞ ﻛ ﻣ ﺑﯾوﺗري ،وﺑﻌ ﺿ
ً أﻋﻠﻰ ﻣ ن ﺳرﻋًﺔ ﻣ
ًﺿطرد
ًﻣ
ﯾﺻﻌ دون إﻟﻰ ﷲ ﺑﺗﺳﺎرع
ب أﻣ ﻲ ،وﺑﻌ ﺿﮭ ﺎ ﻣ ﺗﻌ ﻠً
ً ﻣًن ﯾطًﻌًﻣًﮫ ﻓﻲ ﻏﯾﺎﺑﻲ.
ض اﻟﺳﻣًك اﻟذي ﻟًن ﯾﺟد
اﻟﺷﻣ ﺎًل ﻓﺄﻧﺳﺗﻧﻲ ﺣﻠﯾً
ق ﺑﺣو ً
ً أﱠن أﯾﻧﺷﺗﺎﯾن ﻋﻠﻰ ﺣًق ،وأﱠن اﻟطﺎﻗًﺔ اﻟﻣ ﻧﺑﺛﻘًﺔ ﻣ ن
ًد
ﻻ أﺳﺗطﯾًﻊ اﻟﺣﺿور ،ﻓﺎﻟﻣ ﺳﺎﻓًﺔ ﺑﯾن واﻗﻌ ﻲ وذاﻛ رﺗﻲ ﺗؤﻛ
ً اﻟﻛ ﺗﻠًﺔ ﻓﻲ ﻣ رﱠﺑًﻊ ﺳرﻋًﺔ اﻟﺿوء.
اﺷﺗﯾﺎﻗﻲ ﺗﺳﺎوي ﺣﺎﺻًل ﺿرب
ب ﺑﻣ ﮭ ﺎرًة ﻋﺎﻟﯾﺔ ،وﻗد أﺻﺑﺣً
ت ﻣ ﺣﺗرﻓًﺎ ﻓﻲ
ﻻ أﺳﺗطﯾًﻊ اﻟﺣﺿور ،ﻟﻛ ﱠﻧﻧﻲ ﻗﺎدًر ﻋﻠﻰ اﻟﻐ ﯾﺎب ،ﻧﻌ م ،أﺳﺗطﯾًﻊ اﻟﻐ ﯾﺎً
ً ﻏﯾﺎﺑﻲ ،وﺻﺎًر ﻟﻲ ذﻛ رﯾﺎ ً
ً أرًﺗً
ت ﻟم ﺗﻘًﻊ ﺑﻌ د.
ب ﻓﯾﮭ ﺎ ﻣ واﻋﯾد
اﻵوﻧﺔ اﻷﺧﯾرة ،وﺻﺎًر ﻟﻲ أﺟﻧدة
ً ﻟم ﯾدﺧًل رﺋﺗﻲ ﻣ ن ﻗﺑل وﻟم ﯾًك ﻟﻲ
ًم ،ﻛ ﻣ ﺎ ﻟو أﱠن اﻟﮭ واء
أﺳﺗطﯾًﻊ اﻟﻐ ﯾﺎب ،ﻛ ﻣ ﺎ ﻟو أﱠﻧﻧﻲ ﻟم أﻛًن ،ﻛ ﻣ ﺎ ﻟو أﱠﻧﻧﻲ ًﻋد
ًًرﻛ ﱠز ،ﻛ ﻣ ﺎ ﻟو أﱠﻧﻧﻲ ﻏﯾﺑوﺑًﺔ ﺗﻧﺗﻘًل ﺑﺎﻟﻌ دوى.
ًﻣ
أﻋداء ،ﻛ ﻣ ﺎ ﻟو أﱠﻧﻧﻲ ﻓﻘداًن ذاﻛ رة
ﻲ
ﻻ أﺳﺗطﯾًﻊ اﻟﺣﺿور ،ﻓﺄﻧﺎ اﻵًن ﻣ ﺷﻐ وًل ﺑﺎﻟﺣرب
ً اﻟﺑﺎردة اﻟﺗﻲ أﺧوﺿﮭ ﺎ ﯾوﻣ ﯾًﺎ ﻣ ﻊ اﻟﻌ زﻟﺔ ،ﺑﺎﻟﻘﺻ ً
ف اﻟﻌ ﺷواﺋً
ف ﺑﯾﻧﻲ وﺑﯾن
ت اﻟوﺣدة
ﺞ وﻏﺎرا ً
ف اﻟﻣ طﺑﺦ ،ﺑﺣواﺟًز اﻟﺗﻔﺗﯾًش اﻟﺗﻲ ﺗﻘ ً
ً اﻟﺗﻲ ﺗﺳﺗﮭ د ً
ﻟﻠﻌًﺗم ،ﺑﺎﻻﻛ ﺗﺋﺎ ً
ب اﻟﻣ ﻣ ﻧﮭً
ًً
ً اﻟﺿرﯾﺑﺔ ،ﻟﻘد ﺣدﱠًﺛًﺗًﻧﻲ
ت اﻟﺗﺷرﯾﻌ ﯾًﺔ واﻟﺗﻧﻔﯾذﯾﺔ ،ﺑﺎﻟروﺗﯾًن ﻓﻲ داﺋرة
بﻓ
ﺻًل اﻟﺳﻠطﺎ ً
اﻟﺻﯾف ،ﺑﺎﻟﺑﯾروﻗراطﯾﺔ ﺑﺳﺑ ً
ًﺛك ﻗﻠﯾً
طوﯾً
ًﺛك ﻋن ﺗدرﺟﺎ ً
ت
ً ﺑﮫ ھﻧﺎ ﻓﻲ اﻟﺷﻣ ﺎل ،دﻋﻧﻲ أﺣد
ﻼ ﻋن اﻟﺳﻼًم اﻟذي أﻧﻌ م
ﻼ ﻋن اﻟﺣرب ،دﻋﻧﻲ أﺣد
ف
س أًن ﯾﻠﻔظوا اﺳﻣ ك ،ﻋن اﻟﱠﺷﻌ ر اﻷﺳود ،ﻋن اﻟدﯾﻣ ﻘراطﯾًﺔ اﻟﺗﻲ ﺗﻘ ً
ف اﻟﻧﺎ ً
ﻟوًن اﻟﺑﺷرة ،ﻋن ﻣ ﻌ ﻧﻰ أﱠﻻ ﯾﻌ ر ً
ً ﻣ ن اﻟﺟﺳد ،دﻋﻧﻲ
داﺋﻣًﺎ ﻓﻲ ﺻﺎﻟًﺢ اﻷﻏﻧﯾﺎء ،ﻋن اﻟﺗﺄﻣ ﯾن اﻟﺻًًﺣﻲ اﻟذي ﻻ ﯾﺷﻣ ل اﻷﺳﻧﺎن ﻷ ﱠﻧﮭ ﺎ ﻟﯾﺳت ﺟزءا
ً ﻟﮭ ﺎ ،ﻋن اﻟوروًد اﻟﺗﻲ ﻻ راﺋﺣًﺔ ﻟﮭ ﺎ ،ﻋن اﻟﻌ ﻧﺻرﯾًﺔ اﻟﻣ ﻐ ﻠﻔًﺔ ﺑﺎﺑﺗﺳﺎﻣ ﺔ ،دﻋﻧﻲ
ًﺛًك ﻋن اﻟﺧﺿﺎر اﻟﺗﻲ ﻻ طﻌ م
أﺣد
ت اﻟﺳرﯾﻌًﺔ واﻟﻌ ﻼﻗﺎ ً
ت اﻟﺳرﯾﻌًﺔ واﻟﻘطﺎرا ً
أﺧﺑرًك ﻋن اﻟوﺟﺑﺎ ً
ً اﻟﺑطﻲًء واﻟﺣزًن اﻟﺑطﻲًء
ت اﻟﺳرﯾﻌ ﺔ ،ﻋن اﻹﯾﻘﺎع
ت اﻟﺑطﻲء.
واﻟﻣ و ً
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ت ﻟًك إﱠن ﺣذاﺋﻲ ﻣ ﺗﻌ ً
ًﻠ ً
ب ،وإﱠن ﻓﻲ داﺧﻠﻲ ذﺋﺑًﺎ ﻻ أﺳﺗطﯾًﻊ ﻛ ﺑًﺣًﮫ ﺑﻌ د أن اﺷﺗمﱠ راﺋﺣﺔ اﻟدم ،ھل
ھل ﺳًﺗﺻدﻗﻧﻲ إًن ﻗ
ت اﻟﺗﻲ أﺻﺎﺑً
ف ﺷﺎﺷًﺔ
ﺗﺻدﻗﻧﻲ إًن رأﯾً
ت ﻋﻠﻰ ﺟﺳدي آﺛﺎًر اﻟرﺻﺎﺻﺎ ً
ت أﺻدﻗﺎﺋﻲ ھﻧﺎًك ﺑﯾﻧﻣ ﺎ أﻧﺎ ﺟﺎﻟ ً
س ھﻧﺎ ﺧﻠ ً
اﻟﻛ ﻣ ﺑﯾوﺗر ،أﺗؤﻣًن ﺑﺎﻟﻣ ﺻﺎدﻓﺔ ،إﱠن ﻏﯾﺎﺑﻲ ﻣ ﺻﺎدﻓًﺔ ﻣ ﺧطً
ط ﻟﮭ ﺎ ﺑﻌ ﻧﺎﯾًﺔ ﺑﺎﻟﻐ ﺔ ،ﺧﺑط ﻋﺷواء ﻣ دروﺳﺔ ،وﻟﻘد
اﻛ ﺗﺷﻔ ً
ث اﻟﻣ ﺻﺎدﻓﺔ ،إﻧﻣ ﺎ اﻟﻣ ﺻﺎدﻓًﺔ أﱠﻻ ﺗﺣدث .اﻟﻣ ﮭ م ،ھل ﺳﺗﺻدﻗﻧﻲ إًن
ت ﻣ ﺻﺎدﻓًﺔ أًن ﻟﯾس ﻣ ﺻﺎدﻓًﺔ أًن ﺗﺣدً
ﺣﻠﻔ ً
ت
ت ﻟًك ﺑﺎﻟﻣ وﺳﯾﻘﻰ ،أﻗﺳم
ً ﺑﺎﻟﻣ وﺳﯾﻘﻰ أﱠن ﺗﺻرﯾًﺢ اﻹﻗﺎﻣًﺔ ﻓﻲ أوروﺑﺎ ﻗد ﯾﺑﺎﻋد ﻣ ﺎ ﺑﯾﻧﻧﺎ وﺑﯾن اﻟﻣ و ً
ﺑﺎﻟرﺻﺎص ،ﻟﻛ ﱠﻧﮫ ﯾﻘﺎر ً
ب ﻣ ﺎ ﺑﯾﻧﻧﺎ وﺑﯾن اﻻ ﻧﺗﺣﺎر.
ت اﻟﺻﯾف ،ﺣﯾن
ﺣﺳﻧًﺎ ،ﺳﺄﺧﺑرًك اﻟﺣﻘﯾﻘﺔ ،ﺳﺄﺧﺑرًك ﻟم
ً ﻻ أﺳﺗطﯾًﻊ اﻟﺣﺿور ،ﺣدً
ث ذﻟك ﻓﻲ إﺣدى أﻣ ﺳﯾﺎ ً
ً ﺣزﯾﻧﺔ ،ﻛ ﺎﻧً
ت ﺗﺣﻣً
ﺻﺎدﻓ ً
ل ﻓﻲ ﯾدھﺎ ﻏﺎﺑﺔ ،وﻓﻲ ﺣﻘﯾﺑﺗﮭ ﺎ زﺟﺎﺟًﺔ ﻧﺑﯾذ ،ﻗﱠﺑﻠًﺗﮭ ﺎ
ت ﻓﻲ اﻟطرﯾق إﻟﻰ اﻟﺑﯾت اﻣ رأة
ت ﺣﺎﻣً
ﻓﺄﺻﺑﺣً
ﻼ ﻓﻲ اﻟﺷﮭ ر اﻟﺣﺎدي ﻋﺷر...
ًﺧرى ﻓﻲ اﻟﻔراش ،ﺣﺎوﻟ ً
ﻟﯾس ھذا ﻣ ﺎ ﯾﻣ ﻧﻌ ﻧﻲ ﻣ ن اﻟﺣﺿور ،ﺳﺄﺧﺑرًك اﻟﺣﻘﯾﻘﺔ ،ﻟﻘد أﻣ ﺳﻛ ﺗﻧﻲ دﻣ ﺷً
ت
ًأ
ق ﻣ ﻊ اﻣ ر أة
ت ﺑﻛً
ً ﻟﯾس إﻻ ،وأﱠﻧﮭ ﺎ ﻟن ﺗﺗﻛ رر ،أﻗﺳﻣ ً
ل ﺷﻲء ،ﺑﺎﻟﻘﻣ ر ،ﺑﺎﻷﻟﻌ ﺎب
ًﺻﻠًﺢ اﻟﻣ وﻗف ،وأﱠن ﻣ ﺎ ﺟرى ﻧزوة
أًن أ
ً
ت إﻟﻰ اﻟﺷﻣ ﺎل...
اﻟﻧﺎرﯾﺔ ،ﺑﺄﺻﺎﺑًﻊ اﻟﻧﺳﺎء ،ﻟﻛ ﱠن ﻛ ﱠ
ل ﺷﻲًء ﻛ ﺎًن ﻗد اﻧﺗﮭ ﻰ ،ﻓﮭ رﺑً
ت طﻔً
ﻟﯾس ھذا ﻣ ﺎ ﯾﻣ ﻧﻌ ﻧﻲ ﻣ ن اﻟﺣﺿور ،ﺳﺄﺧﺑرًك اﻟﺣﻘﯾﻘﺔ ،ﺣﯾن ﻛ ﻧً
ف أي ﺷﻲًء ﻋن اﻗﺗﺻﺎد
ﻼ ،ﻟم أﻛًن أﻋر ً
ً أًن أﺻﺑﺣً
ف أي ﺷﻲًء ﻋن اﻗﺗﺻﺎًد
اﻟﺳوق ،اﻵن وﺑﻌ د
ت ﻣ واطﻧًﺎ ﻓﻲ إﺣدى دول اﻟﻌ ﺎﻟًم اﻷول ﻓﺈﱠﻧﻧﻲ ﻻ أﻋر ً
اﻟﺳوق...
ت أھمﱡ ﺑﺎﻟﻣ ﺟﻲء ،اﺻطدﻣً
ﻟﯾس ھذا ﻣ ﺎ ﯾﻣ ﻧﻌ ﻧﻲ ﻣ ن اﻟﺣﺿور ،ﺳﺄﺧﺑرًك اﻟﺣﻘﯾﻘﺔ ،ﺣﯾًن ﻛ ﻧً
ت ﺣﻘﯾﺑﺗﻲ ﺑﺧﺑًر ﻋﺎﺟًل
ﻓﺎﻧﻛ ﺳرً
ً ﻟديﱠ ﻟﻐ ﺔ...
ت ﻟﻐ ﺗﻲ إﻟﻰ ﻗطًﻊ وﺗﻧﺎھﺑﮭ ﺎ اﻟﻣ ﺎرة ،وﻟم ﯾﻌ د
ً ﺳﻧوات...
ت ﻣ ﻧذ ﻋدة
ﻟﯾس ھذا ﻣ ﺎ ﯾﻣ ﻧﻌ ﻧﻲ ﻣ ن اﻟﺣﺿور ،ﺳﺄﺧﺑرًك اﻟﺣﻘﯾﻘﺔ ،أﻧﺎ ﻣًﯾت ،ﻧﻌ م ،ﻟﻘد ﺗوﻓﯾً
ﻟﯾس ھذا ﻣ ﺎ ﯾﻣ ﻧﻌ ﻧﻲ ﻣ ن اﻟﺣﺿور ،ﺳﺄﺧﺑرًك اﻟﺣﻘﯾﻘﺔ…
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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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ﻧﺸ ﯿﺪ اﻟﺤﺰن
ﻧﺤﺒَﻚ ﯾﺎ أوروﺑﺎ ،أﯾﺘﮭ ﺎ اﻟﻘ ﺎرة اﻟﻌ ﺠﻮز ،ﻻ أﻋﺮف ﻟﻤ ﺎذا ﯾﺴﻤ ﻮﻧﻚ اﻟﻌ ﺠﻮز ،وأﻧﺖ ﺷﺎﺑﺔ ﺑﺎﻟﻤ ﻘﺎرﻧﺔ ﻣ ﻊ ﻣ ﺼﺮ
وﺑﻼد اﻟﺮاﻓﺪﯾﻦ.
ﺐ اﻟﺬي ﯾﺸﺒﮫ طﻘﺴَﻚ،
ﺐ ﻛ ﺎﻟﺮﺟﺎَل اﻟﺒﯿﺾ ،وﻧﺘﺤﻤَﻞ ﻣ ﺰاﺟَﻚ اﻟﻤ ﺘﻘﻠَ
ﻧﺤﺒَﻚ ﯾﺎ أوروﺑﺎ ،وﻧﺪﻓَﻊ ﻟَﻚ اﻟﻀﺮاﺋَ
َ ھﺬا اﻟﻈﻼم اﻟﺪاﻣ ﺲ ﻓﻲ
واﻟﻨﻘﺺ اﻟﺤﺎد ﻓﻲ ﭬﯿﺘﺎﻣ ﯿﻦ د ﺑﺴﺒﺐ ظﻠﻤ ﺔ ﺷﺘﺎﺋَﻚ ،ﻧﺤﺒَﻚ وﺗﺤﺰﻧﻨﺎ ﺣﻘﯿﻘﺔ أﻧﻨﺎ ﻟﻦ ﻧﻌ ﺘﺎد
َ ﺳﻜ ﺎﻧَﻚ اﻷﺻﻠﯿﯿﻦ اﻟﺬﯾﻦ وﻟﺪوا ﻓﻲ ﺷﻤ ﺎﻟَﻚ اﻟﺒﺎرد
ﺷﺘﺎءاﺗَﻚ اﻟﻄﻮﯾﻠﺔ ،ﻓﮭ ﺎ ھﻢ أﺻﺪﻗﺎؤﻧﺎ اﻷوروﺑﯿﻮن ،أﻗﺼﺪ
ﻵﺑﺎء آرﯾﯿﻦ ،ﯾﻌ ﺎﻧﻮن ﻣ ﺜﻠﻨﺎ أﯾ َ
َﺎ ﻟﻨﻈﺮﯾﺔ اﻟﺘﻄﻮر ،ھﻢ أﯾﻀَﺎ
ﻀﺎ ﻣ ﻦ اﻻﻛ ﺘﺌﺎب وﻧﻘ ﺺ ﭬﯿﺘﺎﻣ ﯿﻦ د ،ﻓﻄﺒﻘ
ھﻮﻣ ﻮﺳﯿﺒﯿﺎن ﻗﺎدﻣ ﻮن ﻣ ﻦ أﻓﺮﯾﻘﯿﺎ ،أﻣ ﺎ ﺳﻜ ﺎﻧَﻚ اﻷﺻﻠﯿﻮن ،أﻗﺼﺪ اﻟﻨﯿﺎﻧﺪرﺗﺎل اﻟﺬﯾﻦ ﺗﻄﻮروا ﺧﻼل اﻟﻌ ﺼﺮ
اﻟﺠﻠﯿﺪي ﻟﻜ ﻲ ﯾﺤﺘﻤ ﻠﻮا ﺑﺮدك ،ﻓﻘﻠﺪ اﻧﻘﺮﺿﻮا.
َا ﺟﺌﺘَﻚ ﻣ ﻦ
ﻧﺤﺒَﻚ ﯾﺎ أوروﺑﺎ ،وﻻ ﻧﻨﻜَﺮ أﻧﻨﺎ ﺟﺌﻨﺎ إﻟﯿَﻚ ﻣ ﻦ دول اﻟﻌ ﺎﻟﻢ اﻟﺜﺎﻟﺚ اﻟﻤ ﺘﺨﻠﻔﺔ ﻛ ﻤ ﺎ ﺗﻘﻮﻟﯿﻦ ،أﻧﺎ ﺗﺤﺪﯾﺪ
دﻣ ﺸﻖ ،وﺗﺤﻤ ﻠﺖ اﻟﻜ ﺜﯿﺮ ﻣ ﻦ اﻟﻜ ﻠﯿﺸﯿﮭ ﺎت واﻟﺼﻮر اﻟﻨﻤ ﻄﯿﺔ واﻻﻧﻄﺒﺎﻋﺎت اﻟﻤ ﺴﺒﻘﺔ ﻣ ﻦ ﻛ ﺘﺎﺑَﻚ وﺷﻌ ﺮاﺋﻚ،
ورﻏﻢ أﻧﻨﻲ أﻋﺘﺒﺮ ﻧﻔﺴﻲ ﻧﺴﻮﯾَﺎ ،ﻓﻠﻘﺪ ﻣ ﻠﻠﺖ وﺗﻌ ﺒﺖ وﻗﺮﻓﺖ ﻣ ﻦ اﻷ ﺳﺌﻠﺔ اﻟﺴﻄﺤﯿﺔ اﻟﻤ ﻜ ﺮورة ﺣﻮل وﺿﻊ
اﻟﻤ ﺮأة ﻓﻲ اﻟﺸﺮق اﻷوﺳﻂ ،وھﺎ أﻧﺎ أﻗﱡﺮ وأﻋﺘﺮف ،ﺑﺄﱠن اﻟﻤ ﺮأة ﻓﻲ ﺳﻮرﯾﺎ ﻟﻢ ﺗﺘﻤ ﺘﻊ ﺑﺤﻖ اﻻﻧﺘﺨﺎب إﻻ ﻋﺎم
 .١٩٤٩أﻣ ﺎ ﻓﻲ ﺳﻮﯾﺴﺮا ،ﻋﺎﺻﻤ ﺔ أﻣ ﻮاﻟَﻚ وأﻣ ﻮال دﯾﻜ ﺘﺎﺗﻮرﯾﺎﺗﻨﺎ وﺣﺴﺎﺑﺎﺗﮭ ﻢ اﻟﻤ ﺼﺮﻓﯿﺔ اﻟﺴﺮﯾﺔ ،ﻓﻠﻢ ﯾﺴﻤ ﺢ
ﻟﻠﻤ ﺮأة ﺑﺤﻖ اﻟﺘﺼﻮﯾﺖ ﻓﻲ اﻻ ﻧﺘﺨﺎﺑﺎت إﻻ ﻋﺎم  ،١٩٧١وطﺒﻌَﺎ ﻟﯿﺲ ﻓﻲ ﻛ ﻞ ﻣ ﻘﺎطﻌ ﺎت ﺳﻮﯾﺴﺮا ،ﻓﻤ ﻘﺎطﻌ ﺔ
أﺑﯿﻨﺰﯾﻞ إﯾﻨﺮھﻮدن ﻟﻢ ﺗﺴﻤ ﺢ ﻟﻠﻤ ﺮأة ﺑﺎﻟﺘﺼﻮﯾﺖ ﻓﻲ اﻻ ﻧﺘﺨﺎﺑﺎت ﺣﺘﻰ ﻋﺎم  ،١٩٩١ﯾﺎ إﻟﮭ ﻲ!
ﻧﺤﺒَﻚ ﯾﺎ أوروﺑﺎ ،وﻧﺤﺐ اﻟﺤﺮﯾﺔ اﻟﺘﻲ ﻣ ﻨﺤﺘﯿﻨﺎ ﺣﯿﻦ ﺟﺌﻨﺎَك ھﺎرﺑﯿﻦ ،وﻧﺘﻐ ﺎﺿﻰ ﻋﻦ اﻟﻌ ﻨﺼﺮﯾﺔ اﻟﺘﻲ ﺗﺤﺎوﻟﯿﻦ
إﺧﻔﺎءھﺎ ﺗﺤﺖ اﻟﺴﺠﺎدة ﺣﯿﻦ ﺗﻘﻮﻣ ﯿﻦ ﺑﻜ ﻨﺲ ﻏﺮﻓﺔ اﻻ ﺳﺘﻘﺒﺎل.
ﻧﺤﺒﻚ ﯾﺎ أوروﺑﺎ ،ﯾﺎ ﺻﺎﺣﺒﺔ اﻟﻤ ﺎﺿﻲ اﻻﺳﺘﻌ ﻤ ﺎري ،وﻗﺎﺗﻠﺔ اﻟﺴﻜ ﺎن اﻷﺻﻠﯿﯿﻦ ،ﯾﺎ ﻣ ﺎﺻﺔ دﻣ ﺎء اﻟﺸﻌ ﻮب ﻣ ﻦ
اﻟﮭ ﻨﺪ إﻟﻰ اﻟﻜ ﻮﻧﻐ ﻮ ،وﻣ ﻦ اﻟﺒﺮازﯾﻞ إﻟﻰ ﻧﯿﻮزﯾﻼﻧﺪا.
ﯾﺎ ﺻﺎﺣﺒﺔ ﻣ ﺤﺎﻛ ﻢ اﻟﺘﻔﺘﯿﺶ وﺣﺎرﻗﺔ اﻟﻨﺴﺎء ﺑﺤﺠﺔ أﻧﮭ ﻦ ﺳﺎﺣﺮات ،ﯾﺎ ﺳﯿﺪة ﺗﺠﺎرة اﻟﻌ ﺒﯿﺪ اﻟﺘﻲ ﻧﻘﻠﺖ اﻟﺴﻮد إﻟﻰ
اﻟﻌ ﺎﻟﻢ اﻟﺠﺪﯾﺪ ،وﺻﺎﻧﻌ ﺔ اﻟﺘﻤ ﯿﯿﺰ اﻟﻌ ﻨﺼﺮي ﻓﻲ ﺟﻨﻮب أﻓﺮﯾﻘﯿﺎ ،ﯾﺎ ﻣ ﺆﺳﺴﺔ اﻟﻔﺎﺷﯿﺔ واﻟﻨﺎزﯾﺔ وﻣ ﺨﺘﺮﻋﺔ اﻟﺤﻞ
اﻟﻨﮭ ﺎﺋﻲ ﻹﺑﺎدة اﻟﯿﮭ ﻮد ،اﻟﺤﻞ اﻟﻨﮭ ﺎﺋﻲ اﻟﺬي ﺟﻌ ﻠﻨﻲ أوﻟﺪ ﻻﺟَﺌﺎ ﻓﻲ ﻣ ﺨﯿﻢ اﻟﯿﺮﻣ ﻮك ﻟﻼﺟﺌﯿﻦ اﻟﻔﻠﺴﻄﯿﻨﯿﯿﻦ ﻓﻲ
ﺖ ﺑﻠﺪي ﻓﻠﺴﻄﯿﻦ ﻛ ﻀﺮﯾﺒﺔ وﺗﻌ ﻮﯾﺾ وﺣﻞ ﻟﻠﮭ ﻮﻟﻮﻛ ﻮﺳﺖ اﻟﺬي ﻗﺎم ﺑﮫ ﺳﻜ ﺎﻧﻚ
دﻣ ﺸﻖ ،ﻷﻧَﻚ ﺑﻜ ﻞ وﻗﺎﺣَﺔ دﻓﻌ َ
اﻟﺒﯿﺾ اﻟﻤ ﺆﻣ ﻨﻮن ﺑﻨﻘﺎء اﻟﻌ ﺮق اﻵري.
ﻧﺤﺒَﻚ ﯾﺎ أوروﺑﺎ ،وﻧﺤﻤ ﻞ ﺟﻮازات ﺳﻔﺮك اﻟﺘﻲ ﺗﻔﺘﺢ أﻣ ﺎﻣ ﻨﺎ اﻷﺑﻮاب ﺑﺎﻟﺴﮭ ﻮﻟﺔ اﻟﺘﻲ ﻓﺘﺤﺖ ﺑﮭ ﺎ رﺻﺎﺻﺎﺗﻚ
ﻟﺤﻢ ﻣ ﻠﯿﻮن ﺟﺰاﺋﺮي أراد أن ﯾﺘﻤ ﺘﻊ ﺑﺎﻟﺤﺮﯾﺔ اﻟﺬي ﺗﻨﺎدي ﺑﮭ ﺎ ﺛﻮرﺗَﻚ اﻟﻔﺮﻧﺴﯿﺔ.

10
Ghayath Almadhoun. Four Poems.
Transnational Literature Vol. 11 no. 1, November 2018.
http://fhrc.flinders.edu.au/transnational/home.html

ﻧﺤﺒﻚ ﯾﺎ أوروﺑﺎ ،ﻧﺤﺐ ﻓﻨﻚ وﻧﻜ ﺮه ﺗﺎرﯾﺨﻚ اﻻﺳﺘﻌ ﻤ ﺎري ،ﻧﺤﺐ ﻣ ﺴﺮﺣﻚ وﻧﻜ ﺮه ﻣ ﻌ ﺴﻜ ﺮات اﻋﺘﻘﺎﻟَﻚ ،ﻧﺤﺐ
ﻣ ﻮﺳﯿﻘﺎك وﻧﻜ ﺮه أﺻﻮات ﻗﻨﺎﺑﻠَﻚ ،ﻧﺤﺐ ﻓﻠﺴﻔﺘﻚ وﻧﻜ ﺮه ﻣ ﺎرﺗﻦ ھﺎﯾﺪﻏﺮ ،ﻧﺤﺐ أدﺑَﻚ وﻧﻜ ﺮه اﻻﺳﺘﺸﺮاق ،ﻧﺤﺐ
َﺷﻌ ﺮَك وﻧﻜ ﺮه ﻋﺰرا ﺑﺎوﻧﺪ ،ﻧﺤﺐ ﺣﺮﯾﺔ اﻟﺘﻌ ﺒﯿﺮ ﻓﻲ أرﺟﺎﺋَﻚ وﻧﻜ ﺮه اﻹﺳﻼﻣ ﻮﻓﻮﺑﯿﺎ ،ﻧﺤﺐ ﺗﻄﻮرك
اﻟﺤﻀﺎري وﻋﻠﻤ ﺎﻧﯿﺘَﻚ وﻗﻮاﻧﯿﻨﻚ اﻟﻌ ﺎدﻟﺔ وﺣﻘﻮق اﻹﻧﺴﺎن ﻋﻠﻰ أرﺿﻚ ،وﻧﻜ ﺮه ﻋﻨﺼﺮﯾﺘﻚ وﻣ ﻌ ﺎﯾﯿﺮك
اﻟﻤ ﺰدوﺟﺔ وﻧﻈﺮﺗﻚ اﻻﺳﺘﻌ ﻼﺋﯿﺔ وﺗﺎرﯾﺨﻚ اﻟﺪﻣ ﻮي.
ﺧﺬي اﻟﻨﺎزﯾﺔ وأﻋﻄﯿﻨﺎ إﯾﻤ ﺎﻧﻮﯾﻞ ﻛ ﺎﻧﺖ
ﺧﺬي اﻟﻘﻤ ﺼﺎن اﻟﺴﻮد وأﻋﻄﯿﻨﺎ ﻧﺒﯿﺬ إﯾﻄﺎﻟﯿﺎ
ﺧﺬي اﻹﺑﺎدة اﻟﺠﻤ ﺎﻋﯿﺔ ﻓﻲ اﻟﺠﺰاﺋﺮ وأﻋﻄﯿﻨﺎ ﺑﻮدﻟﯿﺮ
ﺧﺬي ﻟﯿﻮﺑﻮﻟﺪ اﻟﺜﺎﻧﻲ وأﻋﻄﯿﻨﺎ رﯾﻨﯿﮫ ﻣ ﺎﻏﺮﯾﺖ
ﺧﺬي أدوﻟﻒ ھﺘﻠﺮ وأﻋﻄﯿﻨﺎ ﺣﻨﮫ آرﻧﺖ
ﺧﺬي ﻓﺮاﻧﻜ ﻮ وأﻋﻄﯿﻨﺎ ﺳﺮﭬﺎﻧﺘﺲ
ﺧﺬي أﺷﯿﺎَءَك ودﻋﯿﻨﺎ ﻧﺄﺧﺬ أﺷﯿﺎَءﻧﺎ.
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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
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