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 يلبق تیبلا تنكس يتلا

 

1 

 ضیبلأا طلابلا يف ً لایلق تقدح املك 

 ةریغصلا اھمادقأ راثآ تیأر 

 ىرسیلا مدقلا رثأ قوف ىرسیلا يمدق عضأ نأ يل رطخی 

 ىنمیلا قوف ىنمیلاو 

 اذكھو 

 يجراخلا بابلا مامأ يسفن ىرأ 

 ھقلغأو ھحتفأ 

 ریخلأا لجرلا عادو نم ةدئاعلا اھتاوطخ ةبآك سفنب دوعأو 

 طقف دیحو قراف ةمث 

 ةدیدج عومدل ایاقب لا 

 ةدوعلا قیرط يف 

 

2 

 يعم يذلا لجرلل تلق 

 انسفنأ نم دلاوتن ءاسنلا نحن 

 دیحو محر اننأك 

 يتنبا يھ يتدج نأكو 

 لوقحلا ىعفأ بایسنا سفن انلك انل 

 نرفلا نم هوتل جراخ ءانإ تحت ماخرلا ةدورب انلو 

 طقف قرافلا 

 رسیلأا يدثلا لفسأ قتفلا نم ةفاسم لوطا ةكایح ىلع ةردقلا وھ 

  ينقدصی مل 

 ىضمو يجراخلا بابلا حتف 

 يلبق تیبلا يف تنكس يتلا ةدیحولا ةأرملا امنیب 

 ةیقرولا لیدانملا لوانتت يھو قافشإب انقمرت تناك 

 درابلا طلابلا ىلع ءارمحلا عقبلا حسمتو 

 لیوطلا حرجلا نم ةبرستملا عقبلا 

 رسیلاا اھیدث تحت 
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   م بعتأ نیحو ،ةبح ةبح ةلخادلا لمرلا تابح دً عأو ھیعارصم ىلع يتیب باب حتفأ اذكھو 

 يلبق تیبلا يف تنكس يتلا ةأرملا امنیب ،يدسج قوف لمرلا موكأو ةبتعلا لماك ىلع ددمتأ ،دعلا 

 فرعت ،ةدیحو لزنم ةدیسب قیلی امك ،ةفرغلا ضرأ نع لمرلا لیزتو ،ةمیدقلا اھتسنكم كسمت 

 رثعبتتس ةمكارتم لمر تابح ىوس تسیل اھیلع نحرتسیل ءاسنلا اھعنصت يتلا تابتعلا نأ ادیج 

 بابلا نم ناربعی امھو امدطصی نأ ةشحوللو بحلل ً اكرات ،ً لایلق بابلا حتفی نأ ام 

 

4 

 فرعأ نأ دیرأ 

 دجاوتأ ثیح دجاوتت يتلا ةأرملا كلت يھ نم 

 ينانسأ يف ملؤملا غارفلا ریعتست يتلا 

 ىرسیلا ينیع يف مئادلا بعتلاو 

 يلثم دوسلأا نوللا لضفت يتلا ةأرملا كلت يھ نم 

  ةریخلأا ةقانلأا ةسملب متھت نأ نود اھبایث يدترت يلثمو 

 يمسج سفن اھل يتلا ةأرملا كلت يھ نم 

 صقرلل بھذأ امنیح ةشارفلا ةفخب حبصی يذلا يمسج 

 نمزلا لعفب ترجحت ةعقوقك لقثیو روكتی تیبلا يفو 

 تارابلا يف مھلزاغأ نیذلا نییتفلا لاجرلا لزاغت يتلا ةأرملا كلت يھ نم 

 يرصخ لوح ةمكارتملا نینسلا نوظحلی لا نیذلا لاجرلا 

 يفك نطاب يف ةبیرقلا تایاھنلا طوطخ لاو 

 ينیع يف ذیبنلا قلأب نولوغشملا 

 يفنأ ةبنرأ ىلع تفاخلا ءوضلا اھسكعی يتلا ةرمحلابو 

 فرعأ نأ دیرأ 

 يمساب اھسفن میدقت نع عروتت لا يتلا ةأرملا كلت يھ نم 

 ةرم رثإ ةرم يئاطخأ راركت نم لجخت لاو 

 يھ نم فرعأ نأ دیرأ 

 اھبلق مشھت املك يتلا كلت 

 يردص ىلإ ھتداعأو ءودھب ھتململ 

 

5 

 نقلعیو نھلامسأ نعلخی ةلیل لك كلذ عمو ،ً اراجشأ نسل نھنأ امامت نفرعی ،تانونجم تارعاشلا 

 نھتلاایخ نحملی نیح ،اذكھ ،رمقلا ءوض تحت تایراع نفقی مث ،نھرودص ىلع ذیواعتلا 

 نأ نفرعی لا ،تانونجم تارعاشلا ،فیفحلاب نأدبیف ،راجشأ نھنأ ننظی ملاظلا يف ةتباث ةلیوطلا 

 ةرباع ةمیغ بجحت نأ ام يفتختس نھللاظ نأو ،ةنئمطملا رویطلا بذجی لا راجشلأا فیفح 

 نیح نھنأ ریغ ،ةیضاملا ةلیللا ھنلعف ام ً احابص نركذتی نل ،تانونجم تارعاشلا ،رمقلا ءوض 
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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 

 


