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اﻟﺗﻲ ﺳ ﻛﻧت اﻟﺑﯾت ﻗﺑﻠﻲ
1
ﻛ ﻠﻣ ﺎ ﺣدﻗت ﻗﻠﯾً
ﻼ ﻓﻲ اﻟﺑﻼط اﻷ ﺑﯾض
رأﯾت آﺛﺎر أﻗداﻣ ﮭ ﺎ اﻟﺻﻐ ﯾرة
ﯾﺧطر ﻟﻲ أن أﺿﻊ ﻗدﻣ ﻲ اﻟﯾﺳرى ﻓوق أﺛر اﻟﻘدم اﻟﯾﺳرى
واﻟﯾﻣ ﻧﻰ ﻓوق اﻟﯾﻣ ﻧﻰ
وھﻛ ذا
أرى ﻧﻔﺳﻲ أﻣ ﺎم اﻟﺑﺎب اﻟﺧﺎرﺟﻲ
أﻓﺗﺣﮫ وأﻏﻠﻘﮫ
وأﻋود ﺑﻧﻔس ﻛ ﺂﺑﺔ ﺧطواﺗﮭ ﺎ اﻟﻌ ﺎﺋدة ﻣ ن وداع اﻟرﺟل اﻷﺧﯾر
ﺛﻣ ﺔ ﻓﺎرق وﺣﯾد ﻓﻘط
ﻻ ﺑﻘﺎﯾﺎ ﻟدﻣ وع ﺟدﯾدة
ﻓﻲ طرﯾق اﻟﻌ ودة
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ﻗﻠت ﻟﻠرﺟل اﻟذي ﻣ ﻌ ﻲ
ﻧﺣن اﻟﻧﺳﺎء ﻧﺗواﻟد ﻣ ن أﻧﻔﺳﻧﺎ
ﻛ ﺄﻧﻧﺎ رﺣم وﺣﯾد
وﻛ ﺄن ﺟدﺗﻲ ھﻲ اﺑﻧﺗﻲ
ﻟﻧﺎ ﻛ ﻠﻧﺎ ﻧﻔس اﻧﺳﯾﺎب أﻓﻌ ﻰ اﻟﺣﻘول
وﻟﻧﺎ ﺑرودة اﻟرﺧﺎم ﺗﺣت إﻧﺎء ﺧﺎرج ﻟﺗوه ﻣ ن اﻟﻔرن
اﻟﻔﺎرق ﻓﻘط
ھو اﻟﻘدرة ﻋﻠﻰ ﺣﯾﺎﻛ ﺔ اطول ﻣ ﺳﺎﻓﺔ ﻣ ن اﻟﻔﺗق أﺳﻔل اﻟﺛدي اﻷ ﯾﺳر
ﻟم ﯾﺻدﻗﻧﻲ
ﻓﺗﺢ اﻟﺑﺎب اﻟﺧﺎرﺟﻲ وﻣ ﺿﻰ
ﺑﯾﻧﻣ ﺎ اﻟﻣ رأة اﻟوﺣﯾدة اﻟﺗﻲ ﺳﻛ ﻧت ﻓﻲ اﻟﺑﯾت ﻗﺑﻠﻲ
ﻛ ﺎﻧت ﺗرﻣ ﻘﻧﺎ ﺑﺈﺷﻔﺎق وھﻲ ﺗﺗﻧﺎول اﻟﻣ ﻧﺎدﯾل اﻟورﻗﯾﺔ
وﺗﻣ ﺳﺢ اﻟﺑﻘﻊ اﻟﺣﻣ راء ﻋﻠﻰ اﻟﺑﻼط اﻟﺑﺎرد
اﻟﺑﻘﻊ اﻟﻣ ﺗﺳرﺑﺔ ﻣ ن اﻟﺟرح اﻟطوﯾل
ﺗﺣت ﺛدﯾﮭ ﺎ اﻻﯾﺳر
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وھﻛ ذا أﻓﺗﺢ ﺑﺎب ﺑﯾﺗﻲ ﻋﻠﻰ ﻣ ﺻراﻋﯾﮫ وأًﻋد ﺣﺑﺎت اﻟرﻣ ل اﻟداﺧﻠﺔ ﺣﺑﺔ ﺣﺑﺔ ،وﺣﯾن أﺗﻌ ب م
اﻟﻌ د ،أﺗﻣ دد ﻋﻠﻰ ﻛ ﺎﻣ ل اﻟﻌ ﺗﺑﺔ وأﻛ وم اﻟرﻣ ل ﻓوق ﺟﺳدي ،ﺑﯾﻧﻣ ﺎ اﻟﻣ رأة اﻟﺗﻲ ﺳﻛ ﻧت ﻓﻲ اﻟﺑﯾت ﻗﺑﻠﻲ
ﺗﻣ ﺳك ﻣ ﻛ ﻧﺳﺗﮭ ﺎ اﻟﻘدﯾﻣ ﺔ ،وﺗزﯾل اﻟرﻣ ل ﻋن أرض اﻟﻐ رﻓﺔ ،ﻛ ﻣ ﺎ ﯾﻠﯾق ﺑﺳﯾدة ﻣ ﻧزل وﺣﯾدة ،ﺗﻌ رف
ﺟﯾدا أن اﻟﻌﺗﺑﺎت اﻟﺗﻲ ﺗﺻﻧﻌ ﮭ ﺎ اﻟﻧﺳﺎء ﻟﯾﺳﺗرﺣن ﻋﻠﯾﮭ ﺎ ﻟﯾﺳت ﺳوى ﺣﺑﺎت رﻣ ل ﻣ ﺗراﻛ ﻣ ﺔ ﺳﺗﺗﺑﻌ ﺛر
ﻣ ﺎ أن ﯾﻔﺗﺢ اﻟﺑﺎب ﻗﻠﯾً
ﻼ ،ﺗﺎرﻛًﺎ ﻟﻠﺣب وﻟﻠوﺣﺷﺔ أن ﯾﺻطدﻣ ﺎ وھﻣ ﺎ ﯾﻌ ﺑران ﻣ ن اﻟﺑﺎب
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أرﯾد أن أﻋرف
ﻣ ن ھﻲ ﺗﻠك اﻟﻣ رأة اﻟﺗﻲ ﺗﺗواﺟد ﺣﯾث أﺗواﺟد
اﻟﺗﻲ ﺗﺳﺗﻌ ﯾر اﻟﻔراغ اﻟﻣ ؤﻟم ﻓﻲ أﺳﻧﺎﻧﻲ
واﻟﺗﻌ ب اﻟداﺋم ﻓﻲ ﻋﯾﻧﻲ اﻟﯾﺳرى
ﻣ ن ھﻲ ﺗﻠك اﻟﻣ رأة اﻟﺗﻲ ﺗﻔﺿل اﻟﻠون اﻷﺳود ﻣ ﺛﻠﻲ
وﻣ ﺛﻠﻲ ﺗرﺗدي ﺛﯾﺎﺑﮭ ﺎ دون أن ﺗﮭ ﺗم ﺑﻠﻣ ﺳﺔ اﻷﻧﺎﻗﺔ اﻷﺧﯾرة
ﻣ ن ھﻲ ﺗﻠك اﻟﻣ رأة اﻟﺗﻲ ﻟﮭ ﺎ ﻧﻔس ﺟﺳﻣ ﻲ
ﺟﺳﻣ ﻲ اﻟذي ﯾﺻﺑﺢ ﺑﺧﻔﺔ اﻟﻔراﺷﺔ ﺣﯾﻧﻣ ﺎ أذھب ﻟﻠرﻗص
وﻓﻲ اﻟﺑﯾت ﯾﺗﻛ ور وﯾﺛﻘل ﻛ ﻘوﻗﻌ ﺔ ﺗﺣﺟرت ﺑﻔﻌ ل اﻟزﻣ ن
ﻣ ن ھﻲ ﺗﻠك اﻟﻣ رأة اﻟﺗﻲ ﺗﻐ ﺎزل اﻟرﺟﺎل اﻟﻔﺗﯾﯾن اﻟذﯾن أﻏﺎزﻟﮭ م ﻓﻲ اﻟﺑﺎرات
اﻟرﺟﺎل اﻟذﯾن ﻻ ﯾﻠﺣظون اﻟﺳﻧﯾن اﻟﻣ ﺗراﻛ ﻣ ﺔ ﺣول ﺧﺻري
وﻻ ﺧطوط اﻟﻧﮭ ﺎﯾﺎت اﻟﻘرﯾﺑﺔ ﻓﻲ ﺑﺎطن ﻛ ﻔﻲ
اﻟﻣ ﺷﻐ وﻟون ﺑﺄﻟق اﻟﻧﺑﯾذ ﻓﻲ ﻋﯾﻧﻲ
وﺑﺎﻟﺣﻣ رة اﻟﺗﻲ ﯾﻌ ﻛ ﺳﮭ ﺎ اﻟﺿوء اﻟﺧﺎﻓت ﻋﻠﻰ أرﻧﺑﺔ أﻧﻔﻲ
أرﯾد أن أﻋرف
ﻣ ن ھﻲ ﺗﻠك اﻟﻣ رأة اﻟﺗﻲ ﻻ ﺗﺗورع ﻋن ﺗﻘدﯾم ﻧﻔﺳﮭ ﺎ ﺑﺎﺳﻣ ﻲ
وﻻ ﺗﺧﺟل ﻣ ن ﺗﻛ رار أﺧطﺎﺋﻲ ﻣ رة إﺛر ﻣ رة
أرﯾد أن أﻋرف ﻣ ن ھﻲ
ﺗﻠك اﻟﺗﻲ ﻛ ﻠﻣ ﺎ ﺗﮭ ﺷم ﻗﻠﺑﮭ ﺎ
ﻟﻣ ﻠﻣ ﺗﮫ ﺑﮭ دوء وأﻋﺎدﺗﮫ إﻟﻰ ﺻدري
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ً ،وﻣ ﻊ ذﻟك ﻛ ل ﻟﯾﻠﺔ ﯾﺧﻠﻌ ن أﺳﻣ ﺎﻟﮭ ن وﯾﻌ ﻠﻘن
اﻟﺷﺎﻋرات ﻣ ﺟﻧوﻧﺎت ،ﯾﻌ رﻓن ﺗﻣ ﺎﻣ ﺎ أﻧﮭ ن ﻟﺳن أﺷﺟﺎرا
اﻟﺗﻌ ﺎوﯾذ ﻋﻠﻰ ﺻدورھن ،ﺛم ﯾﻘﻔن ﻋﺎرﯾﺎت ﺗﺣت ﺿوء اﻟﻘﻣ ر ،ھﻛ ذا ،ﺣﯾن ﯾﻠﻣ ﺣن ﺧﯾﺎﻻﺗﮭ ن
اﻟطوﯾﻠﺔ ﺛﺎﺑﺗﺔ ﻓﻲ اﻟظﻼم ﯾظﻧن أﻧﮭ ن أﺷﺟﺎر ،ﻓﯾﺑدأن ﺑﺎﻟﺣﻔﯾف ،اﻟﺷﺎﻋرات ﻣ ﺟﻧوﻧﺎت ،ﻻ ﯾﻌ رﻓن أن
ﺣﻔﯾف اﻷﺷﺟﺎر ﻻ ﯾﺟذب اﻟطﯾور اﻟﻣ طﻣ ﺋﻧﺔ ،وأن ظﻼﻟﮭ ن ﺳﺗﺧﺗﻔﻲ ﻣ ﺎ أن ﺗﺣﺟب ﻏﯾﻣ ﺔ ﻋﺎﺑرة
ﺿوء اﻟﻘﻣ ر ،اﻟﺷﺎﻋرات ﻣ ﺟﻧوﻧﺎت ،ﻟن ﯾﺗذﻛ رن ﺻﺑﺎﺣًﺎ ﻣ ﺎ ﻓﻌ ﻠﻧﮫ اﻟﻠﯾﻠﺔ اﻟﻣ ﺎﺿﯾﺔ ،ﻏﯾر أﻧﮭ ن ﺣﯾن
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The Woman who Dwelt in the House Before
1
When I stare at the white floor
I see traces of her small feet
it occurs to me to put my left foot on the print of her left foot
and the right on her right
and so on
I see myself in front of the door
opening it, closing it
and returning with her melancholy steps
as she turned from the farewell of her last lover

there is only one difference
no fresh tears
on my way back

2
I said to the man with me
women give birth to themselves
we reproduce ourselves
as if from a single womb
as if my grandmother were my daughter
we are all sinuous as snakes in dry grasses
we are all cold as marble
under a pot hot from the oven
the only difference between us is
how we stitch closed the long gash under the left breast
he did not believe me
he opened the outside door and left
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the lonely woman who dwelt in the house before
watched us with pity
as she picked up a rag
to wipe from the cold floor
red stains, leaked
from beneath her left breast

3
I open my front door wide and count the grains of sand that come inside, one
by one. When I tire of counting, I lie across the threshold and bury my body in
the sand while the woman who lived in the house before picks up her old
broom and sweeps. She is a lonely housekeeper and knows that thresholds
where women lie are nothing but piles of sand that blow away as soon as the
door opens, leaving love and loneliness to bump into each other as they pass
through the doorway.

4
I want to know
who are you
you live in the painful spaces between my teeth
and in the fatigue in my left eye
who are you
you like black (as I do)
you wear your clothes (as I do)
neglect a final touch of elegance
who are you
you have my body
it is light as a butterfly when you go out dancing
but when you are at home, it curls into itself
like a shell petrified by time
who are you
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you flirt in the bars
with the same men as I do
men do not notice
my waist thick with years
or the broken lines in my palms
they see the shine of wine in my eyes
the soft light of the bar on the red tip of my nose
I want to know
who are you
why do you use my name
why are you not ashamed, time after time, to repeat
my faults
I want to know
who you are
and why
each time your heart breaks
you
deliberately pick up the pieces
and put them back
inside
me

5
Women poets are mad
they know they are not trees
but every night they take off their tattered clothes
and hang amulets on their breasts
and stand naked in the moonlight
when they see their long still shadows
they see trees, and begin to rustle
Women poets are mad
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they do not know that the rustle of trees
does not attract birds
and their shadows will disappear
clouds over the moon
Women poets are mad
in the morning they do not remember
what they did the night before
but when they stand in front of mirrors
they see deep scars on their breasts
where their lost amulets hung

Rasha Omran
translated by Kim Echlin and Abdelrehim Youssef
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