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Introduction

The present collection is issued among the publications of the
Ministry of Culture to mark the centennial anniversary of the Jordanian
State (1921-2021), in implementation of the national plan prepared by
the Ministry to publish a number of books on this national occasion.
Those books include diverse genres of literature and culture, taking into
consideration the time spans commencing with the establishment of the
Emirate of East Jordan in 1921, passing through the independence of the
Hashemite Kingdom of Jordan in 1946, and culminating with the current
era. Certainly, those eras are reflected in the ideas and orientations of
the literatis and intellectuals, manifested clearly in particular in poetry,
and in other literary and cultural genres in general. The lead poem of
this collection is that of His Majesty the founding king Abdullah I Ibn
Al-Hussein, followed by the other poems of the collection which occur

according to the alphabetical order of the names of the poems.

For purposes of publishing and issuing this collection, the Ministry
of Culture formed a committee to select the poems and poetical texts
composed of: Samir Qatami as Chairman, and the membership of Dr.
Hikmat Al-Nawaisah, Dr. Maha Al-Atoum, Dr. Sami Ababneh, and Mr.
Muhammad Samhan, while Ms. Wisam Sa"ad represented the Ministry

of Culture as a coordinator.



The committee selected one hundred poems and poetical texts,
including the biography of the poets, whereby the contents of the Diwan
encompass the time periods spanning the first hundred years of the age of
the Hashemite Kingdom of Jordan. The poems entail what is traditional
and modern, authored by poets from the first generation, who contributed
to the formation of Jordanian culture, as well as contemporary poets
who continue their involvement in literature and culture, whereby the
past is connected to the present. Moreover, the Diwan includes female
poets who contributed and continue to contribute to the Jordanian
literary renaissance side by side with their brethren. In effect the poets,
male and female, represent the varied social environments. Hence, the

book emerges as a comprehensive bookof time, place and generations.

While presenting the Diwan to the readers, which we consider to
be the inspiration of Jordanian culture, and is a manifestation of the
spectrum of national culture, we hope that we were successful in our
endeavor, and were sincere to it, in the service of the sound cultural
affairs, and with loyalty to our dear homeland, and with pride in
our loyalty to our triumphant Hashemite leadership, in order for the

procession of achievement to continue across successive generations.
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Of what concern to me is the shouting of the
telegraph

King Abdullah I Ibn Al Hussein

King Abdullah ITbn Al-Hussein says: that this poem was recited in Ma’an
in 1339 Hijri when I arrived in it after the fall of Syria, and the departure of
my brother King Feisal and his companions to Haifa, and thence to Europe,
and in the wake of the struggle of Horan against the occupation and the
traitors from among men. I journeyed upon the repeated demands of the
defending men, and from those who are known for their loyalty, succor and
men of their word. And so I sought the permission of my father (may he rest
in eternal peace) and I proceeded to Ma’an along with trusted assistants and

companions,

Al-Baseet poetic meters

Must I heed the noise emitted by the telegraph in a land
Which neither the plain nor the mountain resembles

[ stay up by night awaiting the night stars

The light of dawn which emits a pleasing sound

By which may be seen the luster of the lightning kindled

Whose edges are fine curtains and veils

As though when the winds blow at the time of dawn
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A barking dog or wolf who observed a flock with a champion
and hero

And was fear-stricken when he beheld him around him and
bowed

The utterance of a brave voice marred by the jinn

Indeed, that sound is the moaning emitted by Sham

Of the Arabs stricken by fear and awe

Saying that the noble folk of Sham have departed

Yearning for death which showed no fear of them

It is not by the Lord of Safa and the Sacred House satisfied

With the kingship of violent plebeians who are driven by the
force of lethargy

Directing them with the lashes of humiliation, with the
aspiration

Of treason that denies the messages of the Apostles'”
In the beginning, evincing arrogance

And the concealed intention is more cunning than what fear
revealed

(1) What is intended is French and British colonialism.
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And you O Arab noblemen

Sacrifice yourself for the glory of religion'’

How could you accept for your lands

To be humiliatingly occupied and their inhabitants debased!
O nobleman above young camels making haste

Who has not been diverted from his aspirations by pleasure

and worldliness™

Inform a benevolent soul who stayed away from us by dint of
an event

For its sakewith those Themisoccupied
Let the folk know, that we did not betray at all
That which we built, and they had abandoned us®

They instigated the people of (Gouraud) against us, then they
slept

Manifesting treason, that is unjustifiable and deviant™®
Have they not overlooked our steadfastness

When called upon we gave succor to the folk

(1)In these two verses King Abdullah 1 urges the Arabs and their leaders to rebel
against the intrusive colonialists whether the French or the British.

(2)King Abdullah 1 Bin Al Hussein addresses himself while coming from the Hejaz
to liberate Sham accompanied by his Hejazi supporters on the back of camels and
horses and the quest for the liberation was not distracted by play and sport. In this
endeavor he was the representative of his brother King Feisal who was in London at
the time.

(3) What is intended is that they are people who disavowed what we did and planned
and what they pledged to us. Thus their reality was uncovered through their contra-
vention of the agreements.

(4) The French general Henri Gouraud when entered Damascus after the Battle of
Maysaloun 1920/ compelling King Feisal to leave Syrial
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And if the Kaiser of the Germans showed them enmity
While the Turks killed of them,

I take refuge with God from a view I trusted

And others showed you the momentous event

If you find trustworthiness in covenants

You bear what was meted to you

Otherwise O chivalrous man do not stay with them

And extended all earth, How do we do that
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Ibrahim Ajlouni
The Bird of the Impossible

Coming from most distant fields
Immersed with the impossible

It came as a rivulet emanating from the aroma of the first

moment and the passion of the seasons

It came wild, as the dreams of a heavy silken night

Primitive, with sweet captivation, descendinglike a genie.
kock ok

O wild beast, Ohorses’ yearning

O love, O master of this universe, from whichever path.

You came to our world, and from which jungles?

So why did you come O love, exploding the wellsprings of

wailing?

Screaming as a wound, extending asgroans of the sick

Where is within us, O love, the purity of dawn, or the silence of
the noble?

15



Where is within us the calmness of the spirit and the festivities
of arrival?

Where within us are the smiles of the heart in the long night?
Ah O love, how beautiful is your advent. But,

you did not come an alien, replete with the impossible?
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Ibrahim Ajlouni

Biography

Ibrhaim Khalil Ibrahim Ajlouni was born on 9/9/1948 in the city
of Al-Sarih/Irbid. He completed his secondary school education in Al-
Hussein College in Amman in 1966, and received a bachelor’s degree

in the Arabic Language and literature from Beirut Arab University, in
1976.

He was head of the Cultural Section in Jordan Radio (1979), and
was editorial secretary in “Afkar” Journal issued by the Ministry of
Culture (1976-1979), and became editor in chief in 1990, and thence

was appointed as director of cultural affairs in the Ministry (1991).

He also worked in Al Rai daily Newpspaer as a cultural editor (1983-
1994), and wrote a daily column under the heading “Ufuq-Horizon”
since the year 1994, in addition to his work as an adviser in the Ministry
of Higher Education (1991-1994), and a media official in the presidency
of the University of Jordan (1994).

He founded “Al-Mawagqif” Journal and was its editor in chief (1987-
1989).

He received the State Incentive Award (Arab thought field) from the
Ministry of Culture in 1989 for his book “Chapters of Arab Thought-
Fusul F'il Fikr Al-Arabi”.
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® He has produced more than 30 books, including:

e Literary

- “Demarcations on Wounds”, poetry, Dar Oweidat, Beirut, 1973.
- “Faces”, a novel and stories, Dar Al-Karmel, Amman, 1986.

- “Bird of the Imposible”, poetry, Qudsiyah for publishing and
distribution, Irbid, 1992.

- “Christian Griefs”, A Mental and Emotional Biography, Dar Azmenah,
Amman, 1995.

- “On the Genius of Simplicity.. Engagements of the Thought and
Literature of Jumah Hammad”,Jordan Press Foundation / AI-RA’]
(PRESS), Amman, 1995.

- “In the Mirror of Islam: Chapters of Thought and Literature”, Dar Al-
Bashir and Mu assassat Al-Risalah, Amman-Beirut, 1999.

- “From the Diary of a Dying Man”, a play and stories, Arab Institute
for Research & Publishing, Beirut, 2000.

- “Poetry and Poets”, Critical Essays, Dar Al-Abrar, Amman, 2004.
- “Literary Works”, Jordanian Dar Ward, Amman, 2009.

® On other topics.

- “Reflections on the Jordanian Cultural Reality”, Dar Al-Bayraq,
Amman, 1979.

- “In Defense of Reason”, Studies in Thought, Rum Publishing, Amman,
1992.

- “Al-Shadharat”, (first book), articles, AlI-Eman press, Amman, 1998;
(second book) Al-Eman press, Amman, 1999; (third book), Dar Al-
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Bashir, Amman, 2000.
- “Reason and the State”, Thought, Dar Al-Abrar, Amman, 2004.

- “Lack of Dialogue with the American Masters”, Thought and Politics,
Dar Al-Abrar, Amman, 2004.
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Ahmad Al-Khatib
I delved into contrasting and mirrors broke

Had I possessed another image
Of this death
My hands would have withdrawn from life
As I have withdrawn
But I delved into similitude
And so mirrors broke
Devoid of my memory
And so I slumbered
stk
If I were in the night
Carrying my things slowly
To the north of the door
Given that the past dissociates itself from the days
Then my vision of the reality would have broadened
And words of guidance emerged
And the other Zeinab slowly came

If I expanded

kg
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If I flutter with similitude
And all my languages carried rain
Without consistency
Do you suppose the funeral
Will cross the line of this river
If I only traversed?!
Hsksk
If I only told my neighbor
And his son
And a son in our village
About the plainit drew to its longing
Our first trees
Had I been broken?!
ok
If only I had not crossed the holy river
Towards the earth that did not step on my language
And did not create a camp on the boggyof the paths
And I remained in my land
Nearby the sun orbit
From the diwan of our hamlet
And from the blaze of the homes if built
Did my friend ask me about the meaning

When I lost the way of my meaning?!

Hskok
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Due to my secrets and reasons
1 left those stuck on the path of the seekers as an allurement
And I soaked my masts
And I came
ok k
Was this some wings
Which fluttered on the heights
Such as a ballad of youth with a gazelle
I am enamored with running
Or was I born on the wing of enchantment
And so I succumbed!

Or was this the salt of rivers which became old in the farther

lands
The question of people about Sisyphus
About a pastural olive tree

Which 1 filled with light I concealed from the share of

empowerment

Forget not that I am enamored of running just like my gazelle
And the earth is my wings

And forget not

That I as full as this universe is with images

Quivered from the truth

And I was satiated!

ekesk
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And here I ran

And increased the loads of my land with two palm trees
So perchance horses spring forth on the paths

A filly

Or two fillies

Hence I sprinted

And my longing followed me

By unveiling the vision

Towards two trees of cactus on the perimeter of the river
I said I shall order the stones above the orbit

And shall redefine the clouds from the disorderly events
But I seduced!

And I gave away my secrets and reasons

I parted with those stuck on the orbit of the trodders as an

attraction
And I soaked
My masts

And I came
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Ahmad Al-Khatib

Biography

Born in the city of Irbid in 1959, he completed his secondary school
education from Irbid Secondary School in 1977, he enrolled in the
University of Zaghrebin Yugoslaviapreviously, and studied medicine for
four years. Circumstances dictated for him not to complete his university
education. He is a member of the Jordanian Writers Association, and he
published numerous collections of poetry numbering (23) collections,
and he published three books of literary criticism which treated the
Jordanian and Arab literary experience. He published many poems in
journals and local and Arab cultural publications, and he participated in
numerous poetry festivals in Jordan and abroad. A number of critical
studies, both locally and at the Arab level wrote about his poetry, and he
was awarded the first position in Al-Tayeb Salih International Award

for Creative Writing, the poetry axis.

® His poetry collections:

- Fingers that are Widespread/Dar Al-Farabi Beirut 1985.
- Sound Barrier/Dar Al-Kindi, Irbid 1990.

- The Female Wind/Dar Qudsieh for Publishing and Distrubtion, Irbid,
1991.

- Dead Panting/Dar Al-Yanabee', Amman, 1993.
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- Mirrors of the Blindman/Publications of the Jordanian Ministry of
Culture, Amman, 1994.

- Speech does not Decrease/Muassassat Raw"a, Irbid, 1996.
- I See that He is not in his Dream/Mu"assassat Raw"a, 1998.

- Watch my Water/ Arab Institute for Research and Publishing, Beirut,
1999.

- In his Days of the Week he writes the Sun of his Purpose/Arab Writers

Union,Damascus 2002.

- I Elevated my Imagination to my Inebriety/Dar Al-Karmel, Amman,
2002.

- O Clouds, my Companions/Selected Poems, Greater Amman
Municipality, 2002.

- Conditions of Writing/ Greater Amman Municipality, 2004.
- Volume of Poetry Works Part One/Dar Al-Jinan, Amman 2005.
- And I still Walk/Arab Writers Union, Damascus 2006.

- In the Direction of another Poem/ Dar Al-Jinan For Publishing,
Amman 2006.

- Fever in the Body of the Sea/Greater Amman Municipality, 2007.

- Do not say to Death Take what you Will of Extra Time/Dar Al-Jinan
for Publishing, Amman 2009.

- As if I am not from my Guard/Dar Legend, Algeria 2011.
Guard of Meaning/Publications of Dar Al-Jinan 2014.

- These are my Paths and Days/Dar Al-Jinan for Publishing 2014.
- Doves for the Dik al-Jinn al-Himsi/Ministry of Culture 2017.

- A Calm Mountain in the Baskets of Villages/Dar Al-Jenan for
Publishing, Amman 2017.
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- Shirt of Traces/ Dar Al- Al-Jenanfor Publishing, Amman 2019.

- Bells of the Promised Days/Dar Al-Jenanfor Publishing, Amman
2020.

- Title Deeds Valid for Life/Dar Al-Jenanfor Publishing, Amman 2021.
- His books of criticism:

- Unique in the Clouds of Travel/ A reading of the experience of the
deceased poet Abdullah Ridwan, 2005.

- Active Poeticism/ Readings of the Diwans of the Poets of North
Jordan, 2007.

- Catch of Allusion/ Readings of the Works of Jordanian and Arab Poets
2019.
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Ilyas Jiryis
Readings of a Fortune Teller on the Nirvana Path

I behold in your right eye

A spring ravaged by this flood in an age..

Longing for a tent erected,

On a sea of sand..

Cast by the wind.. drawn from the faces of the earth,
Pillars without desire

Holding a wedding... playing in the depths of the night,
Tunes of farewell

The tears flow with pain.

From the eye of autumn

I see in your left eye

An autumn of calm view

Inclining above the face of water,

Drawn to the rock

Philosphizing the scatterd stories..

Which traverse the abodes of age

Oil which burns the darkness

And does not remain ashes,
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In the eyes of the embers,

Sprouting in the inherited pastures

Flowers colored by the ink of the earth from wool
I see in your right palm

Torrents which do not eliminate the curse

And wash the weeds of days with rains

And disturbs in the corridor of nigh a cockroach
Which flutters in its joints,

A wing that is of feeble movement

Questioning a soft cat

Meowing on the heads of the horses boastfully,
Rats that chew on the wall of the net

The sound emerges poured,

On an iron palm

Above towers..

Falcons irking the priests with readings of a fortune teller on

the path of Nirvana
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Ilyas Jiryis

Biography

Name: Ilyas Khalil Jiryis
Place and date of birth: Al-Taybah-Irbid, 15/5/1946.
Place and date of death: Zarqa, 10/5/1998.

Academic credentials: He was enrolled in the Beirut Arab University
and he received the bachelor’s degree in Arabic literature, and then
enrolled in Saint Joseph University in Beirut, from which he received a

High Diploma in Arabic language and literature.

Practical experiences: he worked as a teacher in a number of
private schools, beginning with Theodore Schneller school in Zarqa
Governorate, and then he moved to Amman the capital, where he
worked in the Terra Sancta school as a teacher of Arabic and literature,
but he thereafter returned to the city of Zarqa, and became a teacher
in the Greek Catholic School. He remained in this school during the
period from 1969 until 1989, and he worked as a journalist in Al Rai
Newspaper for a period of ten years, and in the Amman Al-Masaa

Newspaperfor a period of eight years.

The associations which he was affiliated to: he was a member of

the Jordanian Writers Association, and of theGeneral Union of Arab
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Writers, and he partook in the establishment of a large number of
clubs and forums. On the other hand, he was an active member of a
number of associations, where he was an honorary member of the
Palestinian Writers’ Union, and he founded and headed some clubs
including:Christian Youth Club, Dair Latin Club, Pen Family Club.
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Edward Haddad

From the poem: The poor enduring one (Saber) is
tearing the gown

I saw Saber tearing his gown,

And a quiver will not disappear which passed through my body
From my body,

I beheld him,

And the dawn at a strange and astonishing start
All are green

And are inherently shining

And the earth beneathbare feet

Is soft

Affectionate

I prostrated myself with veneration

And a quiver will not disappear which travelled
In my body

For my body

And if it becomes in the dust

For a period of time

And on the road- when I was young and dreamy-
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A hill nearby my hamlet

Where the green weeds and grasses are abundant

And theoaktree

Supporting with its trunk a stone

In solitude like the face of Saber

Violent like the face of Saber

Stubborn like the face of Saber

[ identified under its sparing shadow all that I want
Concerning the poor Saber before he tore

His gown

I became in the habit of saying Saber the poor one
Unconsciously and unintentionally and without offense
For a period of time

And on the way I had a glimpse of one they called the man
In every council

“Saber the poor one”

His face was amenable to interpretation and pondering
His eyes exuded anger

Deep and shifting,

But a cloudy warmth that hides in the veins

Whereby the longing displays its strong color

His hands, O how much I love their veins

And those black weeds atop his chest

The thorns of a coming season
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Edward Haddad

Biography

Edward Zeidan Haddad was born in Irbid where he completed his

secondary school education.

He received hisbachelor’s degree in commerce from the University
of Alexandria in 1970, and then returned and settled in Irbid, where he

worked in a number of Jordanian banks.

He was a member of theGeneral Federation of Jordanian Trade

Unions, and was elected as the head of the union branch in Irbid.

He was one of the founders of the Jordanian Writers Association,
and was elected as a member of the board of directors in the branch of
the Union in Irbid.

His house was known as a cultural salon in which meet the creative
people and intellectuals in the city of Irbid and its visitors from Jordanian
and Arab cities, to exchange ideas, and to learn about the recent outputs

of each of them.

His early poetical production was in the mid-sixties of the previous
century, where he authored a collection of poetry entitled “Death and

Fate” which remains a manuscript.

He is published in local newspapers and journals and he participated
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in numerous poetry sessions and cultural festivals. In addition to poetry,
he wrote articles, short stories, literary criticism, and he dealt with the

poetical theater.

He died in Irbid in 1996, when at the time he held the position of
assistant manager of the Jordan Kuwait Bank. The Municipality of

Irbid named one of its streets by his name.

e In the field of poetry, he wrote:

- Golden Gates, publications of Dar Al-Awdeh, Beirut, 1982.

- Sculpture in the Stone Age, Publications of theJordanian Writers

Association, Amman, 1983.

- Flying at a Low Altitude, publications of Dar Ibn Rushd, Amman,
1985.
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Edward Oweiss

The Paths of Ajloun

They said you probe a path and reflect
You mean Ajloun of the passion which ignites
Inquiring passionately of the path of love

Oh how its steps are hindered by the aquarious

O Leila I sacrifice myself for you, do I sing for you with

poverty
Why the suffering when the remedy is brief

If the shadow of a beauty comes to our abode

Proceeding to us quickly like a flower

The paths of Ajloun are winged passions

And the magic of your eye contain a string

If the “father of the deer” descends then seek provision

For longing at the “safa of the enamored” is awaiting

And if you encounter the aroma of straitened living in dialogue
For it is solace and it punishes us with night conversation

It is nature if its luring is aroused
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Do not heed for there is no oppression or peril

It is nature and passions ablaze

In whose chest love beckons and erups

And if it seeks the flint-stone in sorrow

Then tread with gentleness whereby the rock is split asunder
And if sorrow overtakes you with misgiving

The great Rabad Castle is a great height

Since the glorious days of Saladin it is towering
Embellished by glory, bravery and triumph

As for the dwellings in the east- they are bending
Yearning for you and embodying of thought

From the bastion of Souf we were shaken by news
Circulating news about the journey of beauty in Ajloun
Do not reproach us if the journey’s news is spread
For the trek of perfume cannot be hidden

And how can the passion be concealed when the earth is
enamored

And in romance are the eyes of water and trees
Fear not the night if darkness enshrouds us
For it is “Stephanie” sleeping embraced by the moon

Our mutual love is in lush terrain

The wellspring of life is a pledge made by destiny
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Edward Oweiss

Biography

Edward Oweiss was born in Ajloun on 3/11/1936. He received his
secondary education certificate in 1958, and pursued his university
education during work as a teacher. He received the bachelor’s degree
in Arabic literature from Beirut Arab Universityin Lebanon in 1972, and
thereafter the general diploma certificate in higher studies/Department of
Arabic Language and Literature from Saint Joseph Universityin Lebanon
in 1980.

He worked as a teacher in the Ministry of Education for a period of

30 years.

He started composing poetry whilst in fourth grade, and his first
literary activity was in the stage of childhood through his play entitled
“The Loyalty of the Arabs” which was shown at the time with the
approval of the administrative governor in Ajloun. Thereafter he issued
a journal that was handwritten and distributed to schools, institutions

and departments.

Some of his poems are taught in the Jordanian school textbooks,

while some were translated to other languages.

He was a member of the Jordanian Writers Association.
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He passed away on 27/7/2008 after a struggle with illness, and he

was buried according to his will at the entrance of the city of Ajloun.

® His literary works:

- “Pioneering”, poetry, Al-Namudhajiyyah Press Company, Amman,

1977.

- “Evening Saturation”, poetry, Jordanian Writers Association, Amman,
1985.

- “Bracelets of Songs”, poetry, 2007.

- “Bells before Departure”, poetry, Ministry of Culture, Amman, 2009.

- He also bequeathed a number of manuscripts of verse.
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Thab Shalabi

Stay at Home

I long for a space of time that would help me
To cross..

To the bank of distant hopes

I want a bit of sunrays

In the yard of age

So that the light would salute me

Be as you want dear friend

Trees on the heights of words

And abandon your silence

And rise from the sand

And ascend to the shoulder of dreams
Embrace the branches of the poem

Come hither to me.. and let go of the night
Let leave of death

Be your true self

Who is ecstatic with the born letters

Come..
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And utter the song of hopes

For there remains in the universe..

Space for life

And you continue to walk

And the roads continue to lead to it

In the pulse of your heart there is an enticing melody
And on the lips new songs

KRk

I am returning to my boyhood

But I..

O companion of the flowers which..

Shone in my space

I want a spectrum of time that would help me

To sing

For I have promised you to only be myself

Come and be indifferent

To the wind which presently storms me

You will be at a distance

And the birds will calm down

In the field of my spirit

And Corona shall perish and pass

And the world shall smile anew

And spring with the varied colors of its flowers and freshness
Will arrive and give the earth and its creatures ballad

So be O poetry
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My silence
When noise abounds
And be O love
The Mecca of my spirit
To utter poetry.. I obey your command
I alone am the pilgrims
And the water of passion poured in the essence of my heart its
vein
Hekesk
O you
O ye woman residing in the cells of my blood and my mouth
Since I first came into being..
And the books of my poetry refuse
For you to be just all the women
And to bloom in my letters alone
Stay in your dwelling
Your dwelling is my heart
And here I am sitting presently
Alone ..
Also like you
And your heart is my dwelling
Come to me with your voice
To embrace the resonance of my voice
Let’s play through the radio
For there is playing..
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That’s very beautiful

Which our childhood could excel in

The boyhood of love can

To practice it surreptitiously and to repeat it
The affection between us can

Sing..

And break the curfew for you and me

And to dispatch in the horizon of the dreamers its post
sk

I am a lover with a single heart

A single homeland..

And places of exile are many

Scattered around the earth..

Secretly and overtly..

By choice and compulsion

But I, beloved of my life

Remain myself..

A poet..

Who does not betray the poem.
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Thab Shalabi

Biography

A Palestinian Jordanian who was born in Irbid in 1966.

He holds a bachelor’s degree in journalism from Yarmouk University
(1987)

He is a member of the Jordanian Writers Association, General Union
of Arab Writers.

His works:

® Poetry Works (for adults):

- Ayla prepares for us the table, Amman, 1999.

- Some Flowers a While Ago, Amman, 2002.

- The Saddest Water is a River, Amman, 2012.

- She is a Distance from my String, Amman 2013.
- He Cools himself with my Fire, Amman 2014.

- “A Couch Bed and a Wooden Chair”.

- Being of Humility to Passion, 2021.

- For your eyes the Morning Sings, Amman, 2021.
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e Works of poetry and plays (for children and boys and girls):

- House of the Moon, Amman, 2001.

- I Sing with Karam, Amman, 2006.

- Beautiful Sima, 2007.

- Sara and the Swing of Joy, Amman, 2009.
- Loftier Songs, Amman, 2011.

- Mistake of the Woolf, Sharjah, 2014.

- My Seagulls Fly Happily, Amman, 2019.

® The most important awards that he received:

- Sharhabil Bin Hasanah Prize for poetical creativity in the field of
poetry for children/Jordan 2002.

- Irbid cultural prize in the field of children’s literature/Jordan, from the
Ministry of Culture in 2007.

-Poet of Jordan award 2012, second position.
- Shoman prize for the Arab Child Literature, 2012.
- Award of Arab Theatre Institute, Sharjah, 2014.

-Jordanian Writers Association Award,in children’s literature 2015.
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Ahmad Musleh

Protruding Signatures on the Wall of the Impossible

If only once I traverse the dimensions of the impossible
And demolish the wall
And burn it on the path of our love
A song on the flute of existence
And the smile of the children
So that a cat does not meow
Whereupon the turning starts
Anew
k ok ook
If only once I ride on the back of the wind
To beckon the clouds to rain
Water that sleeps with the plains
Generous with the seasons shift
A gift for our wounded lavishness
For our wasteland

Whereupon the suffering comes to an end

ok ok
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If only once I ascend the waves of the sea
And place a stamp of confession on the hurricane
Which killed the sun at a moment of inebriety
I buried it in the pool of forgetfulness
The tomb of an old port
And I continue
To fear since that day
And to wish
To perhaps traverse the impossible
And to save the drowning man
* % %
If only once I dig the skin of silence
I beckon anger to speak
A challenge melting the wall of repression
And instilling obstinacy in the ramparts of the mountains
The torches of fire
Which illumine the path of the caravan
In the journey of crossing
There where left behind its cameleer
In the darkness of the siege
Watching the morning
In the abyss of the impossible
* % %
A thousand “if only”
Will the morning break?
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Will the wall be demolished?

Will the conflict end in the ring of loss
Will the clouds pour hope on our love
Whereupon the boredom shall end?

A Thousand “if only”

How splendid is the call!

If heaven listens

And we traverse the impossible
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Ahmad Musleh

Biography

Ahmad Mohammad Mustafa Musleh was born in 1938 in Asira Al-
Shamaliyyah/Nablus. He received a bachelor’s degree in Literature

from the University of Damascus in 1966.

He worked in public schools in Jordan as a teacher, headmaster and
psychological counselor, and he headed the culture section of Al Rai
newspaper, and contributed a daily column, and also prior to his death

he wrote a daily column in Addustournewspaper.

He was also editor in chief of “Al-Funun” journal issued by the
Ministry of Culture, and he held the position of media adviser in the
Media, Public and Cultural Relations Unit in University of Jordan, and
a media adviser in public and cultural relations at the University of

Jordan.

He was a member of the Jordanian Writers Association, and was
elected a member of its board of directors, and he was also a member of

the Jordanian Journalists Syndicate.

He died on 9/4/2002 in Amman where he was buried.

® Among his literary works:
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- “A Picture of the Lover and a Mirror for the Enamored”, poetry,
Ministry of Culture, Amman, 1991.

- “Manifestations of the Kingdom of Journeying”, poetry, Arab Writers

Union, Damascus, 1994.

- “Children’s Literature in Jordan- New Indicators and Influences”, a

study, Ministry of Culture, Amman, 1998.
- “Testament of the River”, poetry, Dar Al-Yanabee®, Amman, 2000.

-“Nasser Eddin Asad, Critic and Poet”, Ministry of Culture, Amman,
2002.

- “Modern Poetry in Jordan.. Manifestations of the Visual and the
Signification of the Vision”, studies and textual readings, Ministry
of Culture, Amman, 2004.

® On other subjects:

- “Features of Cultural Life in Jordan 19531993-", a study, History of
Jordan committee - Al Al-bayt Institute, Amman, 1995.
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Amjad Nasser

Leaning Branches

I want to cleanse my soul

From the manifestations of obedience and theclustersof

forgiveness.

I want to cleanse my face

From the signs of genealogy,

And the boughs of the family tree.

I want to cleanse the papers from the nonsense of the poem,
And the meaninglessness of the repercussions.
I don’t anymore desire the grayish roles,

And exposure to the rays of spectral harmony
I only

Want

To hear

The shaking of the universe

Striking the walls of my heart,

And to see

The light
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Dissolve

In the inert water of the eye,

I want to cleanse my head

From the remnants of the homily
I want to cleanse my heart

From the wreckage of the first love and the debris of the

colored

Glass.

I want to clean my eyes

From the torn nets of the moon,

And the curtains of the closed windows.

I want to cleanse my voice

From the oxygen of the song,

And the calls undergirded by silver ribbons
I want to cleanse my shoulder

From the nests of the voiceless birds

Of the morning.

I want to cleanse my body

From the attire of war and peace,

And the dust of counterattacks and conquest.

And to close behind me the door of the barn.
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Amjad Nasser

Biography

Yahya Al-Namiri Al-Nu aymat, who assumed the pen name of “Amjad
Nasser”, was born in 1955 in the village of Al-Turra-Ramtha. He studied in
the schools of the city of Zarqa where he completed his secondary education,
and subsequently studied political science in the People’s Democratic
Republic of Yemen.

He worked in the field of journalism in Beirut and Cyprus in 1977, and
then he resided in London and partook in the establishment of “Al Quds Al-
Arabi” in 1987, and was editor in chief and supervisor of the cultural section

of the newspaper since 1989.

He published his first poetry collection “Praise of another Café” in 1979.
He was one of the first young poets who embarked on writing the ““prosaic
poem” after the experience of composing the Al-Tafilahpoem. Thus, starting
with his second poetry work “Since Jil'ad” (1981) Amjad Nasser, described
as the new Arar of Jordan, continued to compose poetry, where he issued
more than ten literary works most of which was poetry, and his experience

also included travel and novel literature.

He was awarded the Mohammad Al-Maghout poetry prize by the Syrian
Ministry of Culture in 2006, and a number of his literary works were
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translated to French, Italian, Spanish, Dutch, German and English. He is a
member of the Jordanian Writers Association, and he died on 31 October

2019 after a struggle with illness having reached the age of 64 years.
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Amin Al-Rabi’

Revelations

“None of you should use the word Al-Karm for grapes, for Al-Karm

is a Muslim (worthy of respect).”

“None of you should use the word Al-Karm for grapes, “Verily, Al-

Karm is the heart of a true believer.

Prophetic Hadith
Whilst traversing boonof silence
I peruse what is forgotten among creatures overtly
Ice revolved by overturning the cup
And my heart revolved
The cycle of a sufi mystic
Called on by the player of secrets
Does he pursue them, or does he leave them to be still, hot..
None other than me will enter this fire!
sk ok ook
My heart spoke to me by Divine inspiration

The wind will continue to combine its flame
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From percussing cloud to cloud

The flower will remain the most beautiful flask

My heart intimated to me..
What will be added.:
By the triumph of the wind over a flower?

kock ok
My heart intimated to me by Divine inspiration
Falling in love, they are in love with an ambiguity
Love for Man was an obligatory decree

kock ok
My heart intimated to me..
Let’s return given that the idea is blind
As a thing,
And love is smoke that spells with the mirrors of my
imaginings its face
Let’s return
Where desire has an overt needle like a scorpion,
And love is without any flavor!

ks ook
My heart intimated to me by Divine inspiration
The wellspring of gushing love is in the gifts of the bird
Widespread..
We were taught speech
And the world is the gift of logos!

%k ok ook
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My heart intimated to me..
The world is not your eyes,
Is not the moaning of the persecuted,
And is not the race of those frantic for...
The world is something else,
It is not what I suppose it to me, and is not 1
Miserable ideas,
Roses, gunpowder, sex,
What is incomprehensible,
Or is understood and then returns beyond comprehension,
Legitimate but due to adultery!
This is my supposition
No, no, the world is something else,
It is not I who loves, and one I love is not 1
kock ook
My heart intimated to me by Divine inspiration
He knows who follows the aroma of his being
Noble is one who knows from his fragrance!
ks ok
My heart has intimated to me..
How much he fetters his desire for the mountain to stroll!?
The finder does not arrive but connects
kock ook
“My heart intimated to me by Divine inspiration”

The essence of the matter is the interconnection of imagination
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So imagine and you shall live

And imagine how others will live,

Others live and hence you will live!
* % %

My heart has intimated to me..

Wisdom

Is to eschew wisdom

Let it fall as an apple

Spoiled with love!
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Amin Al-Rabi®

Biography

A Jordanian poet born in the north of Jordan in the town of Sahm Al-

Kaffarat in the year 1981.

Literary critics characterize the poetry of Amin Al-Rabi" as being of
profound indications, relying extensively on contemplation, for he does
not suffice to remain on the surface, but rather delves into the human
soul, and musters the tools of philosophy, particularly the “philosophical
question” and the expressive pondering to present his poetical vision
which intersects with human and mythological heritage, which makes
his poem to be loaded with a comprehensive human vision. Moreover,
the critics characterize the poetry of Amin AL-Rabi" as being musically
unique, where a number of critics have observed a development of
traditional musical techniques in his poem and presenting it in an

unconventional manner.

The poet published a collection of poetry entitled (Be-Kun), which
received the Sanousi poetry award held by the literary club in Jazan as
the best poetry diwan of the year 2013.

Moreover, he published a poetry diwan entitled (Qawareer) which
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was shortlisted for the Sheikh Zayed Book Award for the year 2017

Also, Al-Rabi" also received the (Diwan of the Arabs) prize for
his poem (A Flower on the Path of Ibn Batouta), for the year 2014,
held by Foundation of Abdulaziz Saud Al-Babtain’s Prize for Poetic

Creativityin conjunction with Sawt Al-Arab.
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Amin Shannar

From the poem: Bayt Al-Quds

The night is a seeing dream, in a blind pupil

My heart is a sailing sail, in black waves

And the sounds of the steps of the heavy silence

Misguided in the terrible loss of the city

My heart and my night are travelers crossing

Old alleyways, which mark the history of the times,

Saying, it was here, actually here

And I glimpsethe ghosts traversing the place,

I hear the old breathing in the air

Touching the perfumes, and eternity in the broilof the evening
So here life does not die in things

And meets in the banquets of the eternity of the earth and the
sky

Here are the sad minarets which converse with the stars
Extending with a grimace

Towering but with stabbed entrails

The calling is dimmed with shame
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Dying in the deaf hearing

Here are the vestiges of glory and greatness

Looking from cemeteries that are dug in the heart of light
Around it hover the birds and shout

I am thirsty, so where is the source of life, so that I dye and

rest?

And those walls

Insistently with elevated faces

Crucified, vanquished, and with wounded gates
The domes wonder

About the return of absence,

Saying, in a disaster, a sultan impelled me

Who is of great standing

To bear the call, and the light, so as to be

A barrier in the face of darkness and vicissitude
The nights is a seeing dream, I obtain nourishment from its
visions

My heart is a sailing mast, without end

And this city of sacred precincts

Loves me, which intimates to me, and its love sighs, and in its

expression is reproach

O sons, how could the beloved be abandoned

A mother calming the thirst with flowing tears

A mother goes hungry, eating the moans and thedeases?

O son, did you return? O young son?
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Where are the companions O son? Where is my big

procession?

The playgrounds of men have gone dry

And there are no champions in the arenas of greatness
Mother, O mother, O hymn of generations

Enough, enough for repetition is of no avail

Mother, O mother, O city of holiness

The city of mournings and the mute minarets and bells
It beckons the heroes

And implores the men

Mother O mother the morning will rise

From the pupil of darkness, from the fingers of struggle
And we shall meet at a blessed tryst

Whose chant is a remembrance, its hymn Allahu Akbar
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Amin Shunnar

Biography

Bornin Al-Birehin 1934, he received the secondary school certificate,
and worked for many years in the field of education. He issued Al-Ufuq
Al-Jadid journal (New Horizon) through Dar Al-Manar in Jerusalem
in 1961, and partook in the editing of Ad-dustour Newspaper which
was issued in Jeruslem. He was deputy of the mayor of Al-Bireh, and
then dedicated all his time to journalism and literature. After June 1967
he worked in the programs of education in Jordan Television, and in
journalistic writing, educational jobs, and he is a daily columnist in Ad-
dustour Newspaper.

® Books:

- The Immortal Flame (poetry collection Jerusalem, 1957.

- The Nightmare (novel) Beirut: Dar Al-Nahar, 1968 (it received first
prize in the competition of the Lebanese Al-Nahar newspaper for the
novel in conjunction with the novel “You Starting from Today” for
the deceased literati Taysir Al-Sboul.

- Selected poems of Amin Shunnar, published: Dr. Ibrahim Khalil: Amin
Shunnar the Poet and the Horizon, Amman:Arab Writers Union and

Ad-dustour Newspaper, 1997.
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Turki Abdel Ghani
“Allah”

[ start it with the last paths to Him

Noise has fallen silent, neither shouting nor echoes
Since he came for my descent into dust to ascend
Clamor is silenced, and placed on my mouth

A time.. despite the brevity of sojourn is eternal
And it became great within me until it overtook me
In a knot.. intensifying the complexity

In a moment which was magnified to me

As though the time aged at my hands and wrinkled
And as though it infiltrated as words to my mouth
Without feeling.. it extends to me from its mouth a hand
Intensifying from me the firmness of my belief

And I strengthened from him the conviction

I the offspring of water, am an extravagant heart
Fearing for the days to expire

I the smoke of salt.. am the last to die
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From me.. in the last breath is rebellion

From renewal we come in care

And from care we return anew

And presently time completes me with its paucity

And tomorrow I encounter whom I part with tomorrow
And so I left my eye to existence but did not find
Between me and God a closed door

I opened my heart to imbibe and it ascended

From me to it bare and barren

Until its passion overcame me.. as though

From the plethora of absorption in it.. it was embodied
For two the place is insufficient..

Where the two ones are intensified in union

I journeyed to capture the light with his shadow

As though I am a horizon that ablutes with dew

For it is the guidance and guide to my blood

And my blood is the guide of creatures to guidance
And it is in all that I absorbed

Is a king.. the likes of whom merit veneration

I have not encountered in his kingdom except

One who listens and are guided and witness to his glory
A Lord who is Exalted.. Absolute and One

Unique who encompasses the innumerable hearts

If I had control of the affairs of hearts
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I would have commanded them to augment their love
Perhaps the most beautiful form of worship

Is a heart that is in union with beauty.. and attests to

monotheism
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Turki Abdel Ghani

Biography

A Jordanian expatriate poet who was born in 1966 in Kufr Yuba
village in the Irbid governorate. He has resided in the German capital
Berlin since 1994. He has a bachelor’s degree in English literature and

social rehabilitation.

Turki composes the vertical poem and measured poem, and many
of his poems were translated to both German and French, and he has
a collection of poetry entitled “The Bags of Mud”. He participated in
many Arabic poetry recitals in Germany, Italy, Tunisia, Morocco, Syria
and otherwise. He received a number of awards including: the shield of
the European Medical Association, the shield of the Jerash Festival, the
shield of the Arabic Cultural Housein Berlin, the shield of the Jordanian
Ministry of Culture, the shield of Jerusalem the capital of Arab culture,
Al-Rabad Citadel shield, Jidara University shield, Muta University
shield, and the shield of the prince of poets in the United Arab Emirates

in the leading Arabic poetry competition.
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Taysir Al-Sboul

The poem of the Ghosts of Men

It was a deep ineffable feeling

Vague- creating within us

Joy, ecstasy and security

Warm and crawls on the nerves

And he slumbers assuredly

.. Do you remember?

A visitor without forewarning has come to us
Who did not carry in the palms of his hands
Gold nuggets or pearls

He bears the drunk wren

He lets go of the thirsty livers with affection
.. Do you remember?

Wiping sorrow from us

Then the day was lost from us

We lost it

When our horizon was enshrouded with the clouds of doubt
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And you gasped with terror and confusion

Your eyes became dark and devoid of any sparkle
And the images of the old past appeared

Writhing behind your cilia are the ghosts of men
Whilst I scream- to deny what my eyes see- is (impossible)
A painful moment of silence

My star has fallen and vanished

And the green meadows have yesterday become naked
And became an impossible wasteland

Whereupon brother your chest is in ruins

Where you have become

Like a decrepid grave under the layers of dust

The poem of a sailor

Perhaps others are sailors who rode every sea

Vanquishing the waves and burdens night after night
Overcoming every enormity

Then return with hands full of pearls

Perhaps

But I am alone without a sailor other than myself
Whosoever casts in the sea of your eyes does not fear its loss
So what if I have wasted my life with my marauding

Whilst the two seashores beckon and entice me

To return
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I was aware

Of a journey in which I was immersed behind a secret

Which lies in your eyes, and none shall catch this secret other
than me.
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Taysir Al-Sboul

Biography

Taysir Al-Sboul was born in the city of Tafileh in 1939. He completed
his elementary education in his city, and in 1951 he relocated to Zarqa

along with his elder brother Shawkat.

Thereafter, he went to Amman where he completed his secondary
school education at Al-Hussein College in 1957. He was one of the best
students in the Capital Amman, and was sent on a scholarship to the
American University in Beirut, but went to Damascus to study law

He graduated in 1962, and worked in the Department of Income Tax.
He then left public service and began receiving training in the office of
the lawyer Saliba Al-Sanna’. He ceased his training and travelled with
his wife Dr. May Al-Yatim to Bahrain for work, and thereafter to Saudi
Arabia, and thence returned to Jordan in 1964 to complete his training.
He founded a law office in Zarqa, and then closed his office and worked
in the Radio Station, and continued to present his radio program “With
the New Generation” until he fatally shot himself on 15/11/1973 in
the wake of the October war, and the encounter of the Egyptians and

Israelis at the tent of kilometer 101.

Taysir Al-Sboul wrote novels and poetry, short stories, skits, literary
criticism, and newspaper articles. He left an intellectual manuscript

about Arabism and Islam
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® Works:

- Desert Sorrows, poetry, Dar Al-Nahar, Beirut, 1968.

- You from Today, a novel, Dar Al-Nahar, Beirut, 1968. (It received the
Arabic Novel Award in the wake of the defeat).

- The Complete Works, Dar Azmina, Amman, with support from the
Ministry of Culture, 1998.

¢ Scholarly treatment of him:

- Taysir Sboul, novel, story, poetry, studies and positions (introduction),
Suleiman Al-Azra’i, Dar Ibn Shahid, Beirut, 1981.

- The Killed Poet, Suleiman Al-Azra'1, Arab Writers Union, Damascus,
1983.

- Studies in the Jordanian Story and Novel, Suleiman Al-Azra’i, Dar
Ibn Rushd, Amman, 1985.

- The Alien Arab, Fayez Mahmoud, Dar Al-Karmel, Amman, 1985.
- Taysir Sboul a Revivalist Poet, Abdel Fattah Al-Najjar, Ad-dustour

commercial press, 1993.

- Waves on the Radio, Fawzi Al-Khatba, with support from the Ministry
of Culture, Dar Al-Yanabi®, Amman, 1997.

- Taysir Sboul, Complete Works, Introduction, May Al-Yatim, Dar
Azmenah, Amman, 1998.
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Jiryis Samawi

On the Feast of Love

On Valentine day I invite her to dance
Teach me to dance, I said.

Why not, she replied.

Place your hands here

This hand around my waist

And that hand in my hand

And move like me,

Shift as the deer does

I?

Indeed you

I am not a gazelle, I said.

Move like the gazelle does, she said,
Move your feet with mine

And you?

I shall fly..

As a butterfly.. I will dance around you

So dance with me,
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Let the spirit dance,

And dream, fly, and feel free,

In the upper heights, hover, excel
Let the spirit dance

Let it maraude and run in its dream
Like the horses of legend

And dance

And you?

I am your horses if you so desire,
Your saddle, your inspiration,

A spirit that floats with you

A quiver which pursues you

So dance, and circle,

And walk like me

Move with me

A step forward

Two steps backward

Let’s go together

Take steps together

Two steps together

And we danced,

I as a gazelle does

And she like a butterfly

We circled and the steps circled with us.

And we hovered as did our desires.
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I observed

There was no tune

Or melody or song

We danced without tune or singing

Music is here (she pointed to the heart), she said:
It is inside us

A mysterious glitter

A quiver that contains us

Our bodies are two planets

And the melodies are the calculus of the astronomy.
I recognized then

That we were not dancing

We were crawling

I am dancing with a lover

And I am in love like her

Both know that his companion is love not dancing
Teach me then love, I said.

Why not, she replied

Place your hands and heart here in my hand.
And this she did

And we danced together.
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Jiryis Samawi

Biography

Jiryis Hanna Jiryis Samawi was born on 22/12/1956 in the city of
Amman. He studied until the preparatory school stage in his town
of “Fheis”, and completed his secondary school education in the
Sweileh secondary school for boys in 1976, and then he studied media
communication in the City College of New York University in the
United States of America, and received a bachelor’s degree in English

language and literature from the University of Jordan in 1988.

He worked in Jordan TV as a preparer and presenter of a number of
cultural programs in the Arabic and English channels (1992-1997), and
he also prepared and presented cultural programs in a number of radio
and television stations, including: “Memory of Nagham”, “Feminine
Nun”. He was a member of the higher national committee for declaring
Amman as the capital of Arab culture for 2002, and the Jordanian

committee for the Hannover Fairs International.

He was appointed as the deputy director of the Jerash Festival for
Culture and Arts (1997-2001), and thence the general director of the
Festival (2001-2006). Subsequently he was appointed as the secretary
general of the Ministry of Culture (2006-2011), and then became

minister of culture (2011).
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He received the first prize for the best Arab poem on the Palestinian
Intifada from the Jordanian popular committee for supporting the
Intifada in 1987 (shared with Habib Al-Zayoudi and Ali Al-Fazzaa). He
was a member of the Jordanian Writers Association, and the General
Union of Arab Writers.

He published a poetry collection entitled: “Another Lapse of
Wisdom”, issued by the Arab Institute for Research & Publishing,
Beirut, 2004. 2" edition, Dar Al-Kitab Al-Masri, Cairo, 2004.
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Jamil Alloush

Thanks and appreciation to the eminent physician
Nayef Al-Dibs

For those of ailing heart from you is cure and hope
And for virtue you labor and endeavor
Unflinchingly remedying a sick soul

Absent in you is fatigue

Verily heroism is of types the most splendid being

What makes people happy from a champion

O Nayef Al-Dibs benevolence is uncovered and manifest
To those who have discovered your aims and ideals

You extend your hand with humility to the eyes

Thereby remedying the pains and illness

I knocked on your door in fear and you treated me
From you is safety and warmth and joy

The Lord salutes those helped by him

All the wounds are God willing healed

83



Jamil Alloush

Biography

Dr. Jamil Ibrahim Alloush, a Jordanian poet and literati of Palestinian
origin. He was born in Beirzeit in 1937. He was a member of the Writers
Association in Kuwait, the Palestinian Writers Union in Kuwait,
the Arab Club, the Jordanian Writers Association, and the General

Federsation of Arab Writers.

Dr. Alloush graduated from the University of Damascus in 1967 with
a Bachelor’s degree in the Arabic language. Subsequently he received
a Master’s degree in Arabic Grammar from Saint Joseph University in
Beirut in 1972, and then received a doctorate in Arabic grammar from
the same university in 1977.

He worked in the Ministry of Finance and Petroleum in Kuwait 1959-
1975, and then in the Arab College in Amman 1975-1979, and then
in Salt College, and thereafter in the Amman College for Engineering

Professions.

Arab critics referred to him as of Palestinian birth and lived in exile,
of Arab thought, of nationalist sentiment, a defender of the language
to which he is loyal, and he bases his quest and knowledge of the
language on the Holy Qur’an. One who reads the poetry of Dr. Jamil
Alloush would notice his Arabist nationalist affiliation despite his lack

of involvement in direct political activity, and he spoke about Arabism
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in an introduction which he authored in 1993 entitled “The Wellsprings
of my Poetry” in which he states: “I was brought up in the shadow of
the Arab call, from the Great Arab Revolt until the advent of the Baath
party and its successive revolutions in the Arab homeland. Intellectuals
and academicians have concurred on characterizing him as “the teacher
of generations and the poet of Arabism” and among the advocates and
defenders of the Arabic language, and is considered among the most
luminous Arab linguists in the present age. Actually he spent long years
writing, reading, researching and teaching, whose outcome was tens of
articles, books of criticism and linguistic studies, poetry collections,

and the supervision of numerous university dissertations.

Dr. Alloush received the second prize for poetry from the Arabic
section of the BBC in 1998.

He published numerous poems and literary and linguistic studies in
Arabic journals such as: Al-Faysal, Al-Qafilah, Al-Bayan, Al-Wihdah,
Afkar, and the journal of the Arabic Language Academy.

® Poetry Collections:

- Khawabi Al Huzn 1979.

- Ashwaq 1980.

- Jirah Wa Dima“a 1985.

- Mawakib Al-Rabi® 1989.

- Sawt Al-Shi'r 1991.

- Hadith Al-Dhikrayat 1998.
- Qasa’idi Al-Oula 1999.

- Nafahat Shi'r 1999.
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Jamil Abu Sbeih

From the Poem: Migrations

Wind, blood,
This is Paris
A savage wedding for eunuchs (and a harlot)

Two bodies of temptation.. and two souls like two wolves
producing a victim
A dream enamored and close to the sand

Confessing that now it’s in need of wisdom, by death at the
side of the desert roads

It feared asphalt extending from (the bridge of the section)
until the gate of his camp..

On one of the bitter trips the tyre of the car flew and the sand
carried it

The overpowering coffin approached him, but Dalilah
embraced him and poured her blood

In the barrel of the sand dune
Does a Beduin sheikh believe this
Expelling his horses

In the capital of lightning

In a desert..
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Called Paris

Celebrating his day of death

With a fractured head

Licking his blood as a wolf

And walking in celebration as a peacock

Bearing in his head

Bloodied ideas

An Arab face

And Arab heart

Full of solitude

In the capital of lightning

In a desert

Called Paris

The ascetic is arrested..

In his interior

And the storming person is detained

In the interior.. and the poet launches a plan.. in his inside
The first roads of banishment was the city of passion

And was suited to the Syrian trees
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Jamil Abu Sbeih

Biography

Name: Jamil Mahmoud Abu Sbeih
Place of Birth: Jericho
Date of Birth: 1950

Academic credentials: Bachelor of the Arabic Language from the
University of Damascus, and a graduate Diploma from the University

of Jordan.

Professional life: He worked in the field of education, and in a number
of Arabian Gulf newspapers, and his last position was in the Qatari Al-

Ahd newspaper.

® Among his works:

- Al-Khayl (poetry collection), Dar Al-Haqaeq, Beirut, 1980.

- Ashjar Al-Nar (poetry collection), Arab Institute for Research &
Publishing, Beirut, 1999.

- Qasidat Al-Jamr (poetry), Ministry of Culture, Amman, 2005.
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Habib Al-Zuyudi
O Leader of the Camels

O shepherd of the camels, you have drowned the man in grief
You awakened in his hurting heart what is latent
The wind has not traversed from a barren desert
Without its arid trees moving

O shepherd of the camel.. of my people and people
The eye from his pains has not seen sleep
We have strewn in it abundant perfume and dew
And filled it with exuding flowers and glitter
And we have rejected it as a prison to repose in it
And have accepted it so as to live by it as a coffin
And if folks recite poetry to a homeland
We have recited to our homeland red blood
Palestine was once mud, and has become so

When we breathed in it our spirits, as our homeland
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Habib Al-Zayudi

Biography

Name: Habib Hmeidan Suleiman Al-Zayudi.

Place of birth: Al-Hashimiyyah/Zarqa

Date of birth: 1963

Academic credentials: Bachelor’s degree in the Arabic language

from the University of Jordan in 1987, and he received a master’s in

Arabic literature from the Hashemite University in 2008.

Professional career: He worked in the Cultural Section in Jordan
Radio during the years 1987-1989, and then worked in the Ministry
of Culture until 1990, and thereafter became the director of the House
of Jordanian Poetry. In August 2009 he started work as the assistant

president of the University of Jordan for cultural affairs.

e His works:

- The Shaykh Dreams of Rain (poetry collection), Amman: Shqair and
Akasha printing press, 1986.

- Circulation of the Singer (poetry collection) Amman: Ministry of
Culture, 1990.

- Flute of the Shepherd (poetry collection) Amman: Greater Amman
Municipality, 2002.
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- Dwellings of my Family (poetry), Greater Amman Municipality,

Amman, 2000.

Books of national songs, which are broadcast by Amman Radio, and
Jordan TV, and some of his poems are taught in Jordanian curricula. He
represented Jordan in local, Arab and international poetry events.

He was a member of the Jordanian Writers Association, and the

General Union of Arab Writers.
He was awarded the state prize for literature-poetry in 1992.

Two books were published about his poetry, namely: Views on the
Verse of Habib Al-Zuyudi by Umar Al-Qayyam, published by Dar Al-
Bashir in 2000, and Habib Al-Zuyudi as a Poet, by Qassem Al-Durou’,
published by Dar Al-Birouni in 2007.
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Hassan Bin Baker Al Azazi
Glad Tiding

I am one moved by longing for my homeland

Afflicted by sleeplessness and sorrow

My neck stretching out to its precincts

And it constantly occurred in my mind and to my ears
Soil that was sanctified by Al-Isra’a and was the cradle
Of Revelations guiding the worshipper of idols

Nights pass and my dreams hover

Over its lands, so perforce the distance did not exist
Longing drives me for the Jordan every morrow

On the wing of a time that has not yet come

And my morrow has not come despite promises of its advent
As my time is not pregnant for the morrow

I live in a dream that does not part with me

Whereby my spirit would leave my body

To be buried if my end has come

Of fortune you are o coffin, to be entombed in that earth
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Hassan Bin Baker Al-Azazi

Biography

He was born in Amman, and died in the Netherlands, and between

Jordan and the Netherlands he passed his life.

He completed his schooling in the schools of the city of Amman,
and then travelled to Europe to seek knowledge and work. He settled
in Amsterdam (Holland), and received a master’s in political science
from its university. Since the outset of the decade of the 60s he worked
in Radio Holland as political and news editor, and he assumed various
positions in the Radio culminating with the position of editor in chief
of Middle Eastern affairs. He was a member of the council of foreign

workers in Holland for many years.

He participated in the Jerash Festival for Culture and Arts-in Jordan

in 1983 as an expatriate Jordanian poet.

® Poetical production:

- He produced a poetry diwan entitled “The Eyes of Salma”- Dar Petra
for Publishing-Amman 1983.
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® Other works:

- He translated two novels from Dutch to Arabic for the Belgian writer
Louis Paul Boon, and composed stories and articles in international
journals and newspapers, in the countries of Europe, America and
Australia, in English, in which he depicts the suffering of Arab and

Muslim workers in their exile

He is a nationalist passionate poet, who is skilled in capturing the
image, and portraying the moment, and presenting the question. His
language is flowing, as are his rhythms, and he sung about Amman
noticeably and painfully after savoring the bitteness of exile, and he
passionately expressed love for Amman, unifying between its image in
his heart and the image of his only daughter Salma. Thus he named his
diwan of poetry “The Eyes of Salma”, thereby embodying that dualism
between his love of his daughter and his abode of Amman in a gushing

and flowing poetical spirit.
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Husni Zeid Keilani

Do not Repeat the Tragedy of your Andalusia

The twilight of striving is red on your brow

And the blood of martyrdom drips from your ribs
God is Great above the mighty

They enshrined you in the tablet of immortality
They drenched your soil with much gushing blood
They relished in you death and favored

For the aggressor to assault you, perchance

The vision is blinded and the observers look on
The Arabs in all the abodes have united

And strove to aid you O Palestine

They rendered sacrifice to be their slogan and erupted
As lions animating combat and roaring

O beautiful one the likes of you have never been
Except with the souls of Arabism

In every inch of your earth is a witness

That Arab blood is unchanging

The Masra of the Prophet beckons based on Islam
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And the book of Jesus in the temples calls

Do not make proverbs apply truly to you

(The oppressors are as eagles in your land)

A blackened fate has afflicted and so they unsheathed
The sword of determination for jihad and got ready

Rise and make a cry in the Peninsula

Red which attacks with thunder and admonishes

Do not give credence to their pledges and warnings

If you so desire O two nations be liberated

They possess nuclear bombs

And God is mightier than those weapons

The gravity of destiny is greater than their threat

Of destruction as you see

Oh! How much have they lip serviced the principles of justice
Which have at their behest evaporated

They rebelled against the Duce and Hitler given that they
In their view have produced wars and ignited conflict
Which they stigmatized as shameful which is

True for those who attacked the countries and caused

destruction

Whereby if they triumphed our hopes were raised
And intoxicating honey flowed in our heart

The naive are we since

However colored their injustice they are colonizers

Do not regard the soft skin of the snake
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For the tooth of that gentleness is more telling
O people, this moment is grave and their

Intention is manifest whether they declare or suppress it within

their hearts

Do not make the tragedy of Andalusia recur

And envisage the awesome ghost and be of vision
O hamlet of Islam if you do not save

The land of peace then the consequence is horrible
The truth beckons you so do not flinch

And victory is the outcome so be not delayed

The Lord of the abode will not abandon it

So be inspired by the revelation of heaven and avail of good

tidings
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Husni Zeid Keilani

Biography

Husni Zeid was born in Salt in 1910, and received his education in
its schools, but he left school without completing his secondary school
education, and he worked in the 30s of the twentieth century as a teacher
in Hebron, and thence returned to Jordan in 1940, and composed poems
in praise of Emir Abdullah and the Hashemites, whereupon the Emir
appointed him as a clerk in the Army, and he remained in his position
until retirement in 1960, and he also worked for some time in Jordan
Radio.

Husni lived a harsh life. He did not marry, and took care of his
paralyzed mother, and he suffered from poverty, destitution, fire and the
burden of his mother. Moreover, he suffered from illness, and doctors
were forced to amputate his leg, and he was addicted to alcohol which
ruined his body, to escape his painful reality, and he appeared in his

final days disheveled like beggars, and it is he who said of himself:
O city of Salt boast of a literati
Who is to you similar to a donkey

Husni Zeid is a poet of talent whose poetical character was formed
through his reading and learning by heart of classical poetry, whereby

he acquired its tools and language, which he expressed in his official
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poetry and eulogies, but he was unshackled from them when he

expressed himself and his anguish, or when he communicated his love.

Husni printed his poetry collection (Spectra and Tweets) in 1946,
and it is among the first poetry collections printed in Jordan, and he has

much unpublished poetry.
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Husni Fariz

First Independence Day of the Hashemite Kingdom
of Jordan

25/5/1946

The glory of my nation has shaken and delighted me
Whereby the ages were encompassed by my love

And I viewed the heroes from China

Until the great mountains of Tetouan

The procession of grandeur passed has occurred to the mind
And resonated in my heart and beckoned me

I said I am at your service O exalted one

I am listening and the voice of destiny is drawing nigh

We have not been heedless of you even if you are at a distance,
and but for

A light from you we would not have remained in Tetouan
The light of glory has invaded every heart
Whose illumination encompasses the day and night

One who cries in Iraq and Sham,
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And Najd and an exclaimer in Oman
We are people of fidelity and we are among the first
We were resurrected through the awakening
The homeland of justice, truth and light
And the cradle of revelation and faith
The wisdom of the East and endurance
Is inexorably perpetual
The state of the Arabs is a nation that extirpates
Injustice, and resists harm and shame
Every freeman in the arena of glory endures
Immortal and fears not the vicissitudes of time
He is the light of God rejuvenating it
When the determination of the heart wanes
Whereupon life is bestowed from every path
And the hearts profusely beat
And the eye beholds a world it has not seen before
Whereby the blood boils

k%
On the banks of Jordan are a thousand brides
From my imagining and a thousand weddings
They adorned themselves in joy and happiness
Due to the breaking of the day in Amman
And I am shaken by passion out of love

For the coming of joy in Raghdan
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I sing in Jerusalem sent by air
To the club of the king with sweet felicitation
The rights of God are for Arabism a crown

A genius in the state of the crowns

For a king who swears to opt for pride

With a determination as a Yamani

He is from the light of Ahmad in his eyes

Seen by the distant as though in front of him

He established the tradition of justice for people and goodness
And shura in affairs in the ages

Whereby the earth becomes a paradise and abode of solace
It has the Shari*ah of the furqan

The good tiding flew to the two Euphrates

And to the Nile in the delightful songs

And to the Rawdah of the Hejaz and Barda

And to the gardens in the high plains of Lebanon

Poetry stood singing and profuse

Were the felicitations of the delegations in the festival
These are Sham, Iraq and Egypt

That is the world of joy and beauty
Where my eyes pour water
Allah gathered their hearts and they called

For union, unity and affinity
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We were congratulated on the festivity of Damascus

And were blessed in its wedding of ecstasy

We shall sing for every festivity appearing

We in its gown for every place

Peace will only prevail in a world

Devoid of sorrow and aggression

I am free and you are free and my glory

Is but the liberty of the brethren

This is the verdict of time perchance if people recognize

They would have safeguarded the freedom of Man
ek

I do not forget in my ecstasy the misery of others

For it is a worry wounding my eyelids

I am a slave as long as there is a chain in the world

Around the neck of an aggrieved soul

Tell those who are masters of the time to ponder

What is a life that is marred by arrogance

For the beauty of life lies in truth and justice
And the light of existence lies in benevolence

O homeland you are earth and abode

Of the proud, the free, and the brave

You handled the guileful and they were aroused
Like the horses of the knights

And pride challenged every unjust person
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Wherby debasement disintegrated

You are higher and more enduring than to be humiliated
By the excesses of adversity and calamities

You are free of fetters and free of

Those of ignoble souls and slaves

Fear and hypocrisy have died and left

The digressions of hypocrisy and false ornamentation
My heart gushes with good tidings and my spirit

Is ecstatic with hope

They day of building and sweet hope has come

The day of reform and construction

It was hidden in the unseen and has become

In the palm of my hand and a power in my heart
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Husni Fariz

Biography

Husni Fariz was born in 1907 in the city of Salt, and he grew up in a
setting closer to poverty than wealth. He received his schooling in the
kuttab and schools of Salt, graduating from the Salt Secondary School
in 1927, and he was an excellent student, whereupon the Ministry of
Education sent him on a scholarship to the American University in
Beirut, and thence he returned to work as a teacher in 1932 between

Salt, Amman and Karak.
He assumed positions in the Ministries of Education, Economy and
Information, making a strong impact in the posts he held, and on the

students he taught.

He composed poetry at an early stage of his life, publishing a number
of poetry collections and plays. His poetry is of myriad themes and topics
ranging between politics, patriotism, love, description and the concerns
of people. He is a poet of abundant words, and powerful style, where
one senses the influence of traditional culture, and he acknowledges this
in the introduction to his diwan of poetry “Structures of Love” where
he says: My school of poetry is not new inasmuch as poetry is known

structures of a special kind, and is not new relative to meanings, and if
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I were to say the truth I did not intend to innovate... and my concern is
to see feeling in contemporary poetry.

Husni practiced translation and the composition of poetry, whereby
he enriched the library with a large number of books in criticism, short
and long stories, children’s literature and poetical plays, alongside

translated books.
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Hussein Khreiss

Revolution of Pain from the diwan of (Exodus)

I bore it fierce firing my blood

Ravaging my determination and strength

I appeased it in my lifetime but it did not succeed
In concealing a secret or the passion of the heart
I allowed it my tears and what it carried

Of the failings of my luck in the span of the ages
And I let it console to me my happiness

And to awaken my heart to my tunes

I spread my heart to her to sing with it

And to wander with violence on my coasts

I left my hopes to her to play with

And to roam between my ponds and gardens

I gave her my heavy age and she made merry
And she overpowed my cup and the wine of my jug
So I dropped to the ground hiding my failing
With courage facing the slander

So if I beckoned the heart it responded
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With the meekness of the orphans and slaves

And if I wanted for her to fight she withdrew

Desist and I shall declare loudly my acquiescence
For her I am a slave dragging his chains

Accepting of what she accepts with loss

And she brings upon me terrible pain and I am ecstatic
Foolishly and ignorantly like an inebriated lad
Prolonged estrangement from my compatriots I relish
My people, kin and friends

They are of a religion and I like them

Have in life a passion with the Judge

They roamed departing from life as they saw

That life is the making of Man

They went early to the arena of struggle and all of them
March with a heart sincere in belief

I remained a prisoner of my depression

An expellee of my pain, a slave of my heart

I live on memory without a present

And live distant without a close one

To my eyes life appears

As a terrible ghost of the devils

I tread the wide universe with fear

Hiding with deafness and concealment

I ignore explicit perfidy with disappointment

The voice of reason, truth and appreciation
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At times a hypocrite and at others using

The arms of the strong to withstand oppression

For him with my weakness the best savior among people

And for him my hypocrisy is the truest of supporters
o

L. who am I? A slave, yes a slave who has ridden

The procession of humiliation and defeat

Shame and debasement are his emblem

Treading with it with the pleasure of happiness

I am not a slave but my father

Was from whom [ was imparted the habits of slaves

He was heretofore subject to humiliation and harm

Meted out by an oppressor characterized as a human

Like me, and like my father is your father, for all of us

Strive with hope, without benevolence

In the morning we proceed in the valley of misery

And in the evening in the isolation of the monks

Our dreams O misery are our hopes

Black like the feet of the ravens

Our festivities are like the yellow smile

In the face of the frail sick man

Ask me for my tears are continuously dropping

Flowing down like the streams of fire

I cry with them a lifetime that was lived barren

A desert that is devoid of branches
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For the owl and the rare monster are theaters

And thorns in the corners and in the depths

The tired strugglers are led by

The lash of misery and the grip of oppression

And the marauding folk who have departed

The mirage has diminished with the zest of the thirsty
While the miserable who are in dire straits

The torn things and the predating adversities

And the rising great hope are desolation

Ravaged in corners and foundations

In every corner and every area

Oppression and injustice are present

Is it a curse borne by the earth of misery

Prior to Adam in the perished age

The daughter of covenants the virgin led by her caravan
Saturn with its advent and foul speech

She was a hope inhabiting our depths

When in reality she was of the nature of satan

116



Hussein Khreiss

Biography

Hussein Khreiss was born in Irbid in 1931, receiving his elementary
and preparatory education in its schools, and the secondary education
in the Salt secondary school, and university and graduate education in
Cairo. He worked in Cairo as a teacher and was then an employee in
the cultural section in the Arab League in Cairo and Tunisia for more
than thirty years, in the course of which he participated in political and
cultural conferences, as well as poetry festivals held in Arab and foreign

countries, and he published many of his poems and books.

After retiring from his job career he returned to live in his city of
birth Irbid and he died in 2011 leaving behind a number of poetry

collections, epic poems and works of literary criticism.

Hussein Khreiss is a poet with a commitment to the issues of his
small homeland, and his Arab nation, and his verse i1s sincere and
unpretentious, and it is more akin to the classical form in language,
style and diction than to the modern, notwithstanding that he composed
the epic poem in the Kufr Asad town which was subject to a nefarious
Israeli aggression which destroyed many of its homes, and murdered
tens of its residents; an epic poem which the Egyptian critic Abdel

Fattah Al-Baroudi congratulated him on, emphasizing that the epic style
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helped the poet to portray the features of the village, while spurring the
penchant for resistance in the hearts of its sons to defend every inch of
their land.

- He earned a doctoral degree in Literature from Ain Shams University.
- He worked in teaching and then in the Arab League.

- He published numerous poetry collections including: (Tale of a Heart),
1973, (Memories of Beautiful Times), 1992, and (Exodus).

118



Hikmat Nawayseh

Ascending to Mu 'ta

Ascent to Mu'ta

The orbit of truth

The threads of light gather their vestiges
And the throngs racing for their dreams
For the place to slumber here

In the plains of the beloved

And the tombs are here witness

Reckoning the succession of daytime

And the poem smiles to me when I shower it
And darkness is here only for me

And only I collect the shurat from the al-abgari book
And kindle a fire

So that the escapees gather before me

Here

In the plains of the beloved

K ok ook
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The evenings pass by me as a lotos for a vile day

And alone 1 gather them as a bouquet for what is to come
To come

And alone I wait

But this night, sad has come

And the stars apprise me about the departure of the buyers
And the letter no more lights a fire;

And Muta was oblivious of its champion who inundated it

with verse
This evening is long and heavy
* % %
I left and darkness arrived
And Mu'ta was sleeping on a pond of tears
And words separated myself from myself
I probed for myself
But did not find that the earth recognizes me
And space disavowed me
And the dwellings sleep upon their inhabitants
The dew slumbers here
And heaving wind travels in the place
And verse pursued me in the alleys as a shadow
I pursue myself
I search for myself
The rebellious body said to me walk on

I responded, fearing collapsing
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A giant breathed in me and I lunged forward
The city running beneath me
Streets and memories crowding
And the years chasing in the chest horses and night
And raises dust
Rising in exhales
I repress it to fly
And I almost flew
But the poem was my window
It reached the streets and allows to strike me
And the city screamed. you are nothing
You are nothing
So be where you were, be where you were
o
I gathered the letters of calling,and all that the eulogies taught
me

I must gain the sympathy of the throngs with some dew from
the saliva of gifts

But the earth this evening is in front of you

A shaykh said, to whom I read some of my grief
And you alone know which languages you will ride
To win the sympathy of the beloved this evening
And every evening

And you are I O small friend

I shall come to you if darkness tyrannizes an olive tree
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Whose light is the qibla of the lost

And its branches are the wonder of the still

And. its olives are honey in the throats of the invaders
And its tears are meteorites which fall like embers

Its lovers burn awaiting the clouds of tears

And say, if I come to me: peace to the clouds of tears

1 said: peace for the day of return
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Hikmat Nawayseh

Biography

Hikmat Abdel Rahim Hamed Nawayseh was born in Al-Mazar-
Karak in 1964. He received a bachelor’s degree in geography from
the University of Baghdad in 1987, and a bachelor’s degree in Arabic
literature from Mutah University in 1996, and a general diploma in
education from Mutah University in 1998, and a master’s degree and

Ph.d in Arabic language and literature from the University of Jordan.

He is a member of the Jordanian Writers Association, and a member
of the General Union of Arab Writers. He worked as a teacher in the
Jordanian Ministry of Education, and thence was an employee in the
Ministry of Culture until he assumed the position of the head of the

directorate of heritage.

® Among his literary works:

- Playing Foreign Strings (poetry) Labourers Co-operation Printing
Press Society, Amman, 1994.

- Ascent to Mu'ta (poetry), Dar Azmenah- Amman, 1996.

- Trees of the Forty, (poetry), Dar Al-Yazour for Publishing and
Distrbution- Amman, 2000.
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- Asif I am a Mirage, (poetry), Arab Institute for Research & Publishing-
Beirut, 2002.

- Song against War (poetry), Jordanian Ministry of Culture, 2005.
- Seller of Masks, (play), Cooperative Press-Amman, 2005.
- Nights that are not Surprising, stories, Ministry of Culture, Jordan.

- The Shadow of a Cloud, selected poems, Ministry of Culture, Jordan.
- Al-Rajeef, A Novel, Al-Risalah, 2017.
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Haydar Mahmoud

Song about the Master of Men

We did not part from the start of the journey
And we did not diverge
All eyes were in anticipation

For the glory of our nation and land

The path was not at all easy

But we paved it with love

And with the dark hands we bolstered it

And you were the river of good, beloved Hussein
And the outlook of life

On the foreheads, eyes, and lips

And you were, our Hussein: the cloak of pride
And the banner of day

Whose shadows were blessed

And those treading its procession towards the day

Hussein, you are the sword and the horseman
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And you are the glory of my nation.. and the master of all men
So may the children rejoice:
At the joy of the green seasons and the shadows

And may you remain, O Hussein, the master of all men
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Haydar Mahmoud

Biography

Haydar Mahmoud was born in 1938 in Al-Tireh/Haifa. He was
displaced with his family in 1948 to Al-Karameh camp where he was
an elementary school student, and then his family moved to Amman in
1955 where he completed his secondary school education at Al-Hussein
College in 1959, and then he received a bachelor’s degree in media
from London in 1963, and a master’s in business administration from

the University of California in 1979.

He worked in the position of editorial secretary at the Jerusalemite
“Al-Jihad” newspaper (1962-1964), and then at Jordan TV as a news
and political and cultural programs presenter (1964-1976), and a
general supervisor of program at Jordan Radio (1975-1978), and thence
an adviser to the director general of Television (1978-1979). He held
the position of media adviser to the Armed Forces (1980-1981), and
then the director of the Department of Culture and Arts (1981-1989).

He also held the position of media adviser to the prime minister
(1990), and then became the ambassador of Jordan in Tunisia (1991-
1999), then becoming the director general of Al-Hussein Cultural
Center affiliated to the Greater Amman Municipality (2001-2002),
and was appointed Ministry of Culture (2002-2003), prior to returning
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to the management of Al-Hussein Cultural Center once again, and he
remained in this position until the year 2005.

He received the Spanish Ibn Khafajah Al-Andalusi prize in 1986 for
his collection “The Nos of Wood”, and the state honorary award for
literature from the Ministry of Culture in 1990, and the King Abdullah
IT Ibn Al-Hussein for innovation (poetry domain) granted by the Greater
Amman Municipality (which he shared with the Tunisian poet Yousef
Razzouqa).

He was granted by the Royal Court the Jordanian Independence
Medal/Third Order in 1970, and the Jordanian Kawkab Medal/Second
Order, and the Jordanian Independence Medal/First Order, and he was

also granted the Order of Cultural Merit by Tunisia in 1999.

He is a member of the Jordanian Writers Association.

e Literary works:

- “This Darkness Shall come to Pass”, poetry, Armed Forces press,
Amman, 1969.

- “I Apologize for an Emergency Technical Problem”, poetry, Dar Bin
Dasmal, Dubai/Emirates, 1979.

- “Oleander Trees Sing by the River”, poetry, Ministry of Culture and
Youth, Amman, 1981.

- “From the Statements of the Final Witness”, poetry, Shqgeir and
Akasheh, Amman, 1985.

- “Awaiting Ta abbata Sharran”, poetry, Forest Book, London, 1986.
- “The Nos of Wood”, poetry, Ministry of Culture, Madrid, 1989.

- “They are Creating the Dawn”, poetry, Amman Library, Amman,
1990.
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- “Complete Works of Poetry”, poetry, Amman Library, Amman, 1990.

- “Fire which does not Resemble Fire”, poetry, Amman, 1999.

- “Complete Works of Poetry”, Greater Amman Municipality, Amman,
2002.

- “Amman Starts with the Letter’ Ayn”, poetry, Greater Amman
Municipality, Amman, 2004.

- “Cloaks of the Green Joy”, poetry about the House of the Prophet,
Greater Amman Municipality, Amman, 2007.
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Khaled Al-Saket
Why the Grief

Does the earth pour promises
Or do we revert to chew history anew
And grief anew..!!
k ok ook
.. Rain in Beirut is the mirage of celebrations
No bouquet of flowers is gifted
Or a promise
Rain is dams and their grief is zest and the harsh face
Between the joy
And the harsh prison
Rain is dust and clamour
And the sea in Beirut is a bitter dialogue
Whose story the coast does not know
Or unveil the secret
.. For eyes bleed from staring
And eyes are amazed and occupied
By daily play of for trap
And I and my defeated companions suffer from the cold

And we melt with rain
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The cascade
The sea
Sorrows that are utterly nameless

Or a dawn

Beirut

Rain devoid of astonishment
Laughing from human pain

And flat and soft rocks

Hiding places and takiyyehs split
For the playing crows

Arches convulse

And dumb cafes

And high and speechless edifices
And paths leading to loss

To cemeteries

Beirut

A sea and capsized boats

And the differences is the inland man
Created by the bitter tears
Without companions or a coffin
He dies

He dies

He dies

Should a father die
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He shut his eyes and slumbered

If a child died

The light is out

If a friend betrays

If the paths are blocked in a companion’s face
If the world continues to drown

To drown

Playing the tune of death

Moaning and moaning

So why the grief?

And why the grief if the distress intensifies
Why the sorrow?

Aren’t there secret dreams

And hidden beauty even in the heart of the fire
In exiled forests

On a journey of hope

Hope from insistence

That if a year, two years, numerous years pass
And our hands relax

Our eyes, our feet

The train shall pass

The train shall come?

K ok ook

This coffin carried upon the shoulders of children
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Rainfall

A sea in Beirut

Why the grief?

And the enchanted islands

And the cast horizons

The step of a man

The pulse of a spring in the song of rain
Flowers which gift

An amicable smile

So why the grief?

Do we not dream of the good tiding
Of the loving heart?

O rain of the earth

It pains me

The naked mountain and arid desert strike me
O sea

O free colors

O terror, O impure wind

O broken waves

O triumphant treks

Stop, and stare O history of endurance:
Ships and caravans

Gathering clouds

That are dark and white

Do you behold the well of tears
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You are, you were and loyal
To the skies moving afar
Or are you the grave
And the groans of the beloved
The friends
The next of kin
Your depths bury them with water
Birds
Fish
Stones
And a cry
Rains become rivulets
Due to a renewed pain?
kock ok
O journey of the sons and ancestors
The nipple hoarse
The mouths
The stars
The roses
And naught that’s new.. naught

Is there more to our icy and terrible dream?
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Khaled Al-Saket

Biography

He was born in the city of Saltin 1927, receiving his school education
where he graduated from the Salt Secondary School in 1944. Thereafter
he worked in the Ministry of Health, and then in the Ministry of Foreign
Affairs which he left in 1952 to study in Cairo University, graduating
from the Arabic Language Department in 1956, and then he became
a teacher in Salt and Amman, He went on a scholarship to study in
the United States and received a master’s degree in education and
psychology. He returned and worked anew in the Ministry of Education
alternating between a number of positions in Jordan and abroad, and
he also worked in the Ministry of Justice, Jordan Radio and TV, in the
University of Jordan, and he had a major role in founding the Amman

Municipality library through being able to obtain a German grant for it.

Khaled Al-Saket is an authentic literati, a skilled poet, a mature
intellectual, and a perceptive critic, of judicious judgment, frank in
stating what he deems correct, sharp in facing opponent, loyal to the
causes of his nation and homeland, and he coats his poetry with a
transparent symbolism through which he expresses the tragedies of his

nation and its frustration, and the repression of its sons and daughters.
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He bequeathed to the library a number of poetry collections and
literary works including: Why the Grief, Why the Fear, Ferment,
One who comes to Iraq, The Imminent Flood, Collapse and the Sun,

Grimaces and Suns, The Tombs Awaken.
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Khaled Karaki

A poem selected from the poetry collection- the
Standing of Jassimin

A Damascene Ballad

I head towards the Arabs of the north

And according to my passion my beast of burden journeys
Overlooking from the height of the Pyreticosis

And extending its banner on the morn steeped in passion
Damascus rises to the ringing of the sun

Where its princess awakens to the sounds of the poetry meters

and the neighing of the horses

Damascus is verily the earth’s mother

And the concealed foll

And the writing and the stars

The abode of amity in the sweet scent of love and roses and
Jjonquil

The wayfaring poets crowd
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And walk aside the Barada river which

Endowed passion and the echo was heard by night

O Mt. Qasioun awaken

The eyes of the sons of your father remain on the mirrors of
jasmine

And the great glory of Ghassan

Behold their tent dwellings that are visible in the early

morning
And I see caravans rife with light
And the Moabite perfume hidden in passion and sorrow
And the basil and the noble pain
* % %
[ see Moab
Returning drunken with love
Since I arrived to the abode of violet and cooing
* % %
I shall shake the palms of love in its abundant orchard

And thence lay down for the enamored the banquet of innocent

parlance
So that they learn to hunt the deers which
Poured the wine of love

In the cup of the impossible time

ok ock
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I see you behind the borders of this night

A Damascene ballad as the dew passed

A dream on the beautiful face of the Moabite
* % %

There you are

The vision of the spirit speaks truly of you

Since we were in the Talh wadi

Composing our secret on the sand

We said: let’s meet..

And presently..

Are you with me

Say: “Is the day in need of proof?”
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Khaled Abdel Aziz Suleiman Karaki

Biography

A Jordanian writer, literati, poet and politician who was born in 1946
in Al-Adnaniah hamlet situated in the Karak Governorate in the south
of Jordan. He received a bachelor’s degree in the Arabic language from
the University of Jordan in 1969; a master’s in Arabic language and
literature from the University of Jordan in 1977; and a doctorate of

philosophy from University of Cambridge in Britain in 1980.

He worked as a teacher in the Jordanian Ministry of Education, and
a faculty member in the Faculty of Arts, the University of Jordan and
other Jordanian universities. He was a faculty dean for students affairs
at the University of Jordan, and president of the University of Jordan.
He was the editor of Journal of Deanship of Scientific Research of the
University of Jordan, and member of the advisory committee of the

Ministry of Culture and the National Heritage.

He was Minister of Culture, Minister of Culture and Youth, Minister
of Media and Culture, Minister of Higher Education, Minister of
Education, deputy prime minister, member of the Senate, and he also
held the position of chief of the Jordanian Royal Court, and was a
political adviser to His Majesty King Al-Hussein Bin Talal (may he rest

in eternal peace). He was also the chairman of the board of directors of
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the Alrai Newspaper Jordan Press Foundation, and vice chairman of the
board of trustees of the Royal Aal al-Bayt Institute for Islamic Thought,
and deputy and thence head of the Jordan Academy of Arabic.

He was a member of the Permanent Office of the Arab League for
Comparative Literature Algeria, and member of the Royal Aal al-Bayt
Institute for Islamic Thought, and member of the Jordanian Writers

Association, and General Union of Arab Writers.

His works: The Novel in Jordan, a publication of Shgeir and
Akasheh, 1985; the Traditional Arab Symbols in modern Arabic poetry,
Dar Al Jeel, 1989; Arabic Quranic Symbols in Modern Arabic Poetry,
publications of the University of Jordan, 1990, and Taha Hussein as
a Novelist, 1992; Hamasat of Alshuhada: Vision of Martyrdom and
the Martyr in Modern Arabic Poetry, Arab Institute for Research &
Publishing; 1998. The Alsaieh Almahki: The Image of Al-Mutanabbi
in Modern Arabic Poetry, Arab Institute for Research & Publishing,
1990; Readings in Culture, Authority and Media; Manazil Al-Urjuwan:
Martyred Leaders in Islam, Arab Institute for Research & Publishing,
2002; Roses and Spears: Readings in Heriosm, Arab Institute for
Research & Publishing, 2005; Amazing Luster: Readings in the Poetry
of Al-Mutanabbi, Arab Institute for Research & Publishing, 2008.

He also published: Arabic Papers-Articles, Jordan Press Foundation,
1991; From the Notebooks of the Homeland, Arab Institute for Research
& Publishing; Years of Patience and Contentment-Biography,Arab
Institute for Research & Publishing; The Blood of Minerats and the
Poem: Arab Obsessions, Arab Institute for Research & Publishing;
Baghdad: Only God is Triumphant- Articles, Arab Institute for Research
& Publishing, 2003; The Transformations of the Yemeni Man, Arab
Institute for Research & Publishing, 2004; and the Standing of the
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Jassmine-Texts, Arab Institute for Research & Publishing, 2005; My
Companion Cried when I: Moabite Texts, Arab Institute for Research &
Publishing, 2006, Raj’ Alsahheel - Poetry, Arab Institute for Research
& Publishing, 2007.
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Khaled Abu Hamdiyyeh

Bustle of Light

It is a quiver
The spirit of poetry in my body
And the lifetime

Before the age dissolves in time

I remained on the edge of dreams
But I did not cross
And when the winds of love stirred

1 did not exist

As though I had no
Vegetation that sighed
And I, when ran dry
The last of the clouds

The most difficult are here,

My heart and what was engraved
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By your two eyes

Of illumination and sorrow

And you are more secretive than a letter,
Which I attempt
Surreptitiously,

And at the screaming of longing it didn’t appear

The nights did not surpass
- My aim expanded-
I am still younger than my sorrow

And my grief

Your green swings rose
Above my hand

And your obdurate waves are not overtaken by my ships

And the gasping steps
Are inexorably warned

Of non-arrival at the forlorn city

1 freed my fettered hoop,
Did I get a glimpse
Of the soldiers of Balqis

The light of Jerusalem is in Yemen
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Where the jinnis bold enough
To intimate to her
How her throne ends with me

And she did not see me

Are you Balgis?!

If she said.. as though I,

Or ...

Those monuments by the secret of water

Resemble me.

Ink is nourished by it,
It was merely a language
That did abstain from silence,

So as to be overtly killed?!
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Khaled Abu Hamdiyyah

Biography

Born in Jordan- Irbid camp- in 1966. He is a member of the Jordanian
Writers Association, a member of the Geneal Union of Arab Writers,
a member of the General Union of Palestinian Writers and Journalists,
and a member of the editorial board of Awraq magazine previously
issued by the Jordanian Writers Association, and a former member of

the board of directors of the Writers Association/Irbid.

® Publications:

- Rickets of Clouds, poetry collection, with support from the Ministry
of Culture, 1994.

- Dalia is a Wrongdoer, poetry collection, 1998.

- The Shagawat Al-Ass, poetry collection, published by the Greater
Amman Municipality, 2002.

- Do not Wound the Vein of Al-Baiat, poetry collection, with support
from the Ministry of Culture, 2006.

- Inclined to Passion and Sinfulness, poetry collection, published by the
General Union of Arab Writers (Damascus), 2007.
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- You Talk and Your Grey Hair 1s Evident, poetry collection, Cultural
Programs and Heritage Festivals Committee - Abu Dhabi “Poetry
Academy” 2016.
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Khaled Mhadin
On the Grave of Arar

Who is to respond if you call those that departed

Or those would return to us some of what they bore

Or who drink an impure cup

While the bar owner is inebriated and debased

Since the face of Abu Wasfi disappeared and we were drowned
With longing for him.. and these arenas are hit with shoes
I declare that I am not from a homeland

But for debasement the tramps would have not risen

Rest O cup for there is no cup with which you guide

Even the rabble have been marginalized with villas

Nor the purity of a hand so as not to shake it

Nor a knocked out man who is from his wine intoxicated
All are offering homelands and not people

And all are offering their honor without shame

All are opening a shop and “displaying us”

On the pavement for those that commit adultery and
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debasement

As though nobility is for us not to sacrifice obligations
And drown a voice until a term expires

And addict ourselves to shame to reap their gains

And add to our shame by saying to our sons “handle it”
For we do not dare to weep about a homeland

Whose bounties “the lowly” have divided in its precincts
What could we do for them to listen

What of Shihan if you call they wouldn’t arrive

And Wadi Abdoun should you know is our lighthouse
The clouds embrace to distort and arrogate

The bastard politicians did not leave a body

Without devouring its flesh

For them are the cheerful strawberries of the Ghor
While the soul is delighted if it avails of “onions”

What of Amman there is no wine one can imbibe

Nor the contrite if you call celebrate

The cup of wine has dried a sense of oppression that you do

not know
And the head has felt an unbearable shame
Misfortune has made forego a humiliation

You have not been addicted to humiliation so that the “mind”
accepts it

Your news of Amman O Abboud is a song

The situation has changed, longings are arrested
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The one extinguished does not dare to call you

Our highest morals is fear

O lover of the earth if it gives and withholds

After you people neither despair nor harbor hope

Does it provoke if they savor its bitterness

As long as the masters in the ranks have moved forward
It is not angered if its politicians

Their eagerness is unraveled in its face have spat

O father of the damned tell me how to drink it

How could I bear the pains and endure

And how can I pour a cup which I do not drink

How could drink a cup that is not | ablaze

And how can I exclaim so that you come and bring me out
From the loss of my soul in you I am complete

O damned one this abode has not been extinguished
Only to be revived from its night with hope

He does not die one whose eyes love his abode

Where the earth’s eyes upon them is placed kohl

Upon you is abiding peace- how could I compose it

And truth abides but their truth is perfidy
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Khaled Mhadin

Biography

Khaled Atallah Mhadin was born on 10/5/1941 in Karak. He
completed his secondary education at Karak school in 1958, and he
received his intermediate diploma certificate in the Arabic language and

literature from the teachers’ college in Amman in 1960.

He held the position of assistant director of the Department of Culture
and Arts (1978-1980), and a media adviser to the Minister of Culture
and Youth (1980-1982), an adviser to the Minister of Information
(1983-1989), a media adviser at the Royal Court (1989-1993), a
director general of the Jordan News Agency “Petra” (1993-1994), a
media adviser to the prime minister 1994, and a cultural adviser to the
mayor of Amman (1999-2000).

He received the state honorary award in the field of poetry from
the Ministry of Culture in Libya in 1971, and Al-Hussein journalistic

creativity award (best article) from Jordanian Press Association in 2007.

He was a member of the Jordanian Writers Association, and the

Jordanian Press Association.

He died on 13/10/2015 after a protracted battle against illness.
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® Works:

He has to his credit numerous literary works including:

- “He Forgot that she is a Virgin”, stories, Dar Oweidat, Beirut, 1960.
- “Prayers for the Rising Dawn”, poetry, Talal Library, Amman, 1969.
- “Love through Secret Publications”, poetry, Beirut, 1978.

- “Cards that are not Borne by the Post”, texts, Ministry of Culture and
Youth, Amman, 1980.

Harvest of a Sad Journey”, poetry, Ministry of Culture and Youth,
Amman, 1982.

- “New Papers from an Old Book”, texts, Al-Rai Commercial Press,
Amman, 1987.

3

- “Tarnib”, stories, Al Rai Commercial Press, Amman, 1987.

- “The Last Queen”, poetry, Public Cultural Affairs publishing house,
Baghdad, 1989.

- “Complete Works of Poetry”, Al-Rai Commercial Press, 1991. 2
edition, Greater Amman Municipality, Amman, 2005.

- “We Run Alone and we do not Meet”, texts, Ministry of Culture,
Amman, 2000.

- “What remains in our Ovens is Sufficient for Ten Seasons”, texts,
Ministry of Culture, Amman, 2007.

® On other topics:

- “I Do not Fill my Pen with the Ink of others”, articles, Amman, 2010.
- “For the Sake of God O Abdullah” political articles, Amman, 2010.
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Khalil Zagattan
O One with the Road

Eulogy for the Palestinian activist Farid Ghannam

O companion who among us has bidden farewell
One who died in prison? Or who perished estranged
Whom do we elegize? Every verse has its way lost
And the path has lost one who sang and bemoaned
We have savored the taste of all the cups

Without a difference between a remainder or pouring?
Naught has remained of the world to be by us lost
Except for free blood to be offered should it beckon
And all- all- the paths of the earth know us

Seekers of truth upon which we planted ardour

We learned all the languages to be conveyed

To people but it is the voice that is triumphant

Was it predestined for us to cower in weakness?
Forgive me God.. that was not decreed?

But they are our kin and slumber overcomes them

And the incongruity renders them alien in their own abode
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And we to atone pay for their sin
And the burden of every dispute that has arisen between them
In every house are wounds and decorations
And a story of a christ who was injured or crucified
In prison you are and the rest of us in exile
And death has met some on our path
May the occupying usurper be tranquil in my homeland
And may he plant the plains with roses, and the hills with vines
And make Jerusalem a center of his state
And may he sail in the sea however he wants or wishes
kock ook
Farid.. I have been seized by a thousand thoughts
Of what value is verse in crying and lamenting
A bullet we fire behind the wall of Jerusalem
Is equivalent to poetry, writers and books
Before your wound bows every epic
And poetry expires without prestige or title
You have dedicated your life to the land that was usurped
And is there dearer than the life that is granted
The bars of your prison have not concealed their grumbling
Whilst you spend your lifetime standing erect
Your bestial jailer remained quivering
Whilst you smile to imminent death
There was naught easier than to choose a tourist
To live in comfort but the conscience didn’t accede

You found in sacrifice what makes our Arabism closer
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To tryst and the most valuable duty became obligatory
You paid the tax of the great unity

How splendid is sacrifice if the cause is noble

So do I sing for you or elegize those that have passed

Or those who have acquiesced to the life of humiliation

From the coast they came to it joyously
For love and death have in our needs accompanied

The beloved of Jaffa who have come with their longing

In the back whereby aggression was unsettled and confused
And generation follows another generation
Our weddings transcend wealth and ephemeral gold
sk
O friend and our songs are bloodied
Excuse me if this letter deviated or was erased
On every day is a friend that I lamented
In this message or I myself become lamented
All the caravans of the dear proud ones have passed by me

My tears are bitter and have been depleted

My voice has become hoarse while reproaching them for a
time

O Beirut do you learn poetry and literature?

And if I scream in classical tongue do your

Ears hear me or if I called O Arab brethren?
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Enough of disputation and it suffices that we are torn apart
Suffice what has been lost and what has been pillaged
Enough are the lessons that occurred in my homeland
Twenty years and ten after them of lamentation

I swore that if they had erupted to aid us

With sincerity there would have been no occupier or usurper
I swear that if they responded to the call of unity

They would have liberated the land and remained the valiant
Arabs

Heksk
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Khalil Zaktan

Biography

Khalil was born in the village of Zakariah, in the suburbs of Hebron,
in 1928. His father died when he was young, and so he lived an orphan,
and he did not have the opportunity to receive a good education, where he
did not study beyond elementary school. He was known for composing
poetry which opened the door for employment by the Nation Bank in
Ramleh. However, he was forced to migrate in 1948 to Jordan where he
worked in teaching in refugee camps. He died during the delivery of a

speech at a public event.

Khalil Zaktan is a poet who is dedicated to the causes of his nation
and the Palestinian homeland, and to the causes of the oppressed of the
world. Thus he wrote an epic poem about the struggle of the Vietnamese
against the American invasion, and he also wrote about the Algerian war
of liberation. His poetry is of honest feeling, grandeur of diction, solid
composition, and one poetry collection of his was published, “Voice of

the Hungry”, and there is much poetry for him that is lost.
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Rashed Issa

Embroidery on the Kufieh of my Grandfather

She does not blame you for what came to pass
Or to bet on a cloud

That promised rainfall

Your nest is as a ravine that flows unconsciously
Which does not think of the tributary or estuary
Bring nearer the oud to the warmth of your chest
When you fine tune its strings

For it brought forth its secrets

From the conscience of wood.

And if there had to be a round

Of crying- that’s fine- entomb

Your tears under the earth

For there is none other that is sugar for the sugar cane
And amid ecstasy whilst singing

Awaken your ribs to hymning

For the bird of sorrow

Needn’t be reproached for delight
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Do not blame the pleasure of wine when it turns
Your head with its gentleness,

For it is excused for returning to its
Whining,

Or to its lap

In the vineyards.

Blame not the rose of poetry when it emits
Perfumes on the face of the tired, for

Verse is merely truthful aroma

Of the flowers of falsehood.

Do not blame a smile that rests upon

Your two lips

And let it last and fear

Not for yourself

Perchance it is a cure for one with a mouth
That sobbing

Blame not a child if she sells newspapers
On the streets at the time of noon,

Perhaps she craves a pencil or a father or
A bagel

Every wound has an illusion associated with a suggested
Satisfaction,

And moaning is the source of water

Rocks,

And fire is buoyed with chopped wood
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Blame not a ninety year old man when he plays
On a swing unnoticed by

His daughters and sons,

Let him in his distraction enjoy the child within
Evoking his childhood during play.

Blame not a lover who tried love at a distance
Seventy wounds,

For the heart has reasons for its rehabilitation
For passion

And the ignition of love

And he is responsible if he goes astray

And he is enamored.

Blame not a rancorous stone thrown

By a friend at you

Embrace him with your arms

And smile

For he is more beautiful than a rose whose chalice
Is in the nectar

And he is more beautiful than (welcome)

Its resentment is veiled.

Blame not an envious one who placed dirt

On your reputation

Let him relish blemishing you

Doesn’t some soil have veins

Gold.
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Blame not an elderly woman who doesn’t part with her mirror
For she is enitiled to defer the crawling of the locusts
On her hair,

And she is entitled to place henna on the autumn

Which is insistent and asks its Basil:

How did her attractive features become decrepit

She lived her life terrified by the

Deception of men,

Adding new water to its river

And gathering from its magic what was usurped.

Behold the weeds that grow between the stones

They don’t complain!?

It’s the dream which grows between the fingers

Without the permission of spring and does not consult the air
And accompanies us to the heights of vacuum, to a place
Inappropriate for our sorrows,

And if we ask him about what he wants with us

He collected his papers and escaped.

Be not the slave of wishes

Or the worshipper of a dwelling

For the cave is the dwelling of the fugitive Prophet

And the shelter of the stray heart

And she does not demand a bird for a wage

And does not seek gratitude from him, for it contains

The nursery of a mother and the respiration of a father.
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Blame not the gasps of a loaf if

It does not arrive

Blame not a candle which does not light

May it be like a desert which does not grumble of heat
And the cold, it does not alter the nature of summer
No, nor making the cold feel guilt, don’t

Ask the night about what it erased or wrote.

Blame not the nightingale seeking a cage

For it has the right to be a coward

Weary of its expected hunter.

Blame not the dot of the Nun letter

If it parted with its letter nun

For it is free to do as it wishes..

It meets.. and then separates

It enjoys.. and burns

Without a reason in the cause.

Blame not your body

When it is no more your support

For it, since being a sperm.

Had declared the pains of its clay

And withdrew

Let not your eyes be misled by the sparkle of mirrors
Or the light however much it shines

Some of the darkness is bashful

Illumination,
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And how much has the morning found its key

In the twilight

The lamp is not satisfied by the killing of butterflies
But it missed its destination

And sought protection with the blaze.

Do not betray the available hour of joy

Be honest with it,

And seize with the alacrity of a falcon and

Wait not

Let leave of what is known as tomorrow

Let leave of what is called the age

For tomorrow is the lie of yesterday

Good fortune must be hunted

And woe to the ones who do not harness the minutes

O how much his illusion betrayed him and a wounding tear

rolled

And then he sold his features to the sand

And migrated from his shadow

And went into exile.

You are who you are to take age seriously

Without a form of grief!!

Before you the earth is water and fire

After you the earth rises towards the sky

You will not behold around you except the moaning of eternity

So for which dream do you lay blame,
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And what will you harvest but the chaff of longing
And what will you chew other than the embers of anger?!
Blame not the desire for death when it

Spreads its rancor between us,

Such is its vocation since Cain remained

Loyal and courageous managing his will

As he likes.

You are not up to the question,

Nor are you more eloquent than the cobweb abode
Nor are you on a par with the tears of remorse

So whence do you stroll with the cloud of your illusion
lllusion is but the solace of pain

May you return if you can to your mother’s womb
And live O noble alien with the dedication

Of a bee

And the wisdom of an ant

For there isn’t space in the wound for reproach..
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Dr. Rashed Issa

Biography

- Professor of literature and modern criticism, Balqa Applied University,

Princess Alia University College, Jordan.
- taught in several Arab universities.

- As a poet he composed (14) poetry collections, including: How Modest
is my Beloved, Grandson of Jinn, I Sign to that, Larvas, When is the
Color of Gold Flakes, Tear of the Tiger, Jibriya, Zahernameh.

- was awarded six Arab poetry prizes the last of which was the Sharjah

Arabic poetry award- 2016.

- He 1s a literary critic who published a cluster of literary criticism
books including: Equations of the Saudi Women’s Novel, Sufi
Discourse in Modern Poetry, Evoking Childhood in Literature,
Golden Sparrowhawk, Jerusalem in the Consciousness of the

Emerging Generations, Religious Harmony in Literature.

- He published a number of skills books: Arabic Communication Skills,
Life Skills, the Particularity of Women, Rewinds of texts approaches

in a trilogy.

- In the field of childern’s literature he wrote two hundred songs and a

cluster of poetry collections: Trees Welcome the Birds, Jordanian
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Symbols, O Homeland, Strong Cock, I Saw in my Dream, in addition
to tens of poems which are taught in Arab and local curricula. He
wrote tens of stories addressed to children. He was awarded the
Mustafa Azouz prize for the stories of young people.

- An author who is an expert in Arabic language curricula in several
countries, and he partook in authoring numerous educational books
for non-native Arabic language speakers.

- In the media domain: he was editor in chief of a number of cultural
magazines such as Madarij magazine, Wisam magazine, and he

presented varied radio and television programs.
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Radi Saddouq

Poem: An Arab in Rome

I beckon your mercy for neither my heart or emotions
Are capable of enduring the pains and forgetfulness
A dark woman unaware of my pains

I exploded them and was heedless of my sorrows

She reminded me of the pulse of Arabism in my blood
And I forgot the pulse in my homeland

Of dark lips and the gargling of passion

Shedding tears of honey from my sweet heart

And I behold on the pretty cheek lilies

Overwhelmed by stares in my garden

As though in your eyes are the opening of guidance (Al-
Fatiha)

With verses from my Qur’an

The world has become narrow for us without a refuge
For a road of suffering steps

Rome.. and you are captivating and temptation

And I am the lover and your enchantment is unequalled
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I do not desire pleasures you have and passion
For youth has been lost and let me down

And I have become as a wounded eagle hung

In the wind and unable to fly

I am one who was killed by the dagger of my friend
And cloaked it with love and affection

I forgave him with magnanimity and dignity

The forgiveness of the great to the lowly culprit

I have come to you as an estranged expatriate

Do you think I shall encounter what was meted to me by my
brethren?

Rome I have come to you bleeding and torn

Do you accept me as one suffering from age and humiliation?
The next of kin have drunk my blood

So why do you not respond when I have lost consciousness
You may take what you want so draw my blood

And do as you wish in depriving me

But your affection is my glory and dignity

It’s in your hands my asset and being

For in my land I am lost

A small corpse not to be taken into consideration

I am idea and a poem.. and my crime

Is that I illuminate the path for the doubtful

They broke my pen because my poem

Amid the departure is of a thousand tongues
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Rome, for your empathy I have approached with erratic steps
Fearing the ghosts in my homeland

If I look to the right

1 fear the left is of my betrayers

And I fear walking in the street for perhaps

The steps are hindered by the jailers

And I fear that this flower breathes in the sweet scent
For perchance aroma emits silence

And I fear the birds in the space for

Perhaps they reveal my secret tunes

And I fear my shadow if it ascends in the morning

For it may bespeak my intentions and location

And if I whisper I fear the consequent echo

And 1 fear my silence and the revelation of my expression
Rome excuse me for no idea is safe

Which lives for the glory of God and Man

Davie the cups of poison are soaking humiliation

I shall drink three and two cups

I am addicted to the taste of death until you find me

She is the phoenix of every tribe and age
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Radi Saddouq

Biography

Mohammad Radi Saddouq was born in Toulkarem in 1938. He
received a bachelor’s degree in the Arabic language from Cairo
University in 1971. He worked as a teacher, and then in journalism,
and he became editor in chief of a number of daily newspapers and
magazines: editor in chief of the “Risalat Al-Urdun” weekly magazine
issued by the Jordanian Ministry of Information, editor in chief of
“Humat Al-Watan” monthly magazine which represents the army
and the Kuwaiti armed forces, the director and editor in chief of “Al
Ayyam” newspaper, which is the first daily Arabic newspaper to be
issued in Rome, the editor in chief of the weekly magazine “Al-Ra’ed
Al-Arabi”, and he also founded “Al-Hadaf” Kuwaiti weekly newspaper
in 1961, “Al-Watan” newspaper, the Kuwaiti “Al-Siyasah” newspaper,
where he worked as their chief editor. He also founded the monthly

“Al-Bayan” magazine issued by the Kuwaiti Writers Association.

He worked in the media field as a cultural adviser to Jordan Radio,
and he was deputized with another colleague to found the Qatar Radio
Station, and he also worked in the Saudi Arabia radio station as a
supervisor of the management of cultural affairs, and from there he

was transferred to partake in the establishment of the Islamic States
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Broadcasting Organization (ISBO) and he occupied the position
of the program director of the Organization. He is a member of the
Federation of Arab Journalists, the Afro-Asian Writers Association,
a member of the Arab Society for Strategic Studies in Washington, a

member of the World Islamic Literature Association.

e Works:

- 1 Had a Heart (poetry), Beirut: Dar Al-Kateb Al-Arabi, 1962.

- A Rebel without an Identity (poetry), Beirut: Dar Al-Kateb Al-Arabi,
1966.

- Fire and Mud (poetry), Beirut: Dar Al-Adab, 1966.
- Remnants of the Story of Man (poetry), Beirut: Dar Al-Awdeh, 1973.

- Rainfall of Sorrow and Blood (poetry), 1** ed. Beirut, 1978, 2™ ed.:
Cyprus 1988, 3" ed.: Riyadh, 1991

- Grief is always Green (verse and prose): Rome: Dar Karmah, 1991.

- Winds of Years (poetry), Rome: Dar Karmah, 1996.

® Anthological Documentation:

- Diwan of Arabic Poetry of the 20" century (Part One), Dar Karmah,
Rome, 1994.

- Poets of Palestine in the 20™ Century, Anthological Documentation,
Arab Institute for Research and Publishing, Beirut, 2000.

® Novels and stories:

- Burned Loaf, stories, Beirut.

- Remnants of a Human Story, a novel, Beirut, 1973.
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® Other writings:

- Say you will Return.
- Exiled Forever.
- Words without a History. Two parts

- Palestine: Defeat, Expereince, Destiny.
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Rana Nazzal

That Girl

Sharing the available confidence

And collects the years of the lifetime
Whilst looking from the niche of the mind
The courtyard of the home

Which blessings of guidance do you deny
And on the seats of patience

You and you

Relate the pains

To the ears of silence and delirium

That’s the girl which I was in the past

She the dweller in the abode of hope
Marked by the dewy Mornings

In the hand of her grandfather she touches the shoulder of
Mahroun

Exclaiming- O God
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And directs the flock
And the eyes flow with water

I have missed some of the taste of love

O grandfather

I have not covered myself with your Qumbaz
Nor have I wiped the salty sweat of your brow
And I have forgotten my supererogatory act

I hung my memories on its branch

A great distance from me thither

And you

For which two parts do I awaken

And upon what do you grip my hand on my hand
And staying happily

In my prayer niche

With your immense failures

White and displeasing to the viewers

Its wings cracking

That we were thither

And I had a home and a naked pergola.
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Rana Nazzal

Biography

A Jordanian poet and writer of Palestinian roots.

She was born in the city of Taif in the Kingdom of Saudi Arabia.

e Works of poetry:

-A Blue Mood, 1999.

- Afar from the Night.

-In the Immortal Quarter.

- A Faint Sun.

- Selected Poems, translated by the poet Fatima Na'out.
- The Side of Roses.

- A Gentle Moon, by Dar Dhlilal and Jordanian Lines.

- She authored a work of criticism entitled: The prosaic poem of Ansi
Al-Haj, and a book on life and literature entitled “A Blind Mouth and

a Dumb Memory”.
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Raja Simrin

The Call of Revenge

The blood of rancor boils in my veins

And the fire of revenge is ablaze

I sense it exhaling in my depths

Disturbing me thereby depriving me of sleep

And exclaims shouting at every time

Why the sleep, why?!

Do not accept humiliation whilst being free

And the soul of the free rejects humiliation

Have you not been angered by the woes of the widowed?
Have you not been awakened by the moans of the orphans?!
Is not death better than life

In which one encounters hunger and thirst?!

Do you not forget your merry living and time

That is beautiful and whose passing you do not desire
And hopes and sweet dreams

Gentle like the moisture of the tulips

And acceptance of living in tents
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In which one sojourns humiliated and aggrieved
Imbibing from the cups of humiliation

And spending the lifetime on the bed of degradation
Living like the oppressed on crumbs

To be consequently given to you by old enemies
While every disease assaults your bones
Chronic ailment leading to death

And ignorance ravages your offspring

Hellfire is not equivalent to romance

And the enemies have constructed on your land
Tall and great palaces

Where they are served cups

By females pouring wine

And you are tired of the cup of suffering

Wishing healing for your bloody wound

Verily without an effective cure

Other than being overwhelmed by clashing

And to imbibe from its wellsprings for |

Have found that another round is obligatory

For the path of the people is to aspire for advancement
Towards glory rejecting defeat

So rise and rebel and declare a fierce battle
Relegating their existence to a rubble

And I make this world witness that we
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Are the proud who have refused to compromise
And misery melts us to become

Sharp steel that breaks the bones

And we shall be resurrected anew

Watering our adversary with sudden death
And we shall proceed to the battlefield like wild creatures
Utterly devouring the enemies

And hold to account every wrongful traiter

Of the homeland who has been blind to duty

So either we live as men

Or die in the homeland as honorable men

We will make all in the universe witness that

We shall not abandon holy revenge
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Raja Simrin

Biography

Raja Simrin was born in the town of Qalonia, Jerusalem, in 1929. He
received his education in the schools of the town and thereafter in the
city of Jerusalem. He joined, in 1948, his family which was residing in
Egypt, which was prior to when the Jewish gangs entered his town and

destroyed it.

He enrolled in Al-Azhar University in Egypt and received the
bachelor’s, master’s and doctoral degrees. Subsequently he worked as
a teacher in Jordan, Saudi Arabia and Kuwat, returning to Jordan in
1989 to practice the profession of teaching for several years, and then
he dedicated his full time to writing and literary and cultural activity.
He rejects the prosaic (free verse) poem, and he bequeathed a number

of poetry collections that are rife with thoughtful and solid poetry.
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Rashid Zeid Keilani

Exhalation of Remembrance

A Live Aspect of the Story of my Life of Explicit and Clear
Colors
Do not reopen the wound and let alone my bloody scar
Do not arouse the fire of my pains and sorrow
Let me be and do not revive what’s buried in my life
And do not return me to the forgotten parts of my life
Do you exploit my forbearance to chat with me
About my sorrows and bring up my griefs
If you had no mercy over the raptured hope
And did not afford comfort to the tired and suffering soul
Then listen to the narrations about my days recited
By my heart and sung by memory with my tunes
kok ook
I imbibed the bitter taste of being a small orphan
Parting with a father who was my paradise and contentment

Time did not leave him for me a bastion to care for me
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During vicissitudes and protect and foster me

He died and left me to suffer poverty

Its chains with thorns and painful residues

And mother did not remain as a benefaction

Of time nor a shield from aggression

The poor one was derelict in my upbringing

Insofar as giving affection and love

For she did not rectify the deviation in my nature

Nor reform the disturbance in my condition

I wish she lived to not leave

The reform of my condition to the young of my times

If fate were fair to me it would have chosen her

And decreed for me to be an orphan and sufficed me
o

I was notorious for my intelligence

And what I excelled in among my peers

Where people admired the smartness I displayed

And having surpassed my companions and friends

Where they spoke about my qualities

And declared outwardly their praise

Whereupon some of people favored me

Notables of wealth and power

And encouraged me to seek knowledge

Of the upright Religion and Figh and Quran

Whereupon I was embraced by the luminous Azhar amid
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The pious, devout and of high manners and illumination

I donned a stark white turban

And a cloak with tails and sleeves

So I became a sheikh as I claimed

Albeit a youngster in my feelings and in my prime

Being among my friends and peers

When they proceeded to play like a chained beast behind bars

Ordained to being of a dignity that is not my nature

And commanded to be of tranquility that is not like me
k ok ook

I embarked on reaping the ripe fruits of knowledge

From every garden of enlightenment

Perseverant and vigilant who tirelessly

Exerted himself and my eyes did not succumb to sleep

Until when my striving delighted me

And I harbored aspirations and hopes

The signs of misfortune befell me

With a calamity which with despair ravaged my pillars

The illustrious Azhar was closed and its lights

Were extinguished in the wake of intimacy and civility

And it was occupied by soldiers at the behest of the orders

Emanating from the policies of the criminal colonialist

As if Egypt did not avenge its violated pride

And its Saad did not rise but to deprive me

K ok ook
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The sword of the tyrants was not removed by a hand
That was isolated except to decree my failure

It was decreed for my to withdraw from seeking my aim
And to return to my kin with defeat

The paths of my salvation were blocked and my

Bags were emptied of the hands of every helper

Why should I care about a land in which I sojourned
For the people are not my own nor is the country mine

%k ok sk

I stood at the crossroads of the two countries where the
horizon

Which saluted me with hopes distanced itself
On the edge of a ravine the path led

To its dusty grim beaches with two seas

I move the eyelid in a water that stirred in

Its depth like my heart amid my sorrow
Skeptical where my dreams move in my caravan
And my camel loads settled on illusions

The roads of the earth carried me and my routes
Differed between mountains and valleys

A teacher in the hamlets of Jordan seeking

A livelihood by educating children and boys
Amid good and noble people

Including men who are brave in adversity

I lived with them with my gentle temperament
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And the prescriptions of religion deriving from my knowledge

and enlightenment

So that when they were pleased with my amity

And my capability and skill

I befriended the good among them

Those of fidelity who became dear and beloved

The sweetest years of my life where those

With uprightness in my inner and outward being

Such is life which kept its features

In people which enhanced my standing and prestige

By God my self did not cease to long

For its days and my heart is an effusion of compassion
.

Do not ask about my fate how it

Made me veer from the approach of solace based on religion
and brethren

I wonder how misguidance did not leave

In the reality of the sheikh except a name and title

Do you not see me if passion boiled in my blood

For forbearance to become within my capacity

If you do not know the impulses of youth then ask about them
Many of my friends and companions

I strove to carry piety and righteous deeds in spite of myself
But the heavy burden overwhelmed me

I was not one to forsake my youth
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And waste the love of life without price
The turban of religion flew from me
And the cloak of virtue tired of touching my body
And my beard since the lack of worship
Was removed by the sharp blade
I became at a distance from the paradigm and world of piety
Upon following passion became in another world
The garment of guidance connected me to religion
If the hand of prodigalitydid not cut
My wealth and my bearing the emblem of the righteous then
Did it reform what my self and the devil corrupted
Should I beware of the reproach of the noble if they
Uncover me- whilst not being wary of deviating from my faith?
I do not bear deceit and misguidance for
They are evils which my nature rejects
Let people witness from my face its reality
For I am not double-faced in interacting with people
* % %
And ask some hours of luck I spent
Romantic connection and likewise disconnection
In a paradise of soft romance and passion
Gentle and love that fulfills pleasures
Days of long nights until

Mornings amid cups and remorse

K ok ook
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Do not suppose that I was saved

And did not hold myself to account for my sinfulness
Or that my fate due to my slumber had been heedless
Of me and concealed my sins and purified me

I was ill-served by the serenity I felt

Nor by the pleasurable living

I was afflicted due to my abominable deed by

The worst that my Judge could punish by

For the misfortunes of time befell and struck me
And the terrible events enshrouded me

And do not ask how the woes overwhelmed

My endurance and how misery exhausted me

Do you not see how the one I strove for

The effort of youth from a warmhearted to another

warmhearted

A brother who provides support if my expectations

Were true and if luck came to my side

How I became of a broken wing

And death afflicted my youngest son alongside the second one
And behold my lameness how I presently walk

Tipping my balance as a limp in my steps

And how I have become a hostage to debt

As I sought consolation in gambling

K ok ook
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Suffice me what I have related

Straining my expression to explain the sorrows and distance
As though the Lord wanted to expound through me

The form of misery in the world and thus created me

So I lived and did not reap but despair and hopelessness
And my efforts were ultimately undergirded by deprivation
So do not embrace my counsel after my

Vision was blinded due to my skepticism and beliefs

And let leave the moral burden and say Lord have mercy

If He wills he will bestow forgiveness
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Rashid Zeid Keilani

Biography

Rashid was born in Nablus in the year 1905. His father died shortly
after his birth, and he became in the care of his paternal grandfather.
However, his grandfather also died leaving behind the family without
a breadwinner, and it was forced to resort to the uncle Abdel Halim

Keilani in the city of Salt.

Rashid studied elementary education in Nablus, demonstrating
intelligence and superiority over his counterparts, which drove some of
the notables of Nablus to send him to study in Azhar at their expense.
Two years hence there was political instability which forced Rashid to
return to Jordan to work in the teaching profession, and subsequently he

worked in Jordan Radio Station.

Rashid married and fathered a number of children, but fate afflicted
him with the untimely death of his child Sami, as well as his son Hani
whilst in the prime of youth. It would appear that the harshness of his life
and the vicissitudes of time caused him to deviate from the correct path,
where he sought to overcome his sorrows with wine and gambling, and
his long poem the Exhalations of Remebrance is a true manifestation of

his life and the problems and worries he encountered.
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Rashid composed much verse on earning a livelihood, and traditional
aims, alongside Beduin songs and ballads, falling under the influence
of the techniques of old poets. His poetry was characterized by solid

composition, cogent phraseology, and fine style
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Rif at AL-Sleibi

Palestine

Howevermuch events and stories evolve

Victory is the destiny of the steadfast

And time however much vicissitudes visit by night

Is eventually freed from glumness and despair

So if you imbibe from its events what’s painful

Be patient and be edified by the plight of your predecessors
O homeland you stir my heart and sorrow

And my heart is split asunder by what has befallen you

In every corner is a wound letting blood

Which even the stone, should it feel, complains of

This is Palestine where innumerable tribulations have stormed

Its people and has been tyrannized by the oppressor and the

unjust
They made its security and state of injustice, and its blessings
Misery, and its glory humiliation and have not been restrained

I am afflicted by worry which disturbs my rest
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Perchance I am edified and how much I am reminded by

remembrance

I stand by the predecessors remembering them

In grief with tears falling from my eyes

I ask the Noble Sanctuary in sorrow

Where are the invaders and where is victory and triumph
I stood remembering the past with

Sorrow and grief overcoming and burning in my liver
Where are the forebears who built their dominion with justice
And who did not betray a pact nor oppress

And where are those for whose glory the world acquiesced
And where are those whose stories were related

In the annals of glory composed by the Arabs

Almost extirpated by time and the changes of time

The sons of Zion have contrived every disaster

And have converged to betray and conspire

A mercenary has harmed the arm of the homeland

Of bad conscience and a dark merchant

And from the pathways of the earth a group has come
The misery in this universe and the filth

They came dreaming and hallucinating about a kingdom
And a stingy usurer obsessed with quick profit

And criminals and calumniators prodded

By our dereliction and injustice

And they are the dregs of people
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Driven by the vicissitudes of time- how misguided and

murderous are they

Do not be misled by illusions misleading them

And do not be impressed and beguiled by what they have built
It will be eliminated as a mirage

In the nights not leaving a trace

Yesterday came the multitudes of the west and gathered
And were resoundly defeated and vanquished

From every corner they came in the name of the cross
When in fact they disbelieve in the cross, in God and in
religions

Driven by overpowering greed and prompted to
Victory by a passion that lights ablaze

Today every hungry wolf is nibbling

And they have come in throngs from behind

Jesus was not a war monger, thirsty

For blood and did not desire it

He called on humanity with a Gospel of love

And behold its blessed verses

He advocated among his people compassion and altruism
And harmony but people disobeyed him

The Agsa Mosque cries out to its noble men

Of capability to engage in battle

Sons of Arabism and Islam urging them

An unconcealed belief in the imperative of holy striving
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A folk who if asked for succor responded and were not
cowardly

Who dedicated their lives for the sake of God

The ranks were led by the valiant Salaheddin
Under his banner was bravery and triumph

He crushed victoriously the army of aggression
Saluted by the earth, the crowns

He repulsed the invaders who left

In disarray and did not benefit from caution

Until he restored the pride of the homeland

And. its glory for he is an inerasable mountain

O people! Where is Salaheddin to salvage the land
And where is Hittin, for is there a report of what resembles it
Will history repeat his epic story

So that we build on the traces of those before us
We shall produce a terrible storm

Defeating the wicked with overwhelming triumph
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Rif at Al-Sleibi

Biography

He was born in Salt in the year 1916 and his father was among the
men of the Great Arab Revolt. He studied in the Kuttab and graduated
from Salt Secondary School. Then he enrolled in the Faculty of Law in
Damascus receiving a degree in 1938, and thence he returned to Jordan
and practiced law. He made cultural and literary contributions, where
he founded in Amman the literary symposium, and in Irbid the Arab
Club. He invited to them lecturers and literati from Arab countries,
and he also contributed poems and criticism to Jordanian newspapers,

alongside his work as the secretary of Al-Raed Al-Arabi Magazine.

Rif at composed poetry when he was young, and he shone in the
University of Damascus with his poetry, his cultural and political
activity, and his association with leading national Arab personalities,
which is something he continued after returning to Jordan. Fate did not
let him live long for he died from a bullet accidentally fired from his
rifle carried by his clerk on a hunting trip. When he died he was in the

prime of his life.
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Rif"at was not the poet of events and occasions, and did not like the
poetry of pleasantries and obsequiesness, and hence we do not find a lot
of poetry for him, which comes as no surprise, for his poetry stems from
the spirit, and is an honest expression of the concerns of people and the
causes of the nation, rather than being traditional semantic structures,
and hence we find his poetry to be of ebullient emotion, clear of style,

and beautiful in expression.
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Zulaykhah Abu Risheh
At that Night

At that night

And woe from that night

When sparks flew in the lily fields

Between the love that stands in the door frame and me

Like an open Gnostic discourse,

Or a venture of suns which descended from the House of God
To the troubled abode of humans

By an easy text

Or another one difficult to interpret..

At that night

I know that I in that night

Did not behold the ringing of other bells

The ropes of Arabian jasmine embrace my voice

1 didn’t hear other than hissing of the opening passions of the
New Lover

In the Damascene basin slumbering in the forlorn corner,
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In that night

I know that the gardens of a Lord
Who is verily munificent

Has cast them towards me

So as to choose the most beautiful.

In that night
In my palm water flowed as diamonds
And the air of breathing

Is an intoxicating drink

Wisdom ensnared me,

And thence the lights,

And the ra letter

The threads of silver,

The weeds of the sea,

Astonishment

The pearls of the moons in the appendix of a book
But the most powerful

Was a monastic peace

In the moonlit night of spring

In that night
I forgave the age,

I forgave the arid years,
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I forgave the lily which did not sprout in my body since

centuries ago.
I forgave the closed door,
Who crucified Hallaj so that his jubbah blooms in creation’s

secret,

And you stepped on the roses of love in times of yore
Who regarded himself a coequal

With the stars

And did not heed to apprehend the bottom of his wish,
Who seduced me away from my inner joy

And my grief

Who seduced me and those he didn’t seduce,

And who assaulted me in the heart of the abode of passion
To steal my soul.

Who enumerated my errors and feigned of illumination,
And the night descended and elaborated

And the absolute sung

And descended to walk

I forgave god for what he decreed
Or withdrew

Or gave copiously,

And I also forgave inattention,
Injustice,

Deficient bread,
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The dreams of the Pharisees,

And the servants of the masons of the temple

I forgave the deep darkness,

The brothers,

The sleepy bishop,

The hard hearted salafis

The reticence of the light of truth,
The barefooted of science,

The ninth chapter

And earthly thought,

Those that slandered or believed or did not inquire

I forgave your grace descending in my soul
Your beauteous names

They ran like children on the weeds of my slumbering
madness,

The power of your emergence from the cleft of rock
As if I am the rock
And you the condition..

In that night

The morning was very near my neck
Where

It will transpire that

On a particular day
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The beloved will embrace my sorrows,
Or cast above my scars
His shawl

I looked and flew,
I did not dare to look away from his eyes

So that my passions did not fall from the top

Or the lands of love collapse
Built by my loving history..

1 did not dare to close my hearing from the whispering
Of a meteorite that split the darkness at that moment,
Which was on the verge of stripping myself from myself

And almost uncovered my condition, or thus he said!

The pure glass

Was like a face slowly sculpted..
When it became palpable

That that

Is yourself!

Whilst the people are in conversation

The night soft, humid, and most gentle

Behold, there you are!
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So great is the beauty of the creating creature!

Great is the gentleness which is manifest in the pupil of your
eyes

And circled with the cups of compassion,

And deeply pondered your meaning..

So great is the meaning

Which surpassed the revealed!

So how could’st I return my spirit to my spirit?
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Zulaykha Abu Risheh

Biography

Born in 1942 in Palestine to a Damascene mother and a father of
Lebanese Syrian origin, a grandmother whose father is from Tunisia,
and a grandfather whose mother is from the Hejaz, in a family of Sufism,
poetry and literature, where the majority of the immediate and extended

family are poets.

A Jordanian poet and researcher, a columnist, and an activist in the
field of women’s and human rights and public freedoms, she wrote
short stories and children’s literature, as a critic and innovator, in
addition to a number of studies in feminist criticism, and gender and
language studies, which she contributed to the foremost Jordanian
and Arab newspapers and magazines. She is also a political activist in
terms of the democratic transformation, and a number of socio-political
concerns and religious thought. She focused in the latter years- alongside
a tiny number of Arabic language scholars- on founding a new science
in Arabic namely the “the feminist or gender linguistic criticism”. In
this field she published: The Missing Language: Towards a non-Sexist
Language, 1996, Woman’s Studies Center, Amman, which is the first

book in Arabic on the subject.
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She participated in several poetry and cultural festivals, and assorted

conferences.

® She published a number of poetry collections and literary
works:

- Albalbal: Gates of Longing and Sleepiness, 2018, Dar Nineveh,

Damascus.
- Ayn Nun, (under publication), Dar Khutut Wa Dhilal, Amman.
- A number of manuscripts.
- Children’s literature in Jordan, (manuscript).

- In the Prison Cell, 1986, The General Egyptian Book Organization,
Cairo. For this book she received the University of Jordan graduates

award in 1987 in the University’s celebration of its silver jubilee.
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Zuheir Abu Shayeb

The Extinguished

He has not come

Sir, the extinguished

Did not wet my blood with drowsiness
He ended by night his religious service,
And rode a horse of copper.

Sir.. leave for the carob of my eyes

Its mountain sorrows

And depart to your comfortable grief.

I am the final prayers,

Attached to the forehead of Christ

Sir, take with you.. your tears

And turn off as you desire, for I shall not follow you
The son of palm trees

Wait thither for me.

Await me on the shoulder of the storm.
Wait for me,

And prepare for us an upright death.
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They nominated us for their rancor,
And so we met.

We uttered our pulverizing poem
And slept on a star

You do not travel well

The bees take our voices,

And exchanges them for fruits

The enigma of the purple

Who are you O violet?

On my lips presently is the ink of childhood,
And the sun and vanquished joy
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Zuheir Abu Shayeb

Biography

Name: Zuheir Yasser Kassem

Place of birth: Deir Al-Ghsoun/Tul Karem

Date of birth: 1958

Place of residence is in the governorate of Zarga: Ruseifeh.

Academic credentials: Bachelor’s degree in Arabic language and

literature from Yarmouk University in 1982.

Professional experiences: He works in the field of design and graphics
in the Arab Institute for Research & Publishing.

e Works:

- Geography of Wind and Questions (poetry), Beirut: Dar Al-Awdeh in
cooperation with the Palestinina Union of Writers and Journalists in
Tunisia, 1986.

- Notebook of Moods and Stations (verse), Beirut,Arab Institute for
Research & Publishing, 1987.

- Blind Whiteness (play), Amman: Jordanian Theater Magazine, 1992.

Story of Weeds (poetry), Beirut, Arab Institute for Research &
Publishing, 1997.

213



- Hard Walnut (articles), Dar Azmenah, Amman, 2007.

¢ He is a member of:

Jordanian Writers Association, and he was a member of its board
of directors for several terms, and in the 2007-2009 session he was the
vice president of the Association. He is a member of the General Union
of Arab Writers.
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Ziyad Anani

Poem of Water

(1)
In the beginning
There was no earth,
Just water.
Marauding
Within
The unknown
Complaining of its isolation
To the sleeping universe

And the ear is dedqf.

(2)
On a certain morning
Water noticed
Its feet
And observed valleys and mountains

And plains
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Easily extending

Towards the upper parts

Whereupon the accursed wind was cast away and cried
He didn’t know

That a morning spawned by light

Will uncover what’s hidden

And will partake in drawing the corners

He didn’t know

That the breathed in clay

Had started to portray its story

And endowed the explosive taste of the body
With experiences

You shall not be silent.. to hear

The broadcasting of wisdom

And bequeathe the isthmus of errors.

3)

In the beginning

There was no earth

There was just water.

Hence he recorded his story

And shouted.:

Behold they have emanated from me.
There, two have come

The key to the plundered land
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And righteous words

And the bastard satan.

In the wink of an eye

They descended towards desire
And said: let’s proceed to water.
In an eye’s blinking

They slumbered

They slumbered

And the forests of names expanded.

(4)
In the beginning
There was no earth
Just water.
And presently
They thieved the organs of the master
They stole the roles of Al-Sayyed
With nothing remaining for him
But to cry
And smoke his cloud
In
Every
Winter.

217



Ziyad Anani

Biography

Ziyad Al-Aziz Saleh Anani was born in 1962 in Naour, and completed
his secondary school education in Amman.

He worked as a public servant, and then shifted to work in cultural
journalism; in Al Rai daily newspaper, and thence in Al-Ghad daily
newspaper since its establishment in 2004.

He is a member of the Jordanian Writers Association.

e Literary works:

“Cupboard of Remorse”, poetry, Arab Institute for Research &
Publishing, Beirut, 2000.

“Forever in Water Drawing Pictures”, poetry, Greater Amman

Municipality, Amman, 2002.

“Long-term Traps”, poetry, Arab Institute for Research & Publishing,
Amman-Beirut, 2003.

- “IIl with Forbearance”, poetry, Arab Institute for Research &
Publishing, Amman-Beirut, 2003.

- “Naming Tears”, poetry, Arab Institute for Research & Publishing,
Amman-Beirut, 2004.
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Said Issa
My Concern for the Secure Abode!

“A poem composed about the tragedy of the King David Hotel in
Jerusalem which was bombed by Jewish terrorists in 1946. The poet

was in Lebanon when the incident took place”.

You are in the prayer niche of the sanctuary of nature
So lower your forehead and place kohl on its soil
And bow down at Mount Sannine and Mount Hermon
For you have stood in joy at its gate

This is the book of God, a sign of His creation

So imbibe its verses and book

And recite beauty if you descend in its precincts

A wall on the valley, and through its paths

And be silent at the sound of its purl and groaning
And listen to the singing of its bird in its forest
Beauty took off there its fine garment

Whereupon there were some colorful highlands

Heksk

Amid its magic and grandeur
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The ether gasped and the poison of its saliva poured
When the cell makes noise in his dreams
And from sorrow is something on his eyelashes
The wish becomes doubtful on his eyelids
And proceeds of protuberant vision due to the affliction
It is the disaster of the beloved country
In the dark of the night befalling its dear ones
I would not have preferred to be at a distance
From the heat of the incident and the bitterness of the affliction
In the flap of paradise is the smell of the sweet scent
Between the hooris of the gardens and the virgins
It is the sleep and thence the awakening of a dream
O how prolonged the misery and suffering!
o
My concern for the secure country afflicted
By events befalling its inhabitants
How much of glory is embedded in the heart
Under the soil of aromatic earth
The wicked were ailed by its seekers, which is the one
Whose necks are severed without its seekers
A disaster befalls the corners of the earth
In a space destroying its sublime highlands
In the bank of the Thames of distant sound
And to their ears in their parliament

The slumberers awoke to it.. and perchance a victim
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Has made the deaf in the world hear

My distress at the face with dust on earth

Where smiling was removed from the youthful skin
The sweet hope of the youth died in the chest

My concern is for its hopes and youth!

They wouldn’t have been honored

If the Creator had bestowed the capabilities

The beguiling fate had boiled it, but

It is a wine which every noble intelligent man had imbibed

Hskock

Covered with the blood of self-sacrifice, reddened
Under the sky, and in a coffin with blood

It was the destination of the viewers yesterday
And they left and did not mark the absence

O prolonged shutting of the eyes under the earth
Estranged from the next of kin

If only you heard him moan with a rattle

And asked him, and he tiredly replied

He uttered the saying of death while gasping

And returned to his hopes and wishes

If he were in the battle field and jihad

Watering and being watered of the cup of one who afflicted
him

He would have faced the fire with confident step

In truth above his spear and sword
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Relishing the taste of death, and
Joyously encountering the Face of God after returning
But it is the hand of the meanspirited veiled
Going back and fro behind his veil
If the expansive fate has
Slumbered from the bat and the eye of its punishment
They said it is terrorism.. I said its chiefs
Are beneath you and there is no good in its lackies
So eliminate the mastermind for
By mental power is the cause of claws or tusk
k%
It is my tear along and my last breath
If tears are fruitful in their pouring
Returning to God and blessedly near to Him

A soul that has gained His reward
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Said Issa

Biography

He was born in Al-Khamasseen village in the suburbs of Jaffa in
1916 in the wake of World War One, and received his education in
the schools of Jaffa and Ramallah, and thereafter in the American
University in Beirut. After graduation he worked in Birzeit, Gaza and
Jerusalem. After the 1948 Nakba he worked in Jordan Radio Station,
and in a number of Arab and foreign broadcasting stations. He had
varied cultural activities in the field of translation, media and poetry.
To his credit are three poetry collections: Hamasat Al-Asil, printed in
1989, Whiffs, 1990, Longings of a Distant Land, 1991. His poetry is

romantic with sweet expression and is lucid in style.
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Said Yacoub

Embers of my Memories

The splendid time has passed without return
For what passes does not return

What do we actually possess of it
Other than memories producing pouring tears

And what is remembrance but thirst and hunger
Intensified by more thirst and hunger

And behind the chest is a heart flying with longing
Where those precincts salute him

He flutters as though a bird within my chest
Hampered by the ribs from jumping

I long for the parts of its eyeballs

As the castles longs for its sails

The eyes of people slept around me

While sleep is not close to my eyes

And bleed from the embers of my memories

As the candles bled with their flame

And the hands scatter and gather me
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And the broaches bring me back to the root

As though a feather in the wind

Its submission handing it over to the palms
Beware of the feeling slumbering from my spirit
Whereby crankiness awakens from my blood

And return what is folded and my hand moves

To hold it but cannot do so
A mirage which appears water to the thirsty

If the steps draw close to it is lost
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Said Yacoub

Biography

The poet Said Ahmad Khaled Yacoub was born in the city of
Madaba on 25/11/1967. He graduated from the University of Jordan
from the Faculty of Arts, and worked in the field of teaching in Jordan,
Saudi Arabia and the UAE. He is a member of the Jordanian Writers
Association, and a member of the International Union of Islamic
Literature, and he founded numerous cultural bodies such as the
Madaba Cultural salon, Beit Madaba Cultural Forum. He published
many of his poems in local and Arab newspapers and magazines, and
he published twenty six poetry collections, including: Arab Features,
Aroma of Martyrs, Jordanian Whiffs, Maqdisiyyat, Bottom line, Whiffs
of Magic, Tear of Fidelity, Quartets of Said Yacoub, Reaping of the
Age. He issued two poetry plays, namely:Roses and Deek Al-Jinn, and
Misha™ the Savior King of Moab.

His poems entered the curricula of Jordan and Palestine, as well as
university courses. Also, a master’s thesis was written about his poetry
by the researcher Ayah Banna entitiled “Artististic Structure of the
Poetry of Said Yacoub/Hashemite University, and numerous critical
studies were written about his poetry in international refereed journals,

and numerous scholarly works were written about him including: Arab
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Features in the Balance by Dr. Mustafa Khader Al-Khatib, Said Yacoub
as a Poet and Human by Fawzi Al-Khutaba, and the Artistic Structure
of the poetry of Said Yacoub by Ayah Banna.

The poet Said Yacoub received a number of local and Arab awards,
including: the Lebanese poet Said Fayyad award, the award of the poet
Taysir Sboul, the Armed Forces award commemorating the Karameh
Battle, and tens of honorific shields, and recognition certificates, and
numerous interviews were conducted with him in cultural programs in
many Arab and local festivals, and social and religious and national
occasions, and a translation for him was published in Mu jam Al-
Babtin, and the compendium of the poets of Jordan, and Al-Kubra

encyclopedia for Arab poets.
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Salma Khadra AL-Jayousi

Return from the Dreaming Spring

“To Leila Baalbaki”

(1)

If we issue upon an exhausting effort from our wellspring

Do not blame us, for it is an impossible seduction and play
And the water spring does not water from the authentic
longing

In our bent organs, Oh how much of our tears we offered to it

We do not water and will not water, and such is our scourge of

ailment

o
We are more aware of whatever living of hardships and fire
For in our world, are worried looks and grimacing brows
And roots cut by the knife of ruin yesterday
And convulsions and doubts in a cloudy life

You were but a dream to be succeeded by day
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To traverse a life which emits perfume and light

An oasis that is struck by shadow and dreamy self-whispering

Hskok

Inescapably we crossed your world
With puzzled stops and prolonged moans
O takeoff, O escape from an impossible life

We are more knowing of whichever life in our world, which
path to perdition

When we were weary of the dream to die with the ailing life

When we were left of the water spring beckoned to by your
eyeballs

And a life of ether and beautiful labyrinths

We shall not forget, you will remain our sweet and exciting
passion

You were a world of beauty unsurpassable

You were a dream of silk

We wished for you to be a perpetual blaze
Imbursement which withers not and affection

Kisses whose fragrance never ends

When we awoke, and fetched you in the great universe
We only found imaginings and remembrance

Hence we knew how destiny engulfed you

A rebel who enshrouded us in spirit and age

O eternity within our love

O tipsiness which augmentd our feeling of becloudedness and

enchantment
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How can we not salute you in the eyelids of our glorious past
Everything around us is grimacing, arid, naked

We and the enticement, longing and short life

Our arduous yesterday is a fire in our conscience

Our unknown morrow is a source of weariness and fear
All around us is lukewarm, sparse and of paucity

Hoskskok

We shall afford living- even if it exhausts us- a welcoming
embrace

And will sing to its trials and care for it (with feeling and
affection)

And shall console our forgiving and fertile heart
Reinforcing the distances in the ribs, in the humdrum life
This living is not alien to us

We have awoken.. the dream will not shine within us twice!

(2)
The dream will not shine within us twice
O how much we clung to it prior to the appearance of the day
O how much we beckoned it to travel with us in the dry plains
To a place that the sun or the ages do not know
Swimming in illusion, and washed with the colors of pride
What if we dreamed of the security?

O how much we savored the worries of living for a day and

were satiated
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O how much the clouds of distress enveloped us yesterday
And how much we concealed a beguiling time

Hekesk
Senselessly we implored the night to cover our world with a
cloak
Aimlessly we adhere to this dream which eludes us

The wheel has turned.. and the threads of dawn have extended
to deny to us illusion

So as to answer this sun which makes indications of daytime to
us

sk
And we bowed away from the paths of astonishing dreamers
Which we had not hitherto trodden in our travels
And we sought to collect our innermost being
A remainder of baldness with which we live in the final years

The residual hope which becomes green given that we fold the

elusive citadels
It was a solution.. and we awoke.. it was despair... and we
withdrew to the path of life

skkok
It was a dream and a desperate escape
And deceptive colors
Then why did the dream beguile us and the deceptive mirages
Our mother yesterday gave birth to us free and strong
Venerating duty, loving our fecundity and munificence

Then why is there a numbness in our soul
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And are seduced by the elusive wellsprings

And why are we pleased by the dream if our souls are happy
Hekesk

We are of the generation of orphans, of the generation of lost

hearts

Our mother formed us from the hell of yesterday, from its

burning passion
From the departing dormant centuries

For if she gave birth to us upon the eyelid of dawn, with its

splendor

And we bloomed and tears flowed from the eyes

We were not beguiled, and didn’t chant that the world is ours
Pretty, sweet, splendid

Indeed we recognized our luck

And cast life at its beginnings

In the throes of hungry life
o
If the dream enveloped us and made us forget our sorrow for
some days
Oh how lost we were on the path of life
And we had paid in advance
For the price of the dream tired eyelids

Heksk

We savored being orphaned and fearful as children and

grieved
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And experienced repressed anxiety and humiliation as youth

and went mad
Then we rebelled and exacted revenge for youth that we lost
We lost it.. in senseless and arid parlance
For youth that savored sad despair
Of forlorn vigorous years
Squandered by the desires of others
stk
We stepped on fire in our twilights
And strangled it, but we burned
And we washed the abomination from our coasts
And our ports, but we drowned
And clasped from their crevices the star
A grant which we gift to our children
And we built their dwelling above the clouds
And we recoiled in our mud
Filling the earth with faith and fertility
Then we inclined to reap the fruits
But found the desired fruits to be unripe

And recognized that we were the seeds

Heksk
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Salma Al-Khadra Al-Jayousi

Biography

Bornin 1926 in the city of Safad in Palestine to a Palestinian father and
Lebanese mother. She studied in the schools of Acre and Jerusalem, and
migrated with her family to Amman after the 1948 Nakba, completing
her university education in the American University in Beirut, and
receiving her Ph.D from the University of London in 1970. She worked
in some Arab and foreign universities, and was known for her grand
project, the translation of Arab culture to Anglo-Saxon languages

funded and supported by some Arab Gulf states.

Salma was renowned as a poet, critic and translator, where her poetry
was characterized by depth, authenticity and symbolism. She is among
the poets advocating renewal in language, style and poetical structure,
which is not surpising, for she is a contemporary of the Arab renewal
poets in Egypt, Iraq and Lebanon, such as Salah Abdel Sabour, Bader
Shaker Al-Sayyab and Yousef Al-Khal. Many of her poems are a
profound expression of what occurs in the heart of woman in feelings
which society compels her to repress.. She composed her measured and
vertical poetry. She published her poetry collection “Returning from
the Dreaming Spring” in 1960.
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Salim Dababneh

Poverty and Innocence

Salutation to you son

Hopefully you are always well

Surrounding me are your young brothers

Who are all well should you ask about them

They send you greetings

And perennially read your last letter

Where longing in their eyes almost flies with delight
And they always ask about your small drawing

To drown his brow with the priciest of perfumes
Love, dear son

You asked me, and I wish you had not asked in your last letter
About the season of weddings and harvest

And how the companions stay up in the nights

Our seeds are brown since years ago

Dying in its shells whilst we harvest the soil

And figs in our orchards are of torn garments

And oil in our pots dry and the pots

Make rest in darkness the caravans
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And thus this year has passed

Like others and they did not bid the threshing floors peace
Because the sky did not rain

And our land is poor and sparse in giving

As to weddings O sons and friends

Your young friends

They have all migrated to work as soldiers

And our night is a raven

No wedding in its eyelids nor a melting candle

But it sleeps in our eyes as though a god

Oh how many times I have seen it, and presently I see it
On the forehead of your loving mother who says
Write to him lest he return

To his mother and land

Which wishes to see him

Granting him its treasures and the flow of life

And before I sleep

And prior to being drawn to slumber

I implore you son to return

To our land and to till it and extract from it treasures
And plant roses

And spread roses

On the soil of my only grave if I sleep

And a kiss is my kiss to you in closing
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Salim Dababneh

Biography

Salim Shteiwi Dababneh was born in Taybeh Bani Alwan village/
Irbid, and received his education from its schools, and then earned his
bachelor degree in philosophy from the University Damascus in 1966.

He published his works and writings in a number of cultural and

literary publications in his time, including the Beiruti “Al-Adab”, the
Jerusalemite “Al-Ufuk”, “Al-Ufuk Al-Jadid”, and “Al-Adeeb”.,

He worked in the Ministry of Education as a teacher (1967-1975),
and then an education inspector (1975-1979), and thereafter he was
afflicted by a condition which made him isolate himself, and he kept on
writing till his death.

He was a member of the Jordanian Writers Association, and the Osrat
Al-Qalam Cultural Club in Zarqa.

He died in the middle of January 1992 in Zarqa.

Literary works:

He bequeathed around twenty manuscripts of poetry, novels, plays
and intellectual writings, among which are 15 poetry manuscripts, one

of which is entitled: “A Window on Barada”.
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Suleiman Al-Mashini

The Day of Karama, the Day of Victory and
Triumph

The day of Karama, the day of victory and triumph
A day rare among the annals and ages

A day in which Jordan recorded an epic of heroism
In which the Arab nation is prideful and joyous
When our army held the sword of struggle

And did not fear death and bloodied the face of a usurper
And shouted O Jordan O my country

A sun that is more lethal than fire and blaze

And screamed O Jordan O my country

With an effusion of blood watering the eternal earth
The Day of Karama we shall not forget so long

As the sun rises and the light of the dawn nears

The brave evinced strength and sacrifice

The brave soldiers and salute to all the ranks

Who like them produced momentous achievement with their

lives

Facing fear with steel and shields
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And building with sacrifice a great mountain

Its noble height is of great flames

In every inch is a deed for them and a benefaction
Recorded with great pride in the annals

They young men inhaled the perfume of great pride
From the bounty of a chaste free mother and a father
Jordan O wellspring of heroes since time immemorial
O cradle of every loyal and noble human

Jordan since the world was the bastion of nobility

The height of greatness and the height is not like the tail
O abode of desired hope for all of us eternally
Towards a morrow replete with anticipated glory

The soil of your earth O swordman

Is imprinted with blood as pouring clouds

In every inch is a martyr buried and a mouth

That shouts that this is the abode of the diligent master
One who tramples on your glorious soil is burned

By fire and shall withdraw with loss and defect

You ravage a myth which claimed

That their army was never defeated and beaten!

Oh how many a luminous page was written by your right hand
Enriching our annals with sacrifice and perseverance
You consecrated your exertions to greatness

Not heeding the momentary benefit or spoils
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What you accomplished is greater than what can be

encompassed
By poetic composition or literary prose
And how much did Jerusalem witness in heroic feat

Of which you were a supporter in distressful times and

tribulation

Which of your loyal men

Declined to erupt in spirit if beckoned by duty

The sound of cannons arouses the hearing of the men
As though a string which is maddened by delight

It is a great army when its battalions march

Where the foe is forced to flee

An army of intrepidity if the adversary confronts it
Which retreats in defeat in totality

It will recover for us the Agsa and its environs

And will restore the Nativity with its lives and fruits
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Suleiman Al-Mashini

Biography

One of the leading poets of Jordan concerning whom Emir Abdullah
said upon hearing his poetry when he visited Salt in 1949: “You are our
poet O Mashini, and you have a promising future in the world of poetry,
so do not cease to write and innovate, and poetry is a talent and culture”.

Al-Mashini received his education from the schools of the city of
Salt, and thereafter entered into public service in Radio Jordan until
becoming its director.

Al-Mashini composed novels, plays, and national, political and
social poetry, in addition to various drama series and cultural programs,
and he also wrote hundreds of songs and ballads which were sung and
for whom music was composed which continue to be repeated and sung
by people.

Al-Mashini is a nationalist poet to the bone, powerfully expressive,
of solid phraeseology, of sound style, and of beautiful composition, and
who finds poetry not to be a craft or science, but a feeling and emotion,
that flows from the heart and imagination. And the Arabic language
with its rules is the essence of poetry from which the poet derives his

issues in expression, depiction and eloquence. Hence, Al-Mashini may
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be classified within the category of classical poets, and among the great

Arab poets such as Shawqi, Hafez, Al-Zahawi and Al-Jawahiri.

Al-Mashini loved his Jordanian homeland with its cities and villages,
and so composed about it delightful poetry, and was given the epithet
of the lover of Jordan without equal. He composed the operette (I am
Jordan), and he was also attached to Palestine, its cities and villages,

about which he wrote the most splendid poems and songs.

245



246



Samih Al-Sharif
Who and Who

Your space O house of earth is an abode

We see it empty but it is with people populated
Among them is my father

The similar cannot achieve total congruence

I weeped for my incapacity to reverse what is fated
In loss where alternatives are impossible

As though the waterer of tears its falling

Contain secrets whose language is not spoken by the natter

talk
O my heart, do not disillusion my presumptions

If the two opposites engage in conflict there is the survivor and

the departing

For my beginning and end is the same

Like my supposition that the others are the beginners
I am the refuge of the atoms of every element

And my whole being like my part is in its refuge

Despite the absence of justice in the norms of power
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This then in the wisdom of creation is a provider
s s
I recited to my departing day its yesterday
Precious things for me which it seized while twilighting
And what I said made it laugh given
That it is one going back and fro and its pleasures vanishing
The light has fates if it exceeds the distance
For neither is the eye seeing nor the mind cognitive
O friend O world my poetry and companion
If the chatter ends and communication becomes elusive
My youth was devoted to virgin beautiful women
Smelling my breath whilst being pregnant
o
I rise like the sun amid stark darkness
And I have a dorm built by the noble
For the soul is a garage and for the spirit is a breeding place
And all my being is a factory and workshops
I was the same, whether poor or wealthy
And say to the knowledgeable that I am ignorant
The two opposites vied and I did not know who and who
A friend I am loyal to or a foe that I attack
o
It is the land which is an exile and the future concealed

For neither is a day with people nor a morrow that is

considered worthy
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The generations cruise with it in all creation
The quick passed and the deferred is approaching
The spectra of mirrors have no seers
Of all that’s within palpable to the eye
For either a misguidance chosen by my enchantment
Or imagination pursued by imaginings
kock ok
Clouds continued to hinder visions
From the beginning, the excesses harmed him
Hence the similarities were the master of the distance

For every question about the endings is invalid
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Samih Al-Sharif

Biography

Name: Samih Al-Sharif Al-Nasr
Place of birth: Bal a/Tulkarem
Date of birth: 1931

Place of residence: Zarqa Governorate: Zarqa Qassabah, since the
year 1953.

Academic credentials: Bachelor’s degree in business from the

University of Baghdad.

Professional career: he worked as a teacher and the head of the
accounting section in more than one establishment, and thence a
manager in the Engineering Investments Company, and he owned a
private commercial company which he managed. He was the editor of
the cultural page of (Amman Evening) in the sixties, and he contributed

a column in Al Rai and Al Quds newspapers under the name (Sawt).
He authored a book entitled “A Land without Sides” (philosophical
reflections), Al-Safadi printing press, Amman, 1999.

He is a member of: one of the founders of the Jordanian Writers
Union, the Osra Al-Qalam Cultural Club in Zarqa which he headed in
the years 1974-1984, and he was a member of the Jordanian Writers
Association.
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Samir Qudah

It will break me

It will break me if you are there..

Thither on the river bank,

That mint that is forlorn without tea breaks me,
Olffered to the guest,

Prior to the evening prayer,

A hamlet will break me,

In which you are not an adolescent,

Reading the Kahf Chapter in the religion lesson,

Or the cousin of the poetic composer of these words,
Which form like a prophecy whilst the sheikh is slumbering,
After the recitation

Or the joy of a babe

By the alteration of the taste of milk

It will break me,

A night in which you become drunk,

Without my face being dense in front of you,

Like the steam inside the car in icy weather,

It will break me if you descend,
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And did not tell me:

O beloved

Upon the landing of the clouds,

We were upon each other’s shoulders,

Whilst the soldiers were searching for those late in an evening
of romance,

In the hour of curfew..

I shall give them a picture that combines love with inattention,
We haven’t the mood to prove an identity,

Or to display that identity,

The policeman said to me:

Congratulations for your heart,

To the exclusion of all the hearts

Amman may conceal the secret,

So as not to be afflicted by the winter flood,

And we might find the finest enamored couple,

In a book strolling in downtown

And the ink of parlance might freeze,

To relate our story forever

And raise your prophetic image like the national flag
And salute your name like the anthem of nations
Amman may celebrate with an embrace,

Telling the passersby;

Here is the house,

For the house is any place that facilitates love for us..

And night like day on the clock of the lovers,
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Which does not rotate

And you ask me:

Do you like my striped shirt,

Amman circled with us,

And we lost the “location” between the paths
And I awake quivering..

I was not asleep,

And the dew seeps like perfume between my pores,
I smell on the palm of the hand its incense,
Where I remain without washing for two days..
Two days without her,

Digging on the front of the heart,

The harshest scars

It will break me,

For love has a substance like glass,
Translucent if you don’t wipe its heart each day,
Polished like the leg of the beloved,

Allowing the sun to fill the spirit with warmth,
Like the lap in moments of satisfaction..

But it’s fragile,

If hands hurl stones at it

Like all the wars
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Shahla Kayyali

All children are her sons

To the Palestinian woman who stands as a giant in the face of the
Zionist enemy, to her who offers martyr after martyr.. to her as

mother, sister, wife, daughter and martyr:

I love you O woman emitting the sweet scent
Of flowers

I love you O woman singing the love of the earth’s soil
I love you O woman colored with henna

And circles to knock on the gates of her youth
This woman is never accepting

Never yielding to oppression

All the children are her daughters and sons
With the hair braids she knotted them

And protected them from the treacherous bullet
The body of this woman

Was for them a barrier.. a barrier.. a bridge

She said pass upon the body as eagles
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No matter a bullet fired on my chest

So long as you are alive

Like a dream you pass, your laughter filling all the quarters
I love you O woman that lived safeguarding a life’s exile
Hanging from the waste chain are the talismans of a secret
Awaiting the rain pouring from every sky

So that the secret of my woman enters the earth’s depth
And the secret of the woman blooms with flowers

With all the seasons of love that is stark red

With which the face of my woman eternally glances

With each morning

I love you O woman wearing a gown

Spun by Canaanite blood

For your gown is a banner emblematic of love looking above

the flowering dream
And the pigtail of Leila reached the waist

I love you O woman roaming as the wind and digging a water

wheel

Relating tales to the children
About a night that will vanish
With the grip of dawn
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Salah Abu Lawy

Done by the Young Anan

Two steps

And we open the gate of clouds

1 said be patient for behind you is an aged summer
Dragging the stick of the oaks

Two steps

Naught remains of the siege but to break it

And you are the horse

Whenever a handful diminished

Under you the earth-flowed on its cheek

Two stars, one for the distant

And another which wasn’t lost between what became and what
was

O Anan
These times are beguiling
So don’t await your father’s return

For you hail from a hamlet that gave birth to fatherless
prophets

Or kinship
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You alone are the water and fire

So strike your stick

And tell the water wheels be and they are
A paradise and fire

Two are there

So fill your youth with your mother’s lap of affection
And bleed on her chest what you can

You shall return to life

Pure as when born

Two persons

So be as when she nursed you a moon
Coveted by the land

And a sword in the waste of the pangs if they encircle you
O Anan

There is no gate for love other than you
And perdition

The newborn of perdition

What’s thither is hither

And here is what’s there

They steal what’s behind

So beware of what’s in front

They steal the front

So beware of what’s behind you

They kill the place

So make your steps firm

There’s no place for us
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And the exiles are holes which catch us one by one
Their well

So melt O solitary one of the place

O Anan

The tear of a free woman drills the earth

So raise your sky

And fall upon it

And incite your winter

Water, even if the plants presume good towards it
Flows with the effluage of shame

O Anan, it is not your water

Every olive tree in the land

Which has a tale and a father and son

Every river struck its rocks

Or embraced its sand

It was a talisman and monitored

Every bird migrating between the north and the south
Tiberius extends a hand of water

Every song for a prophet,

Its water baptizing it

Whereupon its branches exclaim

What every star chants hidden in the western sky
llluminating the night

And kindle the flame and do not alter your passion
And be a single body in the wager

O Anan
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There is no retribution for them

So why did they apply punishments to you
And the sky is the width of your hands

You are not ink

On the pages of deals

You’re not a slave to be ordered by the acquiescent masters
Every capital but for Jerusalem

Is the capital of a woolf and diaspora

Which drags us to dispersal

O Anan

Behind the borders are plentiful palm trees
Extending their hands

So reach out to life

Everything perishes but for the martyrs

And what the travelers leave in memories
Everything dies so if asked say:

(this was done by the small one among them)
Anan

Two steps

Two steps

Two steps
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Aref Awwad Al-Hilal

Only me and only you

O drawer of the sword place in the sheath your sharp sword
The edge of your sword the heart of the love is not mandated
For love is a passion with an impervious edge if it shines

All the swords when we let, the love spread

If you desire a heart without love to jump on

For truth is with a sunken heart that is distant

Unsheath your sword and do not shun its strikes

Leave your desire in it even if the sword is distant

The sword does not wound a man’s heart in a protected wing
The heart cast that corner and asked God’s reward

By God the Reckoner of passion shall safeguard him

From the spears and from a sword if it is colored

For the body withers away and the spectrum of spirit is
glittering

Those are the throngs above one who prunes

And the spirit in the body is not deterred by justice

For the soul follows the impulse of passion
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And fear is more truthful than a mind with ruses
This is my heart that does not lie with the beating heart

Advise does not deter the prisoner of gentleness from selfless

affection

In love there is a God giving the heart what it demands
I am in love while the head has become of grey color
No doubt nor surprise

For the heart attaches to the eyelashes of a singer
With a gentle flow of beauty thereby being attracted
Lazy, guarding, circling the side with fear

Winning a bet but hopefully her gain is golden threads

The magic of the eyelids has broken the appearance- be and it

was

Like the noon in the sea encountering its path

I and my companion like the connection of a letter in parlance
The letter is not understood except according to sequence

A half for a half and half of the half completes it

And the identical seeking seriousness and delight

Until the convergence of the two hearts meet their secrets

A heart that has youthful love and a heart that complains of
exhaustion

From intense love the illusion strives between them
If there is love then an apparition pursues the desires
If a gentle spectrum comes from you in support

I offer the water of passion seeking it with amble
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Do you recall the distant blaze
Befalling me with low whispering and noise
Drawing nigh to my intuition and from you the eye has tipped

Prior to the rebound of the hanging spectrum which drew

close

Emitting illumination as an effusion of light

Where I surreptitiously apprehended its light

When I rested in the heart of the night it made me sleepless
The bleeding springs are more fearful of thirst and measles
I drank less than a five by four times

Until I remedied the ailment of your liver

Thence I chose with little provisions for hospitality

A half to prevent your hunger

And the eye looks for a gazelle from this love

If it sleeps I sleep otherwise it is in doubt and fearful

The favor is yours which I reckon

Gaining virtues which he gained from your benefaction

Who other than you as honorable in the custom of love has

gathered

The asceticism of aridity and the cold of the interior and the
blaze

[ seek intimacy and you seek a previous desire

The gathering of a mixture enveloping the pampering and

reproach

My reproach is only a remembrance of one who separated
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Reproach is commensurate with the giving one
Thence I obtained the overflowing container which I filled

Pouring forcefully in the throat of the ailing and the

expression of the self which is undeletable

I imbibed from you noble words which are the most truthful
The letter of verse as the composition of pearls and speeches
Poetry that is crafted like weaving shield and fastening it
And prose bequeathed weakness of body and fatigue

I narrate in my poetry the cloudiness of vision without
prohibiting beverage

Poetry does not reform one who has not imbibed literature
This is my tale to the honorable

1 did not add a letter to what the heart has composed

O honorable lady return to an affinity between us

Pleasing the self with what is obligatory
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Atef Al-Farayah

Biography of a Shirt

I was formed from the lint of the clouds..

Until I awoke to a protruding body wearing my frame
I awoke to the first of the passers to my body

When my lines repeated their colors anew

While the sky changes its shirts prior to each sunset tearing

me..

And thence sleeps like the earth before winter tearing its

shirts!

O bleeding buttons due to the torture of the fingers
Since Adam met Eve

Whom Adam came from India to seek by day

And she searched day and night

The poet said:

(Only the shirt presently knows who commenced the human

game between them)
The life leaned on me and the fissure widened

I am inexorably struck from behind..

271



In case women are indifferent to the voice of virtue
But I am not Yousef to flee to the door

And then became the sacrificial lamb and the judge
Says the poet:

(If it ruptures from behind is matter, and from the heart is

another matter)

Then cut all his buttons and burn him)
Oh my back which is torn by lashes..

In my prison cell

One wore me whilst I received the lashes

And another wore me to hand the radiance of the stars on my

shoulder.

And thence soak me in blood

And hit me atop the pulpit of his dreams to instigate wars
But I

Am not Uthman to be avenged by wars.

I am the secret of all the naked people

But I became worn out in a world where half of its clothes

were lost
On the road to civilization
And the other- the half tore it with the nails of gold

Since the time when the caliph’s shirt was a cloth that is

unamenable to tearing by a sword.

A son of his tore it whom he had brought up with the tariqa
sheikhs

And the tariga was for the throne
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By ripping the shirt of his father from behind.

I am the secret of all the concealment of the sea of mirrors
For all the paths.. the plebians—the desired joy.

For the icon of asceticism.. and the marble desire

For the roses.. the killers

The kings.. shepherds.. thieves.. concubines

Slaves.. free women.. elitist women.. for the awards

For a tailor of a widow

Who oftentimes folded me upon her two knees

To breastfeed her orphans with the needle which oftentimes

pierced me..

I am the skin of a beauty receiving spears from the passersby
And because I am the shirt..

The naked perennially looked for me

But

Presently I am seeking a shirt!!
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Abdel Rami Umar

From the Nights of Penelope

The Greek myth has it that when Penelope’s husband the hero
Odysseus was absent for a long time, and had many suitors, she
promised to marry them after spinning the wool she had, but she
unspun by night what she spun in daytime, and she passed her life

awaiting her absent beloved.

The day died

O my unspun spin the day has died

And the silly visitors congregated behind the wall
But they shall not enter

O sorrowful home I am in waiting

The hands in night will unspun what was spun in daytime
But will be born

A new day

And again I shall long for the seas

And attach the grievous eye to the distant

With a new tune in my mind:

Will he really return?
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Your worshipped sailor has his head held high
Or will he not return?

And my heart shall die knowing only the gloom of the years

* ok ook

The day has died

And chief of night and the indolent appear

To renew my patience and suppositions

And I see you dear Odysseus in my affectionate dream
My rock on the sad yesterday

Curtains of love which years did not vanquish

And I madly extend my palm

And unspun what I did in the sad yesterday

The day has died

And edifice of the sun collapsed in the silence of the horizon
Naught remained of it except burning shrapnel

And the light died out

Do you think it will come in darkness

And does not lose its way through the seas?

He is on his way to me O my long night

I almost see his beautiful countenance

He has vanquished adversaries and the high waves
And appeared smiling victorious

This is our love which misfortunes overwhelmed

But he is the everlasting even if the day of life died!
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Abdullah Abu Baker

Rope of Survival

O life..

Be fair to me if only for once
Remove the sun from my face

And wind from my hand

O cups.. permit me to drink

Or hit my heart if only once

So long as I drunk you and was defeated..
And struck you and was shattered

O sea

Go a little backwards

Everything is here..

Afflicted by drowning

O earth..

Cease to orbit in my head

Take what I wanted from this space
And let me travel without a compass

Carry me above a cloud

281



Or a flower

It was I who carried you on my shoulder like a bow without

arrows.

Or like an empty bottle of water!

Dear friends..

Do not clap for me

Your hands will remain short

O unseen..

Answer me if only once..

What do you hide for me?

Let’s talk in the arena of the day

Like warriors ..

Awaiting the end of the battle

O wind..

Come hither

Strike with me the trees of the still time
In the corner of the forest

Fill me with air

And cold

I want to vanquish the fire raging upon my body

I want to say if only one word that rests in describing

desolation
I want a flower that carries the tree
Or guides it to the path of return

Wherein the river is in love
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And the waterfall.. the safety rope

Such is how the poet can complete his life without erasure

Of stumbling..

Such is how I can say that I am getting old without being
incapacitated

And I become younger..

Without stumbling on a thorn at the garden gate
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Abdullah Abu Shmeiss
Saffourah Poem

You had not yet known my name
And I had not known your name
But my heart froze

Our father the sheikh said

1 offer to you in marriage one of my two daughters

The earth orbited with me one cycle
And thirty years of waiting
Which froze in my eye

1 did not recall what later transpired
But my small sister swears
That the birds fluttered on my brow

And the roses sprouted in my forehead

When I told the sheikh that I accept the betrothal!

And you referred to me
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Your face remained

Washed with the desert sand

And your eyelids replete with dust

But your eyes flowed with love-water, fire

If you look at me

“Forgive me, for I do not have

A dowry for you

Except my hand

And a tongue chanting your name
But it will remain loyal

“I came from the palace of Pharoah
Wherein are the tales of silk

Full of incense mist

And swimming in the sweet aroma

And you traversed the deserts
On your feet
To pluck, dear sir, the flower of the Bedouin

Sir,

In jewels is fire which do not heat, however,
Our bodies are not white but excel in sacrifice,
Our mouths do not emit the scent of musk

But they utter truth,
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And love, dear sir, is not an art to us

But is life for the living!

There is no silk or jewelry in our attire..
For we haven’t garments other than our sustenance

And the bare minimum of jewelry

And the tents here do not resemble the towers of Egypt
But our children are jovial and happy
Around them

In the pure air

What little we have we give you,

But sir, we shall give you everything
% % %

And I gave you, sir,

All that I can

You were my husband
And big child
Who if he gets angry breaks the clay of my heart..

Oh, how many nights I stayed up collecting my crumbs from
the ground

Create me of dust

And attach me to the tears
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So I return for you as pottery

And give you the water of my love!
Aren’t you at the water of Midian

Who permitted the herd to drink for me?!

I have given you, sir,

All that I can:

Body of the Bedouin lady

(None before you has untied the braids of my hair
Nor touched the belt of my waist)

And two Capricorns - two young like you!

Their stride is the breadth of spring

I have offered you my life

I recall given that you slept in my lap
Whilst telling me about your killed person
And tears sobbing above your eyelids?
Like the clouds you are my beloved
Seeing you as lightening and thunder
And only I beheld the tears

Rolling down the cheek of your mother in the cradle

Falling from your sister’s cheek in the river
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Also falling from the cheek of your mother onto the cheek of

the newborn!

You are my gentle child

Who when he mumbles my name
Murmuring in me the pots of happiness
And the plains are bathed in the rainbow

You are my magnificent child!

When you travel with the sun shepherding the cattle
Disappearing with the sun’s horizon

And when you return with the night my sun rises
Such I am since I have known you

My time is the opposite of everyone

® ok sk

Yesterday my beloved returned

Telling me with the lips of the alien;
Ten years have passed..

I remembered my father the sheikh, the two hands, and my
dowry..

And the sun was gathering its rays for sunset

He said:
Indeed, we shall soon return to Egypt!
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1 didn’t say anything..
I proceeded to gather my crumbs from the ground
Create me of dust

And attach me to the tears

So as to return for you as pottery

And to water you from my thirst
O beloved!
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Abdullah Ridwan

Rest

Cupboards rest at the end of night

Sounds of joints have a silent moaning

A warrior reposes at the end of life
Childhood is stirred within me.. my fire rises..

And so I ask what am 1? An intangible fate, or perchance a
homeland walled by the stars
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Abdullah Mansour

Three Fugitive Poems

My brothers are ten
My brothers were ten
No woe for the first and second
And the third does not speak.. he just cries..
And loves bitter coffee
The fourth travelled with the moon of the countryside
And did not return from behind the moonlit nights
The fifth was 1
Mad and feels antipathy from the first glance
Believing that opportunity presents itself to the silly
Simply more than once
As to the rest they filled the pot with oil
And thence disputed who would possess it
Then they agreed to break the pot
skskek
Fifty years of a lifetime pass by

And I remain a child
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Chasing a dove atop the roofs

And I continue to search in every pondering

For my life which hung me

On the balcony of passion and remorse

I remain that killedPerson

On the chest of Najd

Counting the hurried steps to my tomb

And what Tuhama inflicted

So from which wound will I be given jasmine

And which language will classify me as impossible?

I tended my wound

The heart enamored with the splendid women

Consumed with handsomeness

I that passed the threshold of fifty years of age

Entailing the clarity of manhood and the tears of the cloud

And I remain a child

Looking in every anomaly for my life

How many a time can I overlook the songs

And how many a time will I attain to the goodness of safety?
ekck

A candle and prepare for them your candlestick

And burn as you will smiling

Before they despoil your festival

For one who let you down

Desirous of cutting your tongue
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And one like you

Equal to seeing a dead body

Borrowing your place

O genius, however long your stick

And however much you rip your time

You shall remain at the start of the curve
Drawing from the ashes of hopes your being
For space may be narrow for a bird

As long as it resides in your oak

Suddenly it proceeded to the depth of area
Repressing his illusions

Whereupon they violated your horizons

And then the earth orbited

Whereby the sorrow dispersed between the fields
A season that condemned you

So dismount

For what you ride is an illusion, a nothingness

And you did not notice how they terminated your horse
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Abdel Munim Al-Rifai

The Traveler™

(The Procession of Life)

O traverser of highlands and deserts
Is there a recurrence of your journey at dawn
The road is long and has exhausted you
And the running of passion and the singing of verse
An immense journey whose distance is as though
A trek of thought in the expanse of space
Whenever you traverse in its domains a distance
Passion uncovers a new imagination
And so you composed passion in lines and lines
Yearning and beautiful in repetition

(1) The verses (130-29 ,27-) were published in Filastin Newspaper on 301960/4/,
p-3, and under subheadings: Launching (16-), the Blooming of Flowers (7 - 11),
Renewal (1216-), Inspiration (17 - 21), Wildness (2924-22 ,30-), Had"a (25 - 27)
which were introduced by the following words: (These are splendid sections of
the AL-Musafir” epic poem, which were composed recently by the poet diplomat
Abdel Munim Al-Rifa’i the Permanent Representative of Jordan to the United
Nations, and which he relates the story of his life, his estrangement, striving,

love, and the thoughts of his heart (An Arab, warrior, ambassador, father and
human).
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I carried misery through wound upon wound
For your verse rhyming endings are a bloody hymn

k koK
Do you recall as the time is arrogant
And your inner self is marred by coldness
And the hope rests upon a chest
That is protruding and soft
She exchanged passion and we treaded with reticence
And the impulsiveness of youth is not cautious
A youngster stimulated a youngster and came into encounter
The romance of fine rain and the green branch
We did not consummate the encounter and sipped
From the honey of life the wine of existence

* koK
Perchance a recollection that might return to be experienced
With similar manifestation and renewal
A young gazelle traversed my turf and saluted
Inquiring about my lost love
[ said it departed, and its aroma issued onto you
O secret of the enamored intended one
And he bowed covering the wounds in sorrow
Where passion is between obedience and obstinacy
And we parted and were distanced from one another
The reproach and slander of the envious

In still echoes and silence
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She awakened me playing the strings of my Oud
Asking poetry why it does not sing
And why is passion fettered by inertness
We drank wine slowly and deliberately
And imbibed to the flow of poetry
And our lips met ablaze
The longing of passion between the waist and the belt
She went her way and I went mine
And distance beckons renewal
kosk ok
The peak is above a height of our passion
[ stood between my desire and limits
The wish fetters me and so I cover the mouth
Then I revert to strong reproach
O madness of youth undergirded by wildness
There is no more in my wings
A situation which nostalgia evoked
In a bowing of guidance and prostration
No rustling of the branches which inclined with the wind
Nor birds longing for singing
Which vanished without luster
The time of play, passion and song
Without reversion to soft memories
As swords in their sheaths

Is a nightingale to be blamed if it flies towards the clouds
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And upon every height and plain

Or is a sweet scent to be reproached for dreaming at night
And travelling with the coming of a new morn

The voracious drinker is intoxicated and the

Blonde filled with her hand the cup of the depraved man
As though with a call from beyond

Which resonates in my ears and existence

Passion while my homeland is shaken

With a bloodied martyr and a displaced person

With virgins in captivity as concubines

Between red and black tears

The brow of pride is bloodied and has bowed

Behind its banner are the battalions of the forefathers
We rose upon the moaning of the victims

And we broke the prohibitions of fetters

And we of all races have waged the struggle

With pure Arab blood

Every inch of our land and sky

Has resonated with greatness and the throbbing of the
mobilizing of the armies

One convoy after another, and holy striving

From jihad, to what is new derived from what is old
How can I forget and in my right hand is meaning

The effect of fire and the launching of steel

Sleep here, for the orations have been too protracted
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This is the lying down of the expelled and wounded

And around you are returnees and the ailing

And the sound of prayer and recitation

From a good father God rest his soul

And a compassionate brother and a loving mother
& koK

She approached with her bravery and misery

With heavy and inert steps

And she bowed above vacuous ribs

With an extended arm

Placing my ailing smile with perfume

From the lined open interior

As though with our disturbed hopes

We were ushered in to our appointed day

The evenings laugh when they see us

And thence weep over the old and new

While he feels satisfied

We constructed an edifice of affluence

Wishing for the jewelry of the stars to be gifted

From the jewelry of the star every rare necklace

And we pray to the exalted upon every horizon

And address desire with the cup of eternity

We rose above the clouds in every sky

And folded the sound of the sea waves behind the borders

And we came out to the sea with the thoroughbred horse
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To the gentle and covered beach

And sung with the nightingales in the early morning

Lending to the birds sweet songs

And we descended from the meadows and green

Heights towards the distant elevations

Sitting with the sorrowful dealing

With the wounds of harm and the degradation of the slaves

Walking with the kings towards a zenith

With the aura of glory and solace

We possessed life from its two sides

The senseless play and the intensified efforts

And we attracted the wishes which yielded

The flower of the lifetime on the forehead on a newly-born
* koK

O passion of the self when longing

Overwhelms me towards the joyous and happy tryst

And the guidance of thought when I seek in the universe

Allah in the state of eternity

And my survival when I perish with time’s passage

Placed in the abyss of graves

O flicker of lights when I walk in the night

Longing for the new morn

And I move at noon in the expanse of space

If I am bothered among people with my fetters

And with my flow with the rivulet towards the meadow
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And running with the wandering gazelle
Perchance if I cry I would grant you tears
My eyelids, eyes and cheeks
Or I sighed pouring my love
For you from my firm heart
O joy and sweet longing
And remembrance of passion and my intimacy and solace
You came to us whilst life is thirsty for
Fertility whereupon you revived the wilting roses
For the aroma which moved in the dwelling
Your sweet emitting smell
* % %
Our eyes did not close as though a shadow
Terrified our dreams with a severe calamity
Carried on the wings of the jinnis
Catapulted from the black shadows
You suppose that the kiss with contentment
Leads to tragedy in the lost time
Seeing the angry look as a mirage
In which passion dissolved by the blowing of the rejection
And so it inclined right and left amid the waking of a stricken

person
And a world of harm and an ingrate vision
Fleeing from my hand scattering

Flowers and I fastened on him the sweet scent of my roses
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Escaping from my turf with moving deer
Distant temptation impervious to fleeing
O dear gazelle you depart to the concealed
The distant desert of certain misguidance
Where people are a fox at a snake
At a wolf that is affectionate with gentle garb
I was not unjust to people but an arrow
From you bloodied satisfaction with a rancorous wound
I do not see around me at morning except misdeeds
And my doubting my nature and existence
And seeking the shield of the pious in a conflict
In which unbelief scorns monotheism
* koK
To what direction did I proceed whilst the road is scary
And your nights therein are blackness upon darkness
The lightning’s set free with refinement
A deceitful sign and perfidious pledges
1 fear for you for the thorns have wounded you
And the intense heat has bloodied the humid cheeks
I in olden times have been inclined to give you affection
What if the heart inclines anew
Have I been unjust? Perhaps..
But I tended your wounds
So why did you not pour your affection

And to strengthen my determination
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So let me empty the cups of my wrongdoing
Why did you fill the cup with more?
Where did you orient what you asked in retreat
For it remains since a time a lover of the old
You did not ask the annals that are thriving
With lamps from heights and solace
You did not beckon fidelity, love and compassion
And the nature of dew and the effusion of generosity
No, nor a buffalo was raised in
Blessing slumbering tranquilly with soar feet
You made him used to calmness and so it
Asked for your lost inclination to wrongdoing
Whereupon I evade its grumbling
Whereby he seeks with his firm side
In a morrow in which the branches bear leaves whereupon
1 tell about my youth and my story to the only one
On a morrow the angels hear our whisperings:
A father and a born son
The stars hang down around our nights
And time will sing the tune of eternity
And you look from the distant niches
Wishing to return without them
) sk ok
Oh one who inhabits worry and obsessions

Alone with extended imagination
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Where poetry jovially plays in your areas and glory

And the dust of wishes and the flame of verse

The gentle wind passes around you devoid

Of the words of people and the whispering of the envious
And fog enshrouds your yesterday

Until you do not see but your desired day

Perchance freedom is embraced by fetters

Whereupon it rises by holding onto chains

So peace on you grief has made you fall

Whereby the hearing of existence listened to you
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Abdel Munim Al-Rifai was born in the Lebanese city of Tyre, having
received his early education in Safad and Haifa and his secondary
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was wounded in World War Two with the bullets of the French, and

was bed-ridden for two years until he recovered.
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Abdul Muim bequeathed a poetry collection which he named “Al-

Musafir-The Traveler” which did not include all of his poetry, given
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that he selected what behooves his standard. In his poetry he inclines to
the classical form insofar as the judicious phraseology, the grandeur of
style, reminding us of the great Arab poets. In effect, his poetry is the
product of an effusive, and broad traditional culture, and a bird’s eye
view of the world and the experiences of nations. He is a sensitive poet
who strictly holds himself to account, and hence he did not publish his
divan except in 1979, omitting much of the poetry which he did not
like. Thus it may be said that Rifa’i was a school of taste, manners and

sagacity, and his poem “Al-Musafir” is a true expression of himself.
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Atallah Al-Hajaya

The Cameleer

Playing music with your soul is not calmed by much parlance
Playing like throngs of doves

Playing that renders transparency

And does not appease in love

A bard who does not hear the singing

A camel driver who was dispersed in the fine verse and so the

light spread

A bard murmured by the air
O wind be a part of it

Or scatter it as it wishes

sk

The south drizzle appeared on your lips devoid of hypocrisy
Grief dwells in the south

And the night stays up in the south

And the sea extended its shadow at the sides of the south
What for the south when it has spread in your veins like blood

Was this love akin to water?
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So that the trekkers do not behold it for it was cloaked by the
sky

This love wasn’t like water

sk ok

Oh how many nights came to the south and some of you

remained in the south

How many a night the mischievous poured his tears on the

sand

O you, oblivious of the distance between your spirit and the

south

The path when you traversed it

The south was the conversation partner

And the horses when you rode them

Then the south was the attacker

And the sword when you drew it

The south was the razor edge

Even the south

Continues to dwell in the south

And so if you breathed love the south was the exhalation
skskesk

The sand when you split it asunder

The eras flowed from the wound

If you were angry in opposition

The south was itself the wrath

And if you come loving peace
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The south was the pleasure

Did your heart ever long where Rum is embraced by Al-Naqab
The south was the echo of your voice chanting

The south was the call

The south is emphatically the call
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Biography

Atallah Mohammad Al-Hajayah was born in Al-Hassa in 1966. He
studied Arabic language and literature in the University of Jordan,
and thence he was awarded the higher diploma in philosophy. After
completing military service he became a teacher in the governorates of
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working in the School Curricula and Textbooks Administration, where
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the section of Arabic language curricula. He authored and participated
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development of syllabi between the years 2003-2008.

He received the master’s and doctoral degrees in modern literature,
and then he became a professor at the University of Jordan, where he
participated in authoring the Arabic language and communication skills
textbooks, and the Arabic language for foreigners. He composed poetry
early on, but he did not compile or publish his poetry, sufficing with

partaking in poetry recitals and festivals, and he also wrote short stories.

To his credit are two unpublished studies on Jordanian literature and

satirical writing. Among his unpublished works of poetry is his diwan
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“Biography of Sand”, and the diwan “ Folding the Meaning”, and a

collection of stories.

He wrote journalistic articles in numerous newspapers and websites,
and he is a member of the Jordanian Journalists Syndicate and a member
of the Jordanian Writers Association, and was a member of its board of
directors. He was the editor in chief of “Awraq” journal published by

the Association during the years 2015-2017.
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Atallah Abu Zayyad

From his poem entitled, You and the World Against
me

You and the world against me..

What has remained for me

The world has overwhelmed me..

And my endurance has dried swiftly like perfume in my hands
The longing has pillaged the slumber from my eyebrows..
And love has humiliated the heart..

He was once haughty

And passion violated my hopes and dreams..

And did not let anything remain

You and the world are lofty and high, so to whom should 1

present my worries?

And who is the sympathetic person to heal my injury?
My boat is sinking in port..

In the abode of perennial safety..

And the lighthouses that guide in the still night.

I closed my eyes..

And the voice dissipated in the great sea
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And the unjust darkness blinded all the eyesof the stars..
Scornful and longing for me.

Whilst I am walking as a brat?

Carrying yearnings and heavy hopes..

Whereupon my shoulders are bloodied

You and the world are against me..

From you I avail of affection and joy..

An hour or a part of an hour

Then he becomes repugnant and a hell..

Just like the action of ebb and flow in the seawater..
Like people striving with submission..

Supplicating for rainfall if the drought endures for long
And I returned to the earth with lean years..

With tidings of plenty and abundance

And thence its grueling nights extend

Where it eliminates..

What it kindled in hopes and plants

With the tempests of thunder and lightning..

I know not how I became the blameworthy

And my sin became great

And I retreated like a shadow assaulted by the sun..
And becomes weak

Of what benefit are the petitions and excuses
Arduously seeking forgiveness

With his pains, proceeding with loyalty

Despite the eyesore he lives purely
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Oh what volcano on its mouth I was slumbering on

Then it erupted.. spreading on earth destruction

And behold, I float atop the blazing sea

Raising my voice in apology

And the soul flows with sorrow and gried

And I call seeking succor.. where I do not receive a response
Except from my hand

It passed to open-to expel me in the night- a gate

Perhaps naught remains in me.. other than my faith for I have
not been disobedient to my Lord

In the morning my spirit makes remembrance in His height
and in the evening

The Creator of the dawn with perfection
The Maker of fine beauty
You and the world are against me

Where events storm all corners of the earth.. and I spend the
night of my sorrows

Prolonged without shutting my eyes

Here I am seeking every day a far corner

Of horses bonds where the sun falls in the ocean of darkness
Which it colored it when it was sent to death

The blood of twilight, and hovered above the throne from the
wounds of the horizon

The glittering of the sea and verse.. Amman of horses and
palm trees which hold up the hand palms

Like ascetics to the Lord of heaven

With firmness, greatness and sharpness
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What has remained in me.. other than a great love which

sweeps my depths violently..

And an embrace of burning passion... which roasts the

burning love of the heart

Wide eyes, burgundy lips, and a gregarious countenance
Thirsty repelling me if I ask him for drink

It chased me like wolves.. the assault of misery- for long

Whenever I cast the stick of voyaging on the ground.. it ran
behind me..

So I intended to travel.. I collect my articles and possessions

So be gentle o time. Ah, only a few seconds remain of the
distance

Give me some safety.. I shall pass..

Such destiny has decreed.. without a companion

Marauding the valleys of this world without tolls for passage
I smell the spirits of fire

My throat is dry.. as though in the darkness of the desert I run
behind the glitter

You.. I know not, are you an illusion in my life or a reality?
And the feelings that have sailed in silence..

Will they raise friendly flags

Am I like a light that has lost its way in the night...
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Associations of which he is a member:
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Ala a Armouti

Amman

She was pleased and he was pleased and they almost savored
Fearful and he gathered his hand palms and separated them
He distanced himself with two doubters near the blaze
He draped the height of two butterflies and knocked
Doubtful he did not love the beautiful nor inquired
About her and neither drank the cups or poured in them
His mouth is pure criticized and coveted
And he has piety that is wanted and feared
He is above being burdened by sins and between
Being surpassed by the remorseful
%%
Amman the proclivity of rippling dew
And the love of music
Its romance is manifested in it and increases
Its excusable love to take effect
Amman the longing of a passion to happen

And the longing of a noria to flow
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The hope of heat that its rays melt
Rain to be succeeded by spring with elegance
And a gazelle whom he persistently desired
The necklace of piety who is circled by piety
I was on the verge of embrace and I had the illusion
That the embrace and its opposite were not created
The obsession of the easterner is to be western
And the wish of the westerner is to return to the east
A moon which fears its consummation and a poem
Whose beginning enchanted and remained suspended
skeksk
O gazelle of a city desert land
And from villages is chattering which sweetened the encounter
O bitter one I ignited your affection
Like horses which galloped above the height
O wine in whichever barrel are you
Your forbidden blood and where have you become old
What sickened this head from its vineyards
But white hair folded it which is meshed
O emblem of nightly conversation heightened by the lover
Blaze which asks to be burning
Passion explained your kin as the interpretation of their book
With a tongue of silence which almost ruptured
And your sons did you no injustice when turned them down

With crankiness and they refrained from being crankier
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People will continue to sympathize with you
Where your forgiveness has made a pledge to you
Have you forgotten the old duel (Nazzal) and its folk
Have you forgotten his countenance and crossroads
And a slanderer who is old at the crossroads of youth
Burning with the declension of encounter
His appearance to you was an adorned amulet
His offspring surrounded his advent
Your molding will continue not to undercut his reproach
He does not chide you and sympathizes with you
The face of forgiveness travelled in his seas
He came travelling with a boat
You are harsh while we gently reproach
When it behooves for one who loves you to be kind
skskek
I would rather that your impatience intensifies
A description which increases you in the wandering elegance
The arch of love Oh how much you have placed
The arrow of passion which flew and hovered
At times losing the antelope and sometime
Enveloping the gazelles tapered and checkered
Oh how much I praised your beauty with verse and speech
For the silk board to arouse the brocade cloth
I reached a great limit reflecting on you

And conceiving and sensing and exhaling
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Covering your dust while loving you in prostration

And I smelled your sweet aroma imbibing you as a knocker
And I looked, of smiling eyes and forbearing

I perceived the laugher with clapping hands

And I longed for “Ahmad” where 1

Due to loss steps gently on the earth

Hokk

O Qibla of the doubtful and O pain of passion
Is your silence pained if | speak and disclose
This was not knowledge bestowed on me

But rather a kiss for you which musters logic
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Ali Al-Battiri

How do I sing?

I love my song but 1

Seek a joyous occasion to sing

Your son O world is thirsty

Is there in your breast a wellspring of affection
Whose essence is love of Man

So without love how could I sing?

And without joy how could I sing?

How could I sing when the world does not ask about me?
How could I sign when my heart

Is devoid of the intention of love

And in my eye is the beloved of my path

I do not encounter safety and solace?

O lantern of the green dream

Do not open your heart to the wind

Be a free pledge that is invincible

Help me for the steps are wounded

For without a dream how could I sing?
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And without a promise how could I sing?
How could I sing when the world does not ask about me?
O world that is the planet of my love

I supplicate you with the rose of my heart
Do not steal my joy from my dwelling

Be the laughter of my sun and day

Do not let your humanity perish

Show me your love.. show me your justice
Bring back to me the joy of the days

And grant the bird of the dreams

A horizon and a space to sing..

For without love how could I sing?

And without joy how could I sing?

How could I sing when the world does not ask about me?!
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Ali Al-Amiri
The Chamber

The room is unforgettable

The room weeps when I depart, and gathers the flying feathers
Moonstruck, seated nearby the papers, scratching solitude
And the crosses, opening lost rivers in the vast summer,
Paring moons

And arousing the wing of remembrance

The room is unforgettable

And the walls shelter around them guards who

Hold each other, and the chamber is bored despite the

presence of pencils

And the

Descending

Fire remained

Like the umbilical chord hanging from the ceiling,

And despite the presence of the crescent books, intense

boredom abounds

Around the waist of the room like glue.
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Therefore, 1 left my shirt on my bed, so as

To mislead her into thinking I am still in her possession, and 1
slowly came out

So as not to awaken her.

But when I returned, I beheld on every wall a night

Each holding to the other,

My bed became a coffin

And the room sleep in my shirt.

340



Ali Al-Amiri

Biography

He belongs to a Palestinian family exiled from Bisan in 1948. He was
born in Waqgqas village on April 1, 1962, and he lived his childhood in
“Al-Qlei at” village, a Jordan Valley village.

He participated in Arab and international poetry festivals, in Palestine,
Jordan, the Emirates, Yemen, Iraq, Tunisia, Syria, France, Spain, Costa
Rica, Macedonia, Kosovo. He also partook in online “encounters” held

in Italy, Macedonia, Azerbaijan and Bolivia.

His poems were translated to French, Spanish, Italian, German,

English, Macedonian, Albanian and Azerbaijani.

He partook in the membership of juries for a number of literary and

artistic awards.

He was a founding member and technical director of the Dubai
International Art Symposium in 2013 and he participated in international
plastic arts forums in Jordan, the Emirates, Greece, Macedonia,
Rumania, Georgia and Egypt. He participated in group exhibitions in
Jordan, the Emirates, Palestine, Kuwait, the United States, Rumania,
Greece, Georgia and Egypt. He held his first exhibition “Deep Mirrors”

in Amman in 2015.

341



He published these books: “These are my Intuitions.. This is my
Mysterious Hand” (poetry), “White Eclipse” (poetry), “A Bewitched
Thread” (poetry) issued in two Arabic editions, and a Spanish edition in
the capital of Costa Rica, Saint Jose, “The Book of Ink™ (dialogues with

seven poets), and “The Book of Intuitions” (selected poetry).

Founding member of the Ajras Poetic Group, and a founding member

of the Irzal Society for Culture and Arts in Jordan.

He 1s a member of the Jordanian Writers Association, General Union

of Arab Writers, Jordanian Journalists Syndicate.

342



Ali Faouri

An Attempt to Reach the Shadow

[ shall return but not to myself

I shall shed interpretation from my shoulders

I shall revert to my old mouth for

I seduced it but it did not acquiesce

The shirt fell bleeding

With the blood of the quest: when will you become again soft?
I shall return so that it is not said that

I am perfidious and deceitful in my words

I shall be in the annals the last of the lovers
From the cloak of Hallaj will come out alive

So that I do not see myself from my hand falling
I shall remain as I claim an easterner

I will be myself even if passion prevails

For I am the one who formed him with my hands
And I, since the winters in which

I was born together with the clouds
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I almost gave through my poem
But did not see what’s similar to my pouring blood
And to return to me my former coffee

I shall revert to where I began “exalted”
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Ali Al-Fazza a

Fawwaz Ghorani interprets the dream

Weariness overcomes the heart,

Doesn’t wine cause tipsiness

Drowsiness of lethargy..?

Or are you after the departed

A spreader

Attaching your heart to the wind,

Upon a tree branch..

And the pleasure of cups does not make you forget
You have the encounter after them,

Nor the warmth of the homeland

And I behold you desiring fully the dreams:
The star has an appointed time,

And for the poor the end of time

This is the ballad of the earth,
Written on clay tablets,
Hidden by streams,
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In the spikes and the earth,

A melody has flowed in my blood,

And extended to all the universe,
Inundating it with drops of dew:

All the ports will be traversed by the ships..
But the orbits have a cycle

And rivulets have a Qibla

And history has a logic punctuated by tribulations

We know well..
We know that the sun does not rise
Before the morning
We know that the blood does not flow
Without a wound
And we’re aware that love might lead to
A prison cell,
Or lead to exile,
But it ineluctably leads
To the gate of liberation..
skeksk
We scattered in the distance our dreams
And say: the feast shall cometh,
A pouring cloud shall come,
To make green our valley..

But the sun of Ghor,
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Did not oblige us,
Nor did it amuse us

It folded the mat of our joy

And deplored it on a “hanger” in the valley,
We approached it seeking the shadow,
Which inserted its thorns in us..

Fawwaz is our youngest,

But he perennially disagreed with us,

And argued in excess..

We used to irk him,

And hurt him with our laughter,
Whereupon he insulted us,

And escaped like a gazelle..

Distancing himself a bit, and then we didn’t know
He hid behind the poplar of the valley

Or in the perimeter of the oleander
Fawwaz,

O Fawwaz,

We shall not hurt you, damn you

Return so we could complete the game

We listen.. and the voice cometh as a song
Sung for us by Fawwaz,

When the company behooved him:

We the dark youngsters

We longed for the coming
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We meet with distress in this Ghor
Deprived of water,

And of provisions..

Ten years O Lord

Our breakfast is merely tea,

Our dinner hibiscus

Fawwaz,

O Fawwaz

O icon of the desired joy,

And the seasons of harvest

Who can you relish tranquility and contentment

And may I see you treading upon the Bramble Bush of the
impossible?

Weariness envelopes the heart

Or spectra of those that departed,

Or the dream

Tree sap sprout within us,

And roses?

O father..

I behold a sun and moon

Before me in prostration

So what’s the interpretation of what is befalling me, father?
Cloudiness in the eye of the sun, O son

But do not disclose the secret,

And do not relate your dream to your brothers..

ek
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Between me and the dream are prayers
Which I shall recite,

And a cup of my blood is running,

Upon the swords of those I fed

My bread,

And those whose darkness I illuminated with my light..
Between me and the dream is their dagger
When it sinks in my body

Some of the earth’s wind will come

To carry me..

And the entire world with flowers,

Will scatter me.......

Fawwaz

O Fawwaz,

Your erstwhile songs did not return

For five years O Fawwaz

You did not rise by light

We did not hear you singing to us

The song of the earth and the children
About the hibiscus of the valley

Fawwaz, how is the family in Baghdad,
How are the palm trees and the children,
In Basra?

Fawwaz, did succor

Come to them from the land of the Adnan relaxed
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Did help come to them?

A forest of joy in the eyes of this homeland rejoices

And a tear on the cheeks of the enemy

Running after a tear..

And a word of reproach

To those implored by their land

For solidarity

They did not offer aid

The moon of Baghdad,

Is not eclipsed by the cloud of unbelief

Nor is it wounded by a dagger of betrayal

The moon of Baghdad,

The glory of the Arabs shall return anew..

And a banner of glory

For those steadfast on their land

And a banner of glory

For wrists planted

On the borders of the homeland as a citadel
ok

Flowers bloom in my body

And the bird of dreams carry me,

To the court of Seif Ad-dawla of Aleppo

O intrepid ones

The Persians are at the outskirts of Basra

The Persians are at the outskirts of Basra?
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The trumpets blow
And the harlot newspapers,
He filled the corners with his voice calling out:
The Persians are at the outskirts of Basra
The Persians..
A rusting engulfs the heart,
I know not.
But I shall declare in whose name they went
And the name of the ecstatic comer..
When wealth corrupts a people,
Their honor dies..
skeskesk
The gorgeous dream totters,
And the twigs bow to the wind,
And a palm tree sighs in the heart
Coming to us
Encapsulating our Arab sorrow,
Hanging us
“There’s no one
Do not call
There’s no one
Knights in the camp of rhetoric

And sheep in front of the enemies

Kk
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You recall the dream

When the sun of the heart is setting.

And you are alone in the darkness of the well,
Have you forgotten your father’s words:
Do not speak to your brothers of
Perhaps you declared the secrets O son?
A moon behind the clouds called me
With gestures,

And then vanished..

I asked the first palm tree I encountered,
About his secret,

And she smiled,

Her branches drowsy:

Glory to me

Glory to me

And the poor masters

O mother of Arabism, do apprise

That their sun shall rise?

I am their mother

And glory to me,

And those that walk on their path

But planets have their orbit,

And the rivers have a Qibla,

And history has a logic punctuated by tribulations.

I am your mother,
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So write on my branch,
With some of your blood
The star has an appointed time

And for the poor the closing of time..
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Ali Shneinat

Sleeping on the Bed of the Poem

Only she knows that I am the son of storms and wind
I do not pass oftentimes by the world

And I have a date which the beloved well knows
[ storm her fallow land prior to winter

Leaving it empty space that is favorable for weeds

And the rains of seduction.

When words burn

Whilst I am immersed in the tender body

Having a thousand hands that reach out

Which I disperse as desired by the decisive moment
And I face a big, big question:

How did 1 ignite the parlance and the small hairs on her

shoulders did not burn..!!?
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She alone runs in my eyes
And due to intense running she reposed in my blood
Her eyeliner scattered on a thread
Forming me in my image
Or someone resembling me
Or I look like him completely
Whereupon the three coalesce in the poems.
k koK
What remains of my seasons
But for a storm of poetry
Which I blow whenever my desire gushes
In the autumn of love I dream of the pleasures
Which were attentive in the old corner of my days.
What remains but a poem
Scattered on my thin body
Tied by madness
And the bowing of words
And my dying day.
® koK

Behold how the clouds converge to pour rain..

And you are as you are
You do not take leave of the autumn
Viewing my wilted fall from the trees of poetry

1 fall onto your shadow which extends throughout the Lean
Years.
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Leave my hand
For I presently do not need you

For there is a woman sleeping on the bed of the poem who
resembles you,

The clear difference is that I formed it from the clay of poetry

And breathed in it from my visions..!
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Ali Taha Nobani
Our Beloved Land

Amazement is present

As the melodies of the jinn on the vestiges of our windows
Elevated.. of splendid countenance

Moving with the extremities of her fingertips

Towards the desert

A moon.. that lost the olives

Forming our wild Lilac

Partaking with us in harvesting nonsense

And we sleep in the sand at a distance

Like a peacock

Heokk

Something

If the wheels of coincidence so wish
Presently in the middle of time
Otherwise the almond blossom dispute
And the water of the river

Where we repress the scream of a difficult birth

kskk
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Something
In our voyage we love
Thus if the dust of black magic inhabits the horizon
And the air is occupied by the spears of the sons of death
We bend around the spears of love
And penetrate clouds
Mirrors
That reflect the blue of our planet
skskek
Something
We know how the red sunset afterglow
The stars of the waves
And those ravens inhabit the peak of things
And with what is within us
The rock of the shore sometimes speaks
And the living creatures die
skskek
Presently the middle of time
Smoke billows in the loss of silence
And a Bedouin sorrow condenses in the desert sand
To pour rain
Our sand clock bleeds us with its known foolishness
Atoms of the weariness of the earth with its
Heat and coldness

And the palm trees narrow in oases
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In which the age rots
And the ballad slumbers
skskek
The land is our beloved
And the hungry fish in the sea of darkness
A mesh of the terror of trees
And our alienation
And if it did not embrace us one day

It’s because the stars sleep with our eyes
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Umar Abu Al-Hayja a
There’s Nobody

Let your body rest a bit O friend

And cover your hands with a new space

For these fingers long

For the heart’s oasis which sprouts roses that appear green
For a bit let our shadow rest atop the path of the remorseful
And disentangle the affiliation of the age to this chain

To gasp behind the wild land

Accompanied by my soul

Separating the departure in space

And as a path

Indulging all that I desire

And gasp towards the extended seasons

Which presently rise towards me

And towards the arm

For my heart is

And there’s nobody.

And I have atop this whiteness
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A glow of the hoof of my time

Butterflies that roam above my direction

The pigtail of a female that scatters the clouds
And so I ask all the languages about a woman
The cloth is the kohl of these eyelids

And I ask about her the darkness of my heart
And I depart to a beautiful dawn

The earth bestows upon me its thyme

And I lean

O torrent put to rest my tears

Shadows which break the echo of the passers
Put to rest a cypress tree which headed the gate
Of this path

And rise for a moment towards conversion

As a light

And a meaning to coin visions

In the neighing of the horses

To wipe the field of the dirty of the curtain
And the forest of the words from which flowed the foam
To enter the form of the poem

The head’s hair

The gardens of a gentle soul

To fill my cup

O all these butterflies

O string which cut from me
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The garments of the veil

Will the nights disavow me after this tryst

And the greyness of the pebbles in the veins of the friends
And grant me the silver of the palm

My color

And a ululation of light

To declare the ritual of martyrdom

Forever.
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Umar Haydar Amin
The Sad Orange

They picked it surreptiously from our branch
And concealed it so that it isgifted to me

Where its leaves appeared withered

And it casts a doubtful glance upon me

She recognized me in the recesses of her sorrow
So she rested her face on my palm

And surrounded with her aroma my neck
Removing her tears from my eyes

Carrying the Karmel in her sympathy

To behold it still in my vision

And she slumbered reading my dreams

But did sleeplessness leave for me a remaining dream
Since a period of fifty ages it did not sleep

Spending life with I wish and in order that

Whilst I continue to strive at a distance

And the pathways of oppression bloodying my feet
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I wondered without sleeping momentarily

And the lips of love are upon my lip

Where are Kanaan and Amro and the forbears
They planted the spirit of the earth in my arm
And the courtyards and soil are with my peers
And the singing of the dew in my hearing

The steps of Qassam are on those hills
Whereupon she replied: here here.. and all are alive
Jerusalem remains in their belief

A light spurring them in every quarter

Say not O distance I am travelling

Even though the chains heal my wrist

And Ilffat embraces the Agsa

Leaving her dreams in my hands
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Eid Ensour

Reproach of the Red Poppy

I have come to you after the clouds moved
And the streams and paths ululated

And the spring tincture you with every color
Of flowers and the nice heights

I came to you when my eyes are sleepless
From the happy poppy anemone is reproach
Reminding me at times of the valley of Salt
And at others of the descending fog

And at times about loyalty which is almost forgotten
Of a constellation of knights who left

Men who kissed the cheek of the stars

In a night in which the necks bow

Men of integrity who lit the sincere intentions
And when they die the raven laughed

Some succumbed calmly in resignation

And some are underneath the earth

And some who like a wolf bark
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Chased and devoured by the dogs

You rewarded a hypocrite and he became a feared person
If he experiences hardship he is not recompensed

You were unjust with a nobleman who lived to be free
His springs are the sweet water wellsprings

I came to you after my dreams were fired

And my most valuable tears of estrangement were scattered
And my heart was fatigued by a prolonged journey
Towards horizons in which the pursuers are lost

But for provisions I would not have favored a distance
And but for love there would have been no return

Here O abode I shall disclose a secret

1 fear if it becomes old it will be of pleasing taste

1 fear that if it rebels in my heart

It would wound my head crown with triumph and purity

I fear a morrow in which we are

But sheep torn by wolfs

But foam above the sand

We are trampled on and do not groan and are not feared

382



Eid Abdel Hamid Ensour

Biography

Born in Um Rummanah/Balga Governorate
Academic background:
1) Elementary school- Um Rummana, Manja Madaba.

2) Preparatory school- Salaheddin School and Al-Ashrafiyyeh

Secondary School-Amman.

3) Secondary school certificate “Tawjihi” Ragheb Murjan School - Bab
Al-Hadid, Cairo, 1964.

4) University education —Cairo University, Faculty of Law, and he did

not complete his studies.

5) University of Barcelona-Spain. He did not complete his studies for

reasons beyond his will.

® Cultural associations:

1) Member of the Jordanian Writers Association.
2) Member of the Arab Writers Union.

3) Chairman of the Cultural Committee of the Jordanian Social Club-
Dubai- United Arab Emirates- 19921996-.

4) Chairman of the Cultural Committee-Salt Cultural Forum-Salt 1997.
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5) Chairman of the Cultural Committee-Salt Sports Cultural Club-Salt,
1998.

6) General Coordinator of the Jordanian City Festival 241998--8-

Jordanian Ministry of Culture.

7) Member of “Bait Al Anbat”.

8) Cultural Coordinator for Salt the City of Jordanian Culture
2008-Jordanian Ministry of Culture.

9) President of the Jordanian Writers Association-Salt Branch-Balqga,

and for successive sessions.

e Works:

1) Lavender and I, 1990, Emirates-poetry collection.

2) Hoarseness of Dawn, 2005, a series of creative poems- poetry

collection-Jordanian Ministry of Culture.
3) Frost Traps -poetry collection manuscript.
4) Flashes- poetry collection manuscript, short poems.
5) Anarchical Conduct-book- remains unpublished.

6) Diwan of the most beautiful that was said of Salt “member of the
preparatory committee” and contributed several poems in the Salt

Diwan committee.

7) Contributed to the Diwan “Poetical Spaces”, biographies and poetry
of the visitors of the summer salon of Miriam, 1999.
8) Articles and poems which were published in Jordanian and Arab

newspapers as well as websites.

9) Participated in numerous local and Arab festivals including the Arab
Poetry Festival as a participant, coordinator and supervisor of the

closing ceremony, and hosted Arab poets in Salt for eight successive
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sessions, and participated in Al-Marbad festival in Iraq for the years
1999, 2001, and 2003, and Shabibi Festival, and Bayt Arar, Burqush
Festival, and Al-Kinana more than once, the Jordan Festival, and
Fheis Festival.. He was awarded many certificates and shields of

recognition.
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Issa Naouri

On the Jordan River Bank

Is it true that on the other Bank

Are the precious hills of Jordan?

Is it true my land and the theater of my soul
There on the second Bank?

Is it what the passion longs for

And stirs the longing, the illiteracy?

Is it what my heart yearns for

The longing of the plants for the waterwheel?
I behold it with shifting hills

And dreaming are its sleeping woods

The sun embraces it at morning

With its sweet and cheerful lights

And the humid gentle wind longs for it

With its sweet and warm breaths

And longing for it are the birds of the sky
Passing by it free and singing

And yearning for it are the hearts of the boys
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The sublime blessings seeking it
I see it with my eye and heart
Residing on a tall height
Hovering observers from all directions
And inundating it with happy wishes
Composing about it the song of eternity
To remove its sanguine pains
And play its guitar with affection
Whereupon its echo passes to the abyss!
skskek
So here is my body, even if it is close
Is actually distant, and my spirit is thirsty for it
Wishing to sip the nice gentle wind
Passing by its distant horizons
With its breath stimulating my soul
And bestowing health on my body
skskek
As though I see in the flow of water
The sense of overwhelming distress
Hearing from it the gentle and sweet sound
Its water exhalation rebounding
And on the two banks I behold
Armies of growing branches
Leaning downwards wanting protracted embrace

On the guiding page of Jordan

388



Urged by the longing for the encounter
Impeded by a harsh force
Between them is much distance
But... it is the violent force
For the fetter of politics is overwhelming, repulsing
Lips from the loving kiss
Chaining the hearts without mercy
And causing in them bloody wounds
Preventing the fraternal convergence of hearts
And enduring pure amity

skeksk
O River! My spirit hovers above you
With the birds in my tearful estrangement
I have been enamored of your banks since childhood
And loved your running waters
Adulterated by the vicissitudes of time
Whose purity was trespassed on
O River! Is there a return for the alien
To the happy hopes of the nest?
O River! Is there a return for the estranged
Watering the thirsty echo of the spirit?
O River! Is there a return for the alien
Relieving his bloody pains?
O River! Oh how many questions

Uttered by my aggrieved soul!
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God has fated for me an estrangement
Whose burning fire befell me

Which is protracted, but due to its length
Is my suffering and pains!

sk
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Issa Naouri

Biography

A multi-talented and multi-disciplinary literati, who is self-made, of
strong determination and will. He was born in Naour nearby Amman
in 1918 to a modest family. He received his elementary education in
the village, and was then sent to the Seminary school in Jerusalem to
become a priest, and lessen the financial weight on his family. However,
he could not bear the clerical life, and he abandoned school, and delved
into life as a youngster working in menial occupations to survive.  He
was self-educated and worked as an Arabic language teacher in the
schools of Palestine, and when the 1948 Nakba occurred he migrated
with the migrants to east Jordan to work as a teacher in private schools,
and in 1952 issued the new pen magazine which had a tangible effect
on cultural and literary life in Jordan, even though it survived for only

one ycear.

Naouri thereafter worked as an employee of the Ministry of Education
for twenty one years, and then as a secretary general of the Jordan
Academy of Arabic until his death in 1985.

Issa Naouri was the first to introduce the east to the American exilic
literature, and his book “literature of the exile” which was printed by

Dar Al-Ma’arif in Egypt, is considered to be the most representative
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and comprehensive source on the literature of exile, and he was also a

bridge for conveying Italian literature to the Arab World.

He was awarded a number of medals and awards, and his books were
translated to a number of foreign languages, while he translated from

foreign languages such as Italian, English and French.

To his credit is fifty books printed in the various branches of literature,

culture and translation.

Among his poetry collections: (Whispers of the Waterfall).
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Ghazi Al-Dheebah
Mud of the Shadows

I shall close the gate of joy this evening
kk

I ponder the words which hover above the hills

And weep at the coffin of my estranged grandfather
sk

I shall close the gate of joy and thence chase this hour

Has a time passed to capture me lost atop the mud of the

shadows?

I shall walk much to follow my carriage which descends
into the well.

I shall follow myself empty

And break the scent of the night with light

But when I lower my wing

My voice falls on absent wind

And the question falls from my lips

Kk

I stared at the waves
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K3k

Did the ships take leave of me?
Naught other than me remains in the sea
And only my image quivered in the water

Whilst sitting fearful of its crumbled state.

Hek

I am late, just like the dew which loses its crystal

In the elevated heights.

I was late and did not find either the salt or morning
No, 1 did not find me there search for my astonishment
While sighing

No I did not find my trees to be solid

But my image is torn

And the exile of a plane which will shortly land

On the runway of fear

No, O fear the airplanes will not land here

The quiver will intensify

And many of the dead will fall in their illusion

Then we shall bleed, or we will observe the end

How will illusion collide with the dream?

How will we awaken in the words the care of the ending

With consummation?

K3k

The silence of the gate of joy steals me
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Thence I laugh for the fullness of the poem
Did its sound growing in the joints of the horses?
ek
I said I would march and leave my shadow with me
But it awakened me from the pitfalls of distraction
I used to make pass my caravan on the road
Banished and making his dreams pass in the shadows
Alone I have ripped the garden in its shadow
Alone wearing a dark coat before midday
ek
Here the heart abides bowing
From its dreams a fearful homeland comes out
And a dark echo, when it plays the symphony of love

My heart grieves, and ends the poem with departure.
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Ghazi Al-Dheibah

Biography

Ghazi Hassan Ahmad Al-Dhibah was born in Ayn Al-Sultan/
Jericho in 1965. He received a diploma in accounting from the
Jordan Community College in 1985, and worked as a researcher in
the Department of Statistics 1991-1992, an editor in Akher Khabar
Newspaper 1992-1993, executive secretary of the Jordanian Writers
Association 1994-1995, and has worked since 1995 as a journalist in the
Qatari Al-Watan Newspaper. He writes in the Gulf press, in addition to
his contributions to writing scenarios. He is a member of the Jordanian

Writers Association, and the General Union of Arab Writers.

® Works:

1) Forgotten Sentences (poetry), General Union of Arab Writers,
Damascus, 1995.
2) The Minute I Emerge Alive (poetry), Dar Azmenah, Amman, 1996.

3) Edge of Music (poetry) National Council for Culture, Arts and
Letters, 2001.

4) Lures of the Unseen (poetry), Arab Institute for Research &
Publishing, 2001.
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Fayez Al-Suyyagh

Youngsters and the Rain

How are the youngsters thither?

(and words wilt on the lips without answer)
Does the light still sparkle in their tears,

If they do not sense in the smell of the clouds?
Does the sun continue to slap their nakedness
And tailor above their skin black attire?

How are the youngsters?

In my side a silent wound prods me?

(The silence of thirsty villages if the night of punishment
engulfs them,

And the ghosts share their roads
Monitoring every window and door

And so a folksong dies, and shines with a poem is a repellent

poet
And the fiddle dies)
How are the youngsters?

1 feel that the grief pours on all my nerves
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And the whimpering quiver
Therein their caravans continue to move about with the sky,
And on their lips are the songs:
“O mother of rainfall save us, shake your clouds and water us
For the draught afflicts our lands and depletes the fruits of our
pithos”
) sk ok
Their cilia continue to have a dream
Of a woman shepherd who would come with the morning
The old said:
“If only she came, the rocks would flower from her steps

And with the touch of her hand the arid lands would become

green
And the spikes of wheat would yield plentifully

And would tickle the slumber of the wilderness

All the dreams of the harvest

When the lips of the exhausted dried.

And those that sell the forehead for some provisions”
The old said: “If only she came..!!”

Without her arrival the distance and emptiness abounded, and
without return- and they died with the veins of the hands in

spasmodic state,

And their land is plundered by the swarms of locusts

And the inheritors of the land only inherited the terrible wrath
And the famine and the ashes!
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Said my grandfather, God rest his soul:

When gathered by the night of chatting

“A rock O son this life is

So if it is sparse do not grumble of fate

And strike the rock, whereupon the water would gush forth”
We struck the rock..

And said that ease comes after distress

Our hopes did not fade

We struck the rock;

And blood flowed upon the face of the rock

And our hands broke!
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Fayez Suyyagh

Biography

He was born on 1/1/1942 in the city of Karak, and completed his
secondary education in its school in 1959, a bachelor’s of sociology
from the American University in Beirut (1964), and a master’s and
doctorate in industrial and economic sociology from the University of
Toronto/Canada (1993).

He worked in the fields of teaching and media in Jordan, Qatar and

Canada.

He has worked since 2001 as a consultant, editor and translator of
the “Arab Human Development” annual reports issued by the United
Nations and the Mohammed bin Rashid Al Maktoum Knowledge
Foundation (MBRF) in Dubai.

He participated in the founding of “Turjuman” in 1983, and has
managed it ever since, and he also contributed to issuing and editing
Assejel Political Cultural and Independent Magazine the independent

political and cultural magazine in Amman (2007-2010).

He received the Zayed International Prize for the Environment in
the field of translation in 2008 for the book entitled “Sociology” for
Anthony Giddens, and the King Abdullah bin Abdulaziz International
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Award for Translation in 2009 for the book entitled “The Age of Capital:
1848—-1875” by Eric Hobsbawm.

® Among his literary works:

- “Words on Sand”, poetry, Dar Oweidat, Beirut, 1975.

- “Love.. For Example, and other poems”, poetry, Arab Institute for
Research & Publishing, Beirut 1988.

- “Folktales from the Gulf” in Arabic and English, Dar Al-Maha and
Longman Publisher, Doha-London, 1989.

- “Voices in the Gulf Short Story”, literary study, Dar Al-Maha, Doha,
1989.
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Fadwa Tougan

I Shall not Cry

[To the poets of the resistance in the occupied territories since

twenty years.. A gift of an encounter in Haifa]

On the gates of Jaffa beloved ones

In the chaos of the desolate homes

Between debris and thorns

I stood erect and told the two eyes: O eyes

Stand tall to cry

On the vestiges of those that departed and entered it
The home calls out to its builders

And eulogizes those that built the home

The heart is crushed

And sighed: what have

The days done to you O house?

Where are those who dwelled here

Has news after estrangement reached you, and have
You learned of news?

Verily, here they were
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Here they dreamt

Here they drew

The ventures of the impending morrow

But where is the dream and the future, and where are they

Indeed, where are they?

The debris of the home did not a word utter

Naught spoke but their absence

And the silence was speechless, and the abandonment
skskek

The owls and ghosts gathered

Strange of visage, hand and tongue and it

Hovered around its sides

Extending its roots in it

And was the one who said ay and no

It was, it was..

The heart was immersed in sorrow
skskek

O loved ones

I have wiped from the eyelids the fog of

Grey tears

To meet you with the light of love and faith in my eyes

With you, the earth and the human

Shame on me if I come to encounter you

My eyelids quivering and wet

My heart despairing and let down
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Here I am o loved ones with you
To obtain from you an ember
To take O lanterns of darkness from
Your oil a mere drop
For my lamp
Here I am O loved ones
To your hand I extend mine
At your heads I cast here my head
And raise my forehead with you towards the sun
Here you are a power like the rocks of our mountains
Like the flowers of our beautiful land
How then will the wound crush me?
How will despair overwhelm me?
How shall I weep in front of you?
I swear that after this day I shall not cry!
eksk
O loved One the horse of the people has overtaken
The stupor of yesteryear
And the chivalrous man has risen from beyond the river
Hear you, this is the horse of the people
Who neighs self-assuredly
Eluding the siege of the curse and darkness
Galloping towards its port on the sun
And thither are the processions of horsemen gathered

Blessing and sacrificing for him
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And from the al-Ageeq Valley and from
The blood of the corals watering him
And from its corpses fodder
Giving him from abundance
Exclaiming to the free horse: gallop O
Horse of the people
For you are the emblem and the banner
And we behind are the army corps
The boiling will not rebound on us
And the anger
And we shall not be in the arena
With tiredness on your brow
We shall not rest, we shall not rest
Until we expel the ghost
The raven and the darkness

skskek
O loved ones, the lamps of darkness, O sisters
Sharing the wound..
O secret of the yeast, O seeds of wheat
Dying here to give us
And give
And give
On your paths I pass
And here I am before your eyes

Wiping the tears of yesterday
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And planting like you my feet in my homeland
And in my land

Planting like you my two eyes

On the path of light and the sun
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Fadwa Tougan

Biography

Fadwa was born in 1917 in the city of Nablus in Palestine to a
distinguished family, and was brought up in a household whose men are
characterized by sternness, and whose women are deprived of affection.
She attended elementary school in the schools of Nablus, but she was
unable to continue for family reasons, and as a consequence she stayed
at him sad, wounded and despairing, and she did not overcome her
isolation and solitude except upon the return of her brother Ibrahim
from the American University in Beirut. He devoted attention and care
to her, and exposed her to classical poetry to hone her talent. Actually,
her brother is much credited for developing her talent, educating her
and encouraging her to publish what she composed in poetry, which
appeared at the time to be a form of linguistic training; under the
influence of the critical articles of Mohammad Mandur, she embarked
on composing verse that is devoid of pretention and that is of a lucid
and simple direct style.

Poetry for Fadwa continued to revolve in the orbit of the oppressed
and weeping woman, due to the circumstances she lived, and she was
unable to tear the cocoon and get involved in politics, and engaging with

people, except after the calamitous shock of 1967, and encountering the
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poets of Palestine who lived under Israeli occupation, and who had not

abandoned struggle and steadfastness, where she said:
After this day I swear I shall not cry

Thereafter she got involved in politics, women’s causes and public
life, where she was honored by Arab states.

In addition to her eight volumes of poetry, Fadwa wrote her rich and
painful autobiography with candor and boldness, which is considered

to be among the most important and beautiful autobiographies in the
Arab World.
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Fawwaz Tougan

From the trilogy of survival or tears or travel

Amid the embrace a question occurs to me

I ask: is it departure

I ask: is it the tryst

Amid the embrace, departure and encounter
And the assault of tears, wailing and whimpering
A question occurs to me

What’s the difference between the moment of departure and

the moment of encounter

What’s the difference..

When in the horizons there appear

The signs of separation

Or when the sign of embrace appears

The entire matter is merely a moment or two
A glimpse of longing

For the time that passed

Or the unfolding time

I see its heavy features..

411



My hobby is travel
And my vocation is to formulate passion and boredom
So O unfolding days proceed as the days desire

O time of the disbelievers be in enjoyment and do not leave on

the hills of the days any sign..

My story is humiliating

And my banner is overlooking

And my season will end with the seasons of paucity
Here if so God wills the story ends

Because it’s the end of the hobby

And my story with predestination is long and protracted
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Fawwaz Tougan

Biography

He was born in 1946 in the Palestinian city of Nablus, in a house of
scholarship, poetry, and politics, for his uncles are Ibrahim Touqan the
celebrated poet of Palestine, the scholar Qadri Tougan, and the poet
Fadwa Tougan, and his father Ahmad became the prime minister of

Jordan in the seventies of the twentieth century.

Fawwaz studied in the schools of Nablus, Tulkarem, Amman and
Beirut, completing his graduate studies in the United States of American
in the field of Near Eastern Studies. He practiced the teaching profession
in American universities, in the University of Jordan, Al-Zaytoonah
University, and the American University in Beirut. He also held the

position of Minister of Social Development in Jordan in 1988.

Fawwaz contributed articles to a number of Jordanian and Arab
newspapers and magazines, and he also presented a number of cultural
programs in radio and television. He received the state recognition
award for poetry in 1978, and he has to his name a number of literary,

critical and political books, alongside many poetry collections.
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Fuad Al-Khatib

For the Sake of Palestine to Arabic Speakers

This is a poem composed on the occasion of British withdrawal from
Palestine, where the first battle erupted between the Arab inhabitants
and the Jewish who migrated to it with the support and cover of the
British Mandate.

What of the inertness and coarseness of the land the blood
Of war, death, where is the sword and the banner?
The voice chants after the sound from pain
Where are the beloved, the brethren? Where are they?
kkk
Palestine epitomizes great determination
So how could it not receive determined support!
It is unique in its determination
And to determination under God it adheres
skskek
O knight of the army, and the appointed time in waiting
Where is voluntary sacrifice? Without disaster befalling you

415



O one of soft living whose wealth is ephemeral
Where is donation? May you not suffer scarcity
By God Palestine has rapidly proceeded
To holy striving where the fire of conflict is raging
Wrathful at the gate of the lion it is attacking
Undeterred by the forests or dense woods

sksksk
And youth whose concern is prolonged struggle
Upon the high hills and they are mighty
They are awake without sleep for the homeland
Their mouths vanquishing the worst of people
From the clouds and from the top of the heights and
From behind the high waves the floods of fire are ablaze
Pouring upon them without shaking them

Or disturbing their strong determination

kskk

They glorified their Lord with Allahu Akbar
A chant resonantly rebounding
And the corners responded to the echo with screaming
The wind shouts, and also the plains and the hills
Keksk
So tribulations storm us as you will with overwhelming force
I am the undefeatable Palestine
O dominions of lowly people

Where is your obligation and commitment!
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Rise Arabism from the time of the shepherds
And after prophethood until the restorations
skskek
I am the one whose banners the Romans
Beheld flutter with surrounding nations succumbing
O how much was said of them when they were masters
What the Arabs and non-Arabs said about you
Come on ask the changing stars about their glory
They are the vestiges, and I lived after them
And I add naught to you but intense sorrow
And I intimate to you that God justly punishes
What harm if you are just with magnanimity
And such with unparalleled generosity
skskesk
You were afflicted by the loss of a weapon
Which leads to an overpowering where the edge is sharp
It is what was called (justice) with confidence
Surrounded by helpers and supporters
We shall see whether it is lasting for you on the morrow
The guile of the conniving or the champions attacking
sksksk
And you would have been feared by your adversaries if you
remained
A gentleness where your death is suppressed

So renew violence for the Arabs have no hope
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Afflicted by your softness until it almost ceased
You killed when you achieved the aims
And every sword with prolonged use is blunted

ki
For us are the cities which we build and inhabit
Behind them are the bastions in the land and citadels
And upon them is the abode, the finest abode, a tent
Enduring forever and has not been tarnished by old age
Passing around it are the generations in surrender
Destroying the land whilst smiling
Where O Israel is your abode of refuge
From a lunge of the fire of distress ablaze
Woe unto you did the coffins bolster your argument
And are not the coffins your only fortune
So wrest it from the graves for it is ephemeral
Then wear it and say it’s your patrimony

ek
Palestine is not your violable abode
Nor is it loot to be divided
It provides you with neither honey nor milk
Here are the protectors, here the volcano and the fire
Hsksk
The interpreter of the dreams misleads you
And his dream will not be a reality

Does time ever fall in return
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And the past nation- can they escape the tombs
skskek
I have not heard of a criminal usurping a homeland
Prior to Balfour who was not accused
Behind him the culpable spread
Based on crime rather than law or sound judgment

And the greatest shame is a promise from him in their

possession
Defended but people dispute it
skeksk
O people which Christ do you crucify tomorrow
And what is the price afforded to you
And how many pockets are considered today to be the heirs
To the pocket of Balfour which satisfies you and receives
So may not God condone the greed of the west
Where wealth is the worshipped idol
O east witness to history if the people of

Politics lie and be true O pen
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Fuad Al-Khatib

Biography

Born in the village of Shheim in Lebanon, he studied in the
International School of Choueifat and the American University in
Beirut.. He joined Arab societies demanding Arab rights to freedom
and independence, whereupon Jamal Pasha ordered putting him to
death. He fled to Egypt, and moved to work with Sherif Hussein, issuing
the Qibla Newspaper, and he was appointed as foreign minister in the
government of the Arab renaissance. Due to the plethora of his poetry
about the Arab Revolt he was given the title of poet of the Arab Revolt.

At the inception of the Emirate Fuad settled in Amman, where he was
one of the poets closest to Emir Abdullah, and remained his adviser until
World War Two. The British Mandate oppressed him, and the prime
minister Tawfiqg Abu Al-Huda harassed him at the time, whereupon he
criticized him in a poem which he printed in Al-Jazeera Newspaper
under the title The Martyred Pen, whereupon the prime minister
threatened the proprietor of the newspaper Taysir Dhibian to close the
newspaper if it printed the poems of Fuad Al-Khatib. The matter was
referred to Emir Abdullah who allayed his concerns and denied that
what Fuad published was opposed to him, and on the following day
there was a poem for the Emir in which he responded to the poem of

Fuad Al-Khatib, informing him that he is honored and safe.
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Nevertheless, this did not prevent the repression by the Mandate
of the nationalists, where it shut down Al-Jazeera Newspaper, whose
proprietor was put in prison, whereupon Fuad Al-Khatib left Jordan
and returned to Lebanon. Saudi Arabia lured him and appointed him as

an adviser and thence the ambassador of Saudi Arabia in Afghanistan.
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Qais Qoqgazah
High Metaphor

I hung my heart on the gate of the land

And told the passing ones: knock on it with my hand
Presently the saved know me, from my tiredness

I am the one saving the drowning from foam

And the heart’s tent is in the course of the wind and so
Harden the grip of the days and the pillar..

The port of time is crowded without ships

Safety is to pass for no one

In your waist belt is the earth weeping when I hear it
The light is suspended in a hemp rope

The bullet presently moved before you arrived

Do not run in death’s direction and be distant

You did not pass by me.. and I did not pass by you in my time
Love might be attached between the spirit and body

I did not wait for you, I awaited the morning which was with

me

1 did not lose you, I lost the wound in my liver
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1 did not notice the earth beneath me and the sky cried
Above me.. and my eye poured tears for the ashes
How did the days disperse our boat?!

And we drank the crying of the sea in dejection
Presently we could meet anew on the path

And when you pass, my morrow will move backwards
Now we fall above without a side

Without sins.. without the apple of eternity

Presently the private parts are revealed so draw nigh
To mend the papers cast on the columns

For death awaits those that escape its grip

Where it surprises them in the form of a lion

And the earth is ruled by its idol

So if it goes mad do not seek my guidance

Tomorrow will come for those present

Are not those we awaited with succor

Presently we let the valley of the ants to hear us

Ants.. but without form or number

So turn away the fort for Balqis has traversed with me
And inform the perfidious hoop about my careful watch
Place my shirt on the face of the wolfs if

You recognize me, when death awakens in my land
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Qais Qoqazah
Biography

1. General information:

¢ Place and date of birth: Jordan/Jerash/Souf on 11976/7/.

* Bachelor of civil engineering, Jordan University of Science and
Technology, 2002.

* Holds the position of head of the directorate of follow up and

evaluation of transport at the Jordanian Ministry of Transport.

2. Works:

* A poetry manuscript prepared for printing entitled “Fingers of Time”.

* Poetry collection “Deer of Distant Metaphors”, Dar Dijlah with
support from the Jordanian Ministry of Culture, 2020.

* Poetry collection, “Wings of Light”, Department of Culture in the
Government of Sharjah, 2019.

* Poetry collection, “Masks of Shadow”, Academy of Poetry in Abu
Dhabi, 2018.

* Poetry collection “Wings of Mirrors”, Jordan Press & Publishing Co,
2014.

* Poetry collection “Crazy Poems”, Dar Al-Rozana with support from
the Ministry of Culture, 2004.
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3. Awards:

* A medal from Osaka Municipality, Japan, 2011.

* Jordanian poetry award for the best poetry collection, Amman
Municipality, 2019.

* Arabic Poetry Award, Arab Republic of Egypt, for 2007.

 Irbid the Jordanian city of culture for the best poem in 2007.

* Ministry of Culture award for youth creativity, 2003.

e Award of Amman capital of Arab culture for the best poem of 2002.
* Jordanian Poetry Award for young Jordanian poets for 2000.

* Poet of Jordanian universities, for the years 1998, 1999, 2000, and
2001.

* Poet of Arab universities for the year 1999.
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Lina Abu Baker
Wolf

(1)

Alone in estrangement.. and it’s only the dead who are alien

I know not who knows.. for I remember naught!
Or verily I remember some of my imaginings
Most of what I live.. my life is imaginary

I conceal myself from my Hungarian compass when I chase my

shadow as a mummy

The neighbors dwelling is my elusive post. My Greek neighbor

Is curious

He sips his cold coffee on my home’s balcony
And searches his stolen letters for my name
Deriving pleasure from inspiration’s revelation

I am afflicted by the indolence of the dead

I have a passion for silence.. for solitude.. I have a longing to

weave over the threads of poison my silk

I have a yearning to lay down on the dead body of my
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nothingness like a dark widow
The poor Greek thinks I am a female..

How shall I tell him that the revealing gown conceals the

remains of a woman to conceal the wolf in Eve’s loins

(2)
I shall record what he relates to hide it.. for the hiding place of
my secrets is the books I possess
I live to write.. rather than writing to live

I am saved to drown.. I love to exact revenge.. and thence |

slumber to be insomniac

I walk to lose my way.. whereby my alleyways escape from me
And behind me is vast distance

The cane of the blindman is my heart

I trip on love bereft of feet, and the barefooted coffin in death

is a shoe
Presently I departed, leaving behind my senses in a café

1 stole the coffee and isolation.. the kisses of the enamored..

the nourishment of the rats on the

Alleyways of the dark night.. circles of smoke billowing above

the pavements furnished with “vitrines” and the impoverished

(Hounslow), I am distraught by the philosophy of the nihilists,
and broader than the night of the hedgehog.. farther than an
eternal voyage,

Nearer to me than the severed vein, and closer than the bottom

of the sky
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Il inspect the neighbors’ dwelling with the scent of death,

because the houses of the aliens are their tombs

1 listen to the toasts of the departed, for their dwellings are the

wineshops of the aliens!

Alone have I lived, and alone shall I depart, alone I shall die
here in Hounslow.

So peace unto you my Greek neighbor
No vestiges to take with us..
No beloved ones to bid farewell

Naked I have departed without attire

(3)
In exile..

One forgets fear of the devil, and becomes warmed with the

remembrance of God!
Honor is familiar in exile
Not needing shame.. or slaughter to sanctify its meaning

In exile.. the homeland reveres the isolated harlots of war,

where idols are fashioned for them

In the national museum, and names.. for the streets, churches

and schools
Verily, they have resisted performing sex with the enemies!

And I do not resemble my homeland or exile.. so where am I?

The isthmus lies between my mirrors and myself.. wider than a
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hanging noose
Or narrower than a mouth stuck in my throat

I seek a sea for an aged man who will teach me to fish without
fish

And I shall teach him to be gentle with his wisdom when I lose

my sense.. I am

a derelict monastery in the wandering.. I long for the bells of

the prayers..

Of a saint who recites my testament and baptizes my crucifixes

in the wailing wall of the Lord..

I want a bitter farewell for my life

I want a madness greater than my mind

Foes that behoove my war

And tears that are harsher than the joy of the miserable

I want perils to unfetter from the sanctuary of the indebted!

4)
Barking in my chest are the wolfs of the earth because I am
scared of myself!
I do not fear anyone but me!
No malice will vanquish me.. for I have my guile
O mother.. O most beautiful one among my enemies
O harshest one among my beloved

I shall not reconcile with my world.. I, the mother of my
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destruction
Who after you shall raise me from my death
From my anxiety: my umbilical chord and my cloister

I know not how the dead slumber? I write whilst being dead.

Needing something

Stronger than my nothingness.. more extended than my

concern to abandon you

For I have no need for myself.. my language suffices!
Time according to the wolf time is: zero!

And the age is miserable

What grieves this wolf? There is no grief befitting her!
And why grieve if all

Solace is tears!
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Lina Abu Baker

Biography

* Bachelor of Arabic Literature/ University of Jordan, 1995.

e Writes in the Algerian press within sections focusing on Palestinian

prisoners.

* Preparer and director of “The Literature of Eternity”” program which

documents the memories of martyrs and prisoners.

* Founder and editor of the digital “Asrana” newspaper issued in
London (20122014-) in the Arabic, English and French languages.

e Columnist in Alquds Alarabi Newspaper/London (20192000-).

* Writing in the genres of literary, theatrical and cinematic criticism in
several platform such as: Al-IttthadNewspaper, Al Doha Newspaper,
and Al Sharq Newspaper.

¢ Chairman of the Cultural Committee of the Arab British Forum,

20112012-.

e Chairman of the Media Committee of the Palestinian community,
20122013-.

¢ Committee Chairman of the International Prisoners Conference,
London 2013
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* Participant in dialogical and analytical programs related to political

issues on Arabic (BBC), and other satellite television stations.

* Participant in the course of Al Babtain dictionary of contemporary

Arab poets, Shawqi and Lamartine, 2006.

e Activist in the literary and political arena related to the Palestine
issue through seminars, poetry recitals, demonstrations organized
by human rights and humanitarian organization in British theaters,

churches and public spaces.

® Works:

* Moshka Stone-Bed of the Wolfs, a poetry collection issued by the Al
Dar Al Ahlia For Publishing & Distribution.

* Behind the Walls of Judgment Day, a poetry collection published by
Dar Al Sagqi, Beirut, 2005.

* The Wounded Sea Shell, a poetry collection published by the

Jordanian Ministry of Culture.
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Mazen Shadid
The Other Waves

Who lured you into this abandonment
And enticed me with forbearance?
Who at the end of this lifetime

At the start of my happiness with you,
Cast embers upon me?

Your bells tolled every day

My days

Tolling behind me and in front of me
Making my day a wedding

And darkness in my eye a glowing sun
Whither then did your bells go

Where did they go?

Whom shall I ask about you after today
And inquire about you

I asked much the birds of the land and the birds of the sea
And the crossroads of all the paths

I asked the water springs of the earth
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And the forest trees

But

realized that you sail on different waves
In another sea

Swimming in water other than mine
Abluting in a flag that does not issue from me
Washing in other than my springs

In fields other than mine

And your birds

Do not fly anymore over my plains

O one standing between the eye and the other eye
How can I resist this torrent of sorrow?
And erase your tattoo above the eyelid
And stop the throbbing of your passion
Who lured you?

How can you shut this shore in my face
Leaving me to drown in darkness
Dwelling in silence

You are my high tower

Indeed, my high tower

So take from me the light of the eye
And return

To take from me my pulse

Take my dreams

Be the master of my days
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My promise to you

Is that I shall be elated if you return
And will dance

And pound my feet on the ground
And for your sake

And for you

Bougquets of roses
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Mazen Shadid

Biography

Mazen Mohammad Tawfiq Shadid was born in Acre in 1945. He
received a bachelor’s degree in philosophy and psychology from the
University of Cairo in 1969, and he worked as a journalist in the Al
Rai Newspaper, and had worked as a consultant for programs of Jordan
Television during the years 2000-2002, and editor in chief of the
Jordanian Al-Manar magazine during the years 1990-1997, and was a

radio and television writer.

He is a member of the Jordanian Writers Association, a member of
the General Union of Arab Writers, a member of the General Secretariat
of the Arab Writers Union (AWU), and a member of the General Union

of Palestinian Writers and Journalists.

® Works:

* Writings on the Gate of Sorrow (poetry collection), Al-Raed printing
press, Amman, 1978.

* I the Gypsy am Calling You (poetry collection), Ad-Dustour// press,
Amman, 1983.

* Thus was the Beginning (poetry collection), Dar Al-Karmel, Amman,
191.
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Thus Spoke the Newly Wed about the Deer (poetry collection), Dar
Al-Karmel, Amman, 1985.

From the Heights of Ages (poetry collection), Jordan Press &
Publishing Co Addustour, Amman, 1991.

Hymns (poetry collection), Ministry of Culture, Amman, 1997.

Roses for the Grief of a Lady (poetry collection), Al-Nada Press,
1998.

I shall try to forget you (poetry collection), Higher Committee for
declaring Amman as the Capital of Arab Culture, 2002.
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Mohammad Al-Shurayqi

In Palestine and Jordan

The Arab governmental printing press in Damascus issued in 1921 a
small collection of poetry for him entitled (Songs of Youth), in which
he did not include any of his nationalist poems, and he sufficed for
the collection to include emotional poems in a descriptive narrative
form what represents the spirit of the writer in the arenas of life since
childhood until the final years of school, as is mentioned on the cover
of the collection.

We were unable to find poetry for him that is related to the stage
that we are addressing, but there is one poem in which he alludes to
the fact that he composed nationalist poetry in the Turkish era, and
among what he composed are historic verses which he recited in a
secret meeting held in the house of Al-Albakri in Damascus which
Sherif Feisal attended prior to the eruption of the Arab Revolt; he
also stated in the poem that he was held as a political prisoner for

three years in the Turkish era.

The poem that included these two allusions was recited by the poet
in the garden of the nation in Damascus in the great celebration

held for King Feisal (God rest his soul) upon his return from the

Versailles Conference in 1919. And among the verses of the poem:

Stand and see the neck of the easts with hills
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To glory with hopes, and captivating determination
Stand and behold the land of hopes in illumination
And the morn of heights in the peninsula uncovered
Stand and see the procession of the emir, for
The caravan in the space of the area reports
Every heart moved with the caravan glorifying God
And the villages almost moved whilst being of stone
So O bird sing, O gardens smile
And O heart declare what is within you
O savior of the land raise stars
Of hopes whilst the atmosphere is dusty

skeksk
You are the prince of the Arabs the Feisal of his people
We shake with you the enemies if they tyrannize
Gentler than fresh water are your noble qualities
And sharper than the Yamani edge and more famous
We rose and from our history appeared a star
With the call of the free Arabs we declared
You called us and we answered, and you were our imam
When we lunged on the enemy and were prepared
In the early morning we moved, in the steps
Of your father as a roaring lion among the Arabs
He proceeded as a believer in God and truth and glory

Whereupon the homelands were liberated and Aythar was

brought
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God is with you builder of the nation

Whose noble deeds among the Arabs is a luminous garden

You brought peace and glory to the land

And were a sword against those who did injustice to it

And you headed to the abode of the west with peace in triumph

And the likes of you are victorious in war and peace

You stood to the west in a position of the true

Whereupon they said: the Christ of the east has come to give

good tidings
skskk

Yes O prince of the Arabs and the truth has become manifest

For whom are those banners? This camp?

For whom are those horizons whose dawn smiles?

For whom are those gardens and the living is green?

For whom are those shores with the surrounding sea

With ships and waves replete with glory?

For whom are those lands when seen

Are a cause of great wonder?

For its glorious sons of Al-Ya rub

Of those that speak the Arabic tongue, is there a denier?
skskesk

My emir, my emir I do not forget my prediction

When we stood with falling tears

And the Turks monitored every patriot

Above the clouds of grievances pour down
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So 1 dispatched my poetry to provoke and welcome
Expressing what I at the time felt

And I said to my companions: there is the Feisal
We shall confront the foe and exact revenge

For it is inevitable to restore a lost right

The fever of injustice will undoubtedly perish
And thus we made an undertaking

Returning with hope and touting

There were sacrifices and events

And a right watered by blood which bore fruit
God gathered the spread and encountered

At your exalted monument as a pulpit

I stood, and do not know by my longing

For what in my heart do I depict

Three years and the darkness has descended
Upon me and the chains are arduous

I stay up with the star of the slow moving night
Anticipating my hopes lest the dawn breaks

And what are my aspirations? An honorable life
For my people and banners and a great victory
Perforce Arabs are in every land

Without jihad right is not mere pondering

You walked O son of the king with determination
Towards glory without arrogance

I saw today your light illuminating
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And from you the wellsprings of guidance are erupting
Towards you the hearts of the Arabs long

Theirs processions proceeding to you with pride

From among the old and the youth, and all are approaching

Calling upon you voluntarily, to lead them!
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Mohammad Al-Shurayqi

Biography

Mohammad Al-Shurayqi was born in 1898 in the Syrian city of
Latakia which was under Ottoman rule, where he studied in its schools
and those of Damascus, Beirut and Istanbul, and he left to Cairo prior
to World War One, and studied in Al-Azhar under Sheikh Rashid Reda,
and enrolled in the University of Cairo which was in its incipient stages.
However, the advent of the war of 1914 prevented him from completing
his studies, and hence he returned to Damascus and studied at the Law
College, and he participated at the time in political activities against the
Ottoman state, and was sentenced to death in 1916, but the sentence
was lessened due to his young age, whereupon he was imprisoned
for eight months. When the French controlled Syria he resumed his
political activity against them, and was sentenced in absentia to death,
whereupon he fled to Jordan which was in the stage of political formation.
In Amman he published Al-Sharq Al-Arabi Newspaper which became
the official newspaper of the Emirate, and a forum for literati and poets.

Al-Shurayqi assumed the highest positions in Jordan ranging
between secretary of the council of ministers, to foreign minister, to
minister of the Royal Court, Finance, economy, education, chief of
the Emiri Diwan, to ambassador in a number of states. Actually he is
among the Arab personalities who contributed to founding the Emirate
of Transjordan.
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Mohammad Al-Azzam

A Hourani Song

The rababa of their field
And the wheat is strings
The bow is their sickle

And the flood is poetry

They dragged their poems

At the outset of their wilderness
In every spike of their love

Is a dwelling

They circled with the board

Sailors of the waves
Of the wilderness
Wheat is books and chapters

Like the Book of Allah
Wheat engraved them
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In its spikes

For in love they have ages

The millers drew near with horses in their minds
How much they made it dance

And they are a perimeter for the tune

The sun

Pours them in the lap of the pot
They are its coffee..

And its sons wherever they go
To it they were the dark coffee
Drinking them

If their axes go on fire

They

Trimmed the beard of the valleys
Since

Their sky loved their land

A woodwind instrument played

They did not plant the seeds
Without it reporting to them
Prior to the spikes in the folksong

Rains
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Their dreams

Are trees

That slowly grow

The dream spreads the seeds

For the dream is fertile

With the sickle of patience

Not with metal their lives

Poured down

For the iron of patience is rivers
The cup of their love

From the cardamom of their longing
Pouring it in the palms of love

Secrets

O how much

Honed by the lassies
With its glances
When she walks

She flowered for love

Moons

It awakened a desire in the earth
Their dabka (dance)

Which bore leaves
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From the steps of the night

Stones

They are the poems
Poetry sung to them
To the clouds

Lovingly placing on the eyelids wells

The more the downpour
Their Rababa bemoaned
And in the folk song the trees continued to grow

Trees
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Mohammad Al-Azzam

Biography

Born in Qim/ Irbid in 1976, and a graduate of the University of
Science and Technology in engineering, he received first position in
poetry from the Writers Association for non-members, and he won the
Amman capital of Arab culture 2002 award in poetry for his collection
“Dance of the Horses”. He participated in various poetry festivals and
recitals whose zenith was a distinguished participation in the prince
of poets program in which he reached final stages with a remarkable

contribution.

® He published three poetry works:

¢ Dance of the Palm Trees, 2002.
e | See in Water other than Water, 2015.
* Do not Wait for Anyone, 2018.
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Mohammad Miqdadi

It’s not just...!

My friend...,

What do we long for but emptiness?
Night has descended,

On our eyelids- in the morning

And pestilence has sickened us

It’s not just the wind

Which catapults us as it desires..
And the bastards fall

All of whom have traversed our effeminate desert
Urinating in the bowl

My friend,

Be sad, as you are,

And tell me: whither shall we go,
To restore blessings to the dwelling,
And Henna,

And build another stone,

For dreams, whose umbilical cord we severed,
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Since the first moment,

For a false pregnancy,

And for trees,

Which we planted and did not gain a shadow,
When the shadow was scarce,

And nakedness spread,

O friend...

The summer has departed

And winter descended on the valley
Naught but the camels,

And the drum,

And the torrent of the poor

My friend..,

Be sad,

As you are,

For grief is the bequest of prophecies,
And we the prophets!!

O friend..,

Naught pulsates except,

The lashes of the torturer,

And a mysterious death

There is naught but our gate open to the world
And a gushing wound

And breakdowns on our window growing,

454



And shadow that is hot

There is naughtt but our naked palm trees, and wind..,
Carrying the dead to their coffins

And steps nourished by the shadow of the passerby.
O friend...,

Whenever a sword extends to our necks,
We came obedient

It’s the fever which pervades us,

Until death.

Give me from your rosy grief a branch
To see how the river is buoyed,

If the sad roses sing to it.

My friend..,

Only sorrow releases us,

From grief,

And keeps us in dignity..

And well!!

Dear friend..,

Be sad as you are,

For our burdens are tired of us,

And from us,

The caravan has departed..,

And a suffering folksong

O friend..,

Only the choir of the enamored,
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Resort to an old café.

Only the thirst of the desert,

And the weeds that fade away on our eyelids,

And the butterfly that is laid on the window of God,
And children,

Who are led to this hell.

It is merely our forlorn wound in exile

And the poetry that we weeped,

On the ailing poems.

It is but an ember which devours,

What has remained of the spirit.. in a valley,

That is barren,

And an accursed devil.

It is but a scabby camel in the valley

And a cup that is exhausted

It is but en eyeball that longs for the horizon,

And an absent horizon.

It is but what equates between two deaths-in silence-
And both deaths..,

And an emerging tooth.

It is but a journey that longs for waves we have witnessed,
And clouds that are arid.

It is but a bereaved star..,

And lightning that is beguiling

It is but another raid,
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And remains of dead bodies,

And pale.. bread.

Ah!!

How life has passed-O friend-
Despite its shortcomings,

And we were alerted,

When the roses fled from our cuffs
Our wine now has become depleted
And the demand has become valuable.
O friend,

Be sad,

For the space is wide,

And my grief even wider!

The lawgiver said

Will you soon return?

The poet said

This stumper has believed my heart,
From its youth,

And proceeded to continue,

The chapter of its anticipation upon the pavement of the road,
She said: a spike,

That bears the lash of its disgruntlement
Of summer.. and wind.

Yet another twenty autumns,

You will need,
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To know you are drowning
In a forest of illusion,

And walking to a foam..,
And wounds.

And that your sky is heavy
With clouds,

And your night,

Will not bring a morning!!
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Biography

Dr. Mohammad Ali Dhaher Miqdadi was born in Beit Eidis in 1952.
He graduated from the University of Damascus with a bachelor’s of
agricultural engineering in 1974, and received a master’s from the
University of Jordan with a major in agricultural economics in 1988. He

completed his doctoral studies in international economics in the United
States in 1994.

He held the position of director of the Department of Loaning and
Follow-up, and was head of the studies and research section of the
Jordan Valley Farmers Union, and a regional representative for the
Arab Students

He is a member of the Jordanian Agricultural Engineers Association,
the Jordanian Writers Association, Tunisian Writers Union, American

Economic Association.

e Works:

1. Pains in the Resort of Worry (poetry collection), Al-Hurriyyeh press,
Irbid, 1984.

2. Special Cases in the Book of Love (poetry collection), Dar Tabariyyah,
Irbid, 1985.
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10.

. Sailing in Difficult Times (poetry collection), Al-Huriyyeh press,

Irbid, 1985.

Explosion (poetic play), Dar Al-Karmel for publishing and
distribution, Amman 1998.

. Dreams of the Blue Lamp (poetry), Dar Al-Karmel for Publishing

and Distribution, Amman 1988.

. Rights of Lilac (poetry collection), Ministry of Culture, Amman

1995.

. Memory of the River (open text) Arab Institute for Research &

Publishing, Beirut, 2000.

. Globalization.. Many Necks and One Sword (a study), Arab Institute

for Research & Publishing, Beirut, 2000.

. Only One, Only One (poetry collections), Arab Institute for Research

& Publishing, Beirut, 2002.

Circler of Sides (poetry collection), Dar Majdalawi, Amman,
2002.
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Mohammad Turki Hijazi
Night Vigil

Bowing to the verse of letter and stroking

How with the taste of light can a land whisper

Unleashing the extent on the bed of his purity

A child experiencing visions and the quest to be loved
Casted in the sea of peace and pursuing

An old light and praising

Listening to the rivers of veneration for its night

Recedes and the night of the heedless is eternal

She passed the dark hours with remembrance

Whereupon a mosque appeared from the crevice of the cloak
And on the soil of dawn she makes her steps

Exclaiming from the water of ritual ablution and witnesses to
God.. how the prayer of the morn pulsates

From your speech is a renewed mercy?

O God.. how did the nascent morning breathe

And how on its steps the lions melted?

O God.. how does remembrance of the wading bird

461



Return whilst repeating?

In every vine is a sign for your clouds

And for every bunch hanging down is a purpose

And every succor in the nurseries of its lightning
Shaking in the middle of the sky and thundering

In the body of the earth feelings shake

Infatuated by the greenery on highlands

How many eyes pulsated with the eyelids of the distance

Sleeping momentarily.. and the light of your shine remains

awake?

And the sun orbits and the planets swim

In space and you-you are the guide

And you placed the secret of water within its purity

And water does not conceal what is hidden
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Biography

He was born in 1970 in Al-Turra village in Irbid, where he received

his elementary education. He completed his secondary school education

at Al-Turra Secondary School for Boys in 1987, and thence he received

a bachelor’s in philosophy and psychology from Beirut Arab University
in 1998.

He received a number of awards in the course of his career as a poet

and literati, most importantly:

Dr. Suad AlSabah Award for Intellectual Creativity from the General
Egyptian Book Organization 1993 for the manuscript entitled

“Neither with you nor without you”.

Poet of the Arabs Competition Award/final round, Al-Mustaqillah
channel, London 2009.

Jordanian Writers Association Award for best poem 2010.

Prince of Poets Program Award/in its fourth season (Abu Dhabi)
2011.

Best poem on Monotheism and the elucidation of the greatness of the
Creator/ Al-Mustaqillah Channel London/2012.

Foundation of Abdulaziz Saud Al-Babtain>s Prize for Poetic
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Creativity in cooperation with the Voice of the Arabs Radio Channel
2016.

e Literary works:

Poetry works “collections’.

Sunset of Waiting 1991, Dar Qudsiah.

Changes of a Female 1997, Hamada for Publishing and Distribution/
Irbid.

Snippets from the Book of Clouds 2010, Jordanian Ministry of

Culture.

Inscriptions on the Window of the Spirit 2014, Department of Culture
and Tourism - Abu Dhabi.

He authored “Luminous Distinguished Personalities 1”7 in the

biographies, from Alam Al-Kutub Al-Hadith, 2014.
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Mohammad Khdeir
Deferred Confessions of Antarah Al-Absiy

Night Twinned Me And Became My Companion

Then We Parted An Aged Man Mourning A Boy!

He Is A Coal Which The River Adored With Its Kohl

And I Am Of Stranged Color, And My Father Disavowed Me
He Dealt With The Affairs Of The Tribe, Brandishing

The Sword Of Virility, Leaving The Dead He Killed

My Mother, And Half A Poem That I Carried

Why Did The Question Of The Sand Exhaust My Boat

So I Returned Carried By The Quarters Without Guidance
Wherever We Proceeded My East Was My West

I Directed My Heart Towards Abla Wishing

For Noble Lineage, Mixing In Affinity And Meeting My
Demand

I Encountered What The Stanger Did, As Though
A Slave Infiltrating In The Cloak Of A Foreinger!
O Abla This Poetry Is Pure Seduction

No Religion For The Poets Or A Prophet

A Female Devil, And We Are The Youngsters
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No Harm To Her If She Does Not Give Birth!

We Scorned A Metaphor That Is Accepted

For Clouds Is A Dwelling In The Land Of A “Foolish Moon”
But We Are Poets, Mourning The Puppets

Defending The Sin Of Beauty With A Fox

From The Vine Of Language We Squeezed Our Poetry

In The Cup That Is Full, So Drink

Passion Tires From A Lover Who Is Thirsty

Who Finds That The Beauty In The Palm Of Leila Hides
There You Are In The Sense Of Gentleness A Child

Who Placed A Human In You So That You Become Tired?
She Was Taunted That They Did Not Heed That I Am A Cloud
But For Its Stark Blackness It Would Not Have Poured!
If My Color Was A Faith I Would Have Followed It

But My Sword In Battles Is My Faith

And By It I Extracted From People My Freedom
Engraving Above The Water The Face Of My Torturer
And Presently The Sky Delivers Me To Its Sand
Intentionally Without A Sword Dusting My Ground

My Killer Is Blind, And I Accept His Spear

So That He Does Not See My Sleep And Change

The Cup Of Death, There Is No Way Without It

“O Abla Whence From Death Is My Escape?”
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Biography

Mohammad Ahmad Hassan Khdeir Daraghmeh, poet, writer and
plastic artist. He was born in Al-Talbieh camp south Amman on the
2nd of September 1968, after the displacement of his family from
Tobas town in occupied Palestine during the June 1967 war. He is a
member of the board of directors of the Jordanian Writers Association
and its trustee of publishing and media 2019-2021, the editor in chief
of Awraq magazine issued by it 2019-2021, a member of the General
Union of Arab Writers, and the Afro-Asian Writers Association of Asia
and Africa.

e He received:

e The Algeria Constantine Shield, 2015.

* Shield of “Eyes for World Poetry Festival” shield, Morocco, August
2016.

* “Carthage Poetry Days” shield, Tunis, 2019.

» “Jerash Festival for Culture and Arts” shield, for the years 2016 and
2018.
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® Works:

e “Two Cases of Love”, texts, Dar Al-Mamoun-Amman, 2006.
e “Full Emptiness”, diary, Dar Maktoub, 2009.

* “Face of Absence”, Diary, Dar Al-Mamoun-Amman, 2011.

e “I'am as [ see me” diary, Dar Dijlah-Amman, 2013.

* “Rainbow Heart”, poetry, Dar Dijlah, Amman, 2015.

* “Some Words”, poetry, Dar Dijlah-Amman, 2016.

* He republished the diwan entitled “The Songs of Life” for the poet
“Abu Al-Qassem Al-Shabi”, published by Dar Dijlah-Amman, 2016.

¢ “What was Written about Nawal Abbasi”, articles, Al-Aan Publishers,
2018.

* “Repetition of Parlance”, literary tourism and reflections, with
support from the Jordanian Ministry of Culture, Dar Dijlah-Amman,
2020.

e “Sulami”, poetry selections, Dar Khutut-Amman, 2021.
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Mohammad Salam Jumeian

Innocent Rancor

She said I am bored so leave the branch of my vine plant

And forget one due to whose injustice the idol was worshipped
And drink the bitterness of cups with which I meshed

My rancor towards you, and dream not of my taste here

I broke after you the pot of my distracted dream

And hopes which resided in the spirit and the body

So leave for there is not a regret within me

And I am not sorry about what came to pass and was buried

I left her wrist with distress that wounded

What passed in the mind of our passions for a time

I left her and the darkness of the night stormed me
And bitter cold was preparing my coffin

And whilst the cobweb of the path bit me

Weaving illusion about what arises or resides

I heard the ringing of a foot anklet, and her breathing

Saying return, reclining her soft waist
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I was mindless of her thorns where she buried my hope
Behind the mirage, and scattered dwelling on its tomb
My heart could not bear to forget her tears

The latent affection of the soul was stirred

And I said O perturbation of the volcano in my body

My heart will remain a hostage to your eyes
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Biography

Born in the city of Hebron in occupied Palestine in 1954, he has
a bachelor’s degree in the Arabic language. He is a member of the
Jordanian Writers Association (poet and researcher), and is a member

of the General Union of Arab Writers.

He presented and participated in the preparation of a number of
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as a literati and poet, Thought and Art (television), Literary Spaces
(Radio). He held the position of editor in chief of Afkar Magazine
issued by the Jordanian Ministry of Culture in the period 2007-2010,
a cultural supervisor at Philadelphia University, a cultural editor at the
Jordanian Al Rai newspaper, the Jordanian Al-Liwa newspaper, and the
Voice of the Arab World.

He worked as a teacher in the Ministry of Education/Jordan for a
period of 13 years. Subsequently, he worked at the General Directorate
of School Curricula and Textbooks from 1994 until his retirement in

2003.

He wrote a number of introductions for literary works (novels and

poetry) by a number of Jordanian writers. His play (Mirrors of the
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Poison Cup) won the prize of the Higher national committee marking
Amman as the capital of Arab culture for the year 2002 in the field of
playwriting).

® He produced the following works of poetry:

e Barriers of Thirst and Distances, 1985.
* Birds of Ash, 1992, Dar Al-Shuroug.

* And they Ask you about me, 2001, Department of Culture at Amman
Municipality.

o In the field of novel writing:

e A Glass of Petrol, 1987.

e Archer of the Beast, 1998.

® Studies:

* Earth and Clouds, 2008 (studies on poetry).

* He Spoke to me and Said (studies on novels) and Revelation and
Poetry, 2018.
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Mohammad Samhan

Time for Departure

The seventy conveyed you to its desert

Casting your age in the depths of its cave

A river of years which ravaged

The storm of autumn which dislodged its scattered plants
The days manipulated you

With play connecting the night by day

Oh how much you sippled the honey from her arms

So drink with deliberation the poison of its bitterness
How inundated you were with the warmth of her chest (ribs)
While today you are burned in the embers of her fire

For me is youth whose love

Continues to remind you of its blaze

Its days expired whilst I was heedless

How enchanted I was with reaping her fruits

How impossible to dream to smell its fragrance

Or to savor the honey from its flowers

This is your life whose autumn has come
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Where tears long and love the echo of its March

With memories moaning in its areas

And you die in silence behind its cave

Death before death announcing its creeping movement
A soul concealing incapacity behind its dignity

As a garden whose trees have withered

Or a fort whose walls have fallen with decrepitude

Woe to a soul whose evils I pursued

Which today carries me upon its burdens

What have I reaped with its command

Other than sins where delving in its depths is woeful

It is like an old lady whose voice stirs you

Where she hides her shame behind the veil

The planets moved with you and orbited their cycle and
The days have left you naught but their fleeting moment
And did not leave of you other than the remains of a being
They were replete with happenings

It is life with its initial stages

Like life in its closing stages

On the morrow I shall return to the earth and am I not but
A borrowed item that is restored to its abode

And today! I have neither hope nor a morrow

O harsh fate with its awful path

A world where people are lost in its building

Woe for what was lost in expending on its construction
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Age is but a fake extension of its shadow
I wish I was one of its visitors

For tomorrow I shall be asked about the minutiae of my

heedlessness

Pleasures, and my trade and its perishing

What shall I say and do I have an answer

Whilst the self is drowning in the waves of its shame

O Lord!! I have indulged in all kinds of sin

Both the minor and the major ones

You gave me a choice and I chose the worst which myself
Chose and I was afflicted by the bad choice

I say bring me back to the world to do righteous deeds

Oh how impossible is it for people to return at their behest to
the world

You are forgiving and I have to you repented

While the self is subject to its destiny

O Lord do not heed its excuses

For extreme abomination lies in the excuses

And the spirit is hung to the rope of salvation

Longing for You with its humiliation and debasement

The hour of departure has come and our days have passed

With its fresh water, fragrance and its’ Arar
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Mohammad Abdel Qader Samhan was born in Al-Fundug/Nablus
in 1944, and resides in Zarqa. He earned a bachelor’s degree in arts in

1973, and completed the requirements of a master’s degree in 1989.

Professional career: cultural editor of the Akhbar Al-Ussbu 1968
newspaper, cultural editor of Amman Al-Masaa Newspaper 1969-1973,
a teacher in Libya 1973-1982, editorial secretary, then managing editor,
and then editor in chief of Al Afkar Journal 1982-1984, cultural Arab
and local relations in the University of Jordan 1984-1986, managing
editor of the Sawt AI-Ummah newspaper in london 1985-1986, head of
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1984-1986, managing editor of Al-Quds magazine and newspaper 1986-
1989, founder and editor in chief of Al-Mar a Al-Arabiyyah newspaper
1993-1994, owner of a media establishment 1994-1996, and a full time

writer since 1996.

® Works:

1. Persons (poetry collection), Al-Qayrawan press, Amman, 2002.

2. Art of Poetry between Nature and Teleology, Amman, 2002.
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3. The Two Ferocious, Salma and the Revolution of Spirit (poetry), Al-

Qayrawan press, Amman, 2003.

4. Notables of Jordan in the Twentieth Century, Amman, Al-Nada
press, 2002.

5. History of Palestinian Political Thought in One Hundred Years,
Arab Historiographers Federation, Baghdad, 2002.

. Art of Poetry, literary criticism, Al-Qayrawan press, Amman, 2003.
. The Road to Jebus, history, Dar Yafa, 2009.
. Afawiq, Dar Yafa publishing and distribution press, 2013.
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. Urduniyyat 2017, Ministry of Culture.

Membership: Osrat Al-Qalam Cultural Club “founding member”,
Jordanian Writers Association, member of the Arab Writers Union, the

Jordanian Writers Union, and the Arab Historiographers Federation.
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Mohammad Damrah

I Try to Smile

Because I loved you since the start of my existence
I carried you in the heart out of fear for you

And I closed all the windows to care for you

And I sang as you desired

But when I saw your pale face

I made my verses dance under your eyes.. until you laughed
Realizing that you do not laugh

And uttered in front of you a strange secret

About death, love and everything

And what is hidden for the enamored

So be as you wish

I am as I wish

Always I am..and it suffices you

That I am alienated in the depth of your sorrow
Until I severed the threads of the finale

And one day I cried for you as a small child

On your two arms
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And I said I love you till Kingdom come

And when I lost you amid the crowded worries

All the stations were full

With the luggage of the departing.. and you call behind me
With all the letters of the alphabet

And I remember that 1

Stood a little

And said that I lost

All the poems
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Biography

Name: Mohammad Abdel Mu"ti Damrah.

Place of birth: Majdal Al-Sadeq.

Date of birth: 1947.

Place of residence in the Zarqa Governorate: Al-Zarqa Al-Jadidah.

Academic credentials: Diploma from the Teachers Institute, a

bachelor’s of Arabic language, and higher studies.

Professional life: He worked in the Ministry of Education for twenty
years, and after retirement he dedicated his time to literary activity. He
was a member of the editorial board of Wisam Magazine (Ministry of
Cutler), and was a member of the editorial board of the Aglam Jadidah
Magazine (Amman), and he worked as a specialist in broadcasting

political commentaries through Syrian television.

e Works:

1. Caravan of the Burned Night (poetry), 1972.
2. I Try to Smile (poetry), 1978.

3. Moons of Beirut (1983).

4. Pain of Palm Trees (poetry), 1996.

481



5. As though it is my Celebration (poetry), Dar Al-Karmel, Amman,
1999.

. Wedding of the Spirit (poetry), 2000.
. Jerusalem the Land of Heaven (poetry for young men), 2000.

. The Road of Honor (poetry for young men), 2001.
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. Call of the Alien (poetry for young men), Dar Al-Yanabee™, Amman,
Dar Al-Bayraq, Ramallah, 2002.

10.  Ashwaq (poetry for young men), 2002.

11.  Garden of Solace (poetry for young men), 2002.
12.  Threads of Hope (poetry for young men), 2002.
13.  Lamps of Life (poetry for young men), 2002.

14.  Portraits of Seasons (poetry for young men), 2002.
15.  The Sand Drowned me (poetry for young men), 2002.
16.  Titles of the Roots (poetry), 2002.

17.  Bridge of Survival (poetry), 2003.

18.  Green Days (poetry), 2003.

19.  Wonders of Nations (poetry), 2003.

20.  Bridges of the Homeland (poetry), 2004.

21.  Descendantof Longing (poetry), Arab Writers Union, Damascus,
2005.

He is a member of: Jordanian Writers Association, General Union
of Arab Writers, Palestinian Writers> Union, and The World Islamic

Literature Association.
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Mohammad Taysir Ureiqat

A Strange Woman in my Kitchen

The hands which reached out to me with toasts

Where is she presently whilst I drag myself by night to his
dwelling.

Towards his wife and children who live under their bitten

throats

Where is she when I quarrel in the morning with a strange

woman in my kitchen
Whenever I call policemen they laugh and say: this is your
wife
And as usual they drink their coffee in my balcony.
k sk ok
My head slept like an owl on a Christmas tree
And I recalled not so distant evenings, where my brother
Collected in front of me the pebbles of the road and the nails

And my cousin had still not rested in his grave which

whenever I visited
The flowers entrusted me with salutation to the garden

And where the wine struck the friends with a thread of love
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and buoyancy
Evenings which I am unable to pursue and reconcile with

Like a lover who just slammed the door.

From that female they call “life”

From the same womb which produced music, flowers, echoes

and terrorism

From that for whose sake we make peace and do battle and

are led from our beds to our work

We cast in its hearths the children whereupon it enters from

the balconies and windows with fresh cheeks
Little does she smile, and laughs copiously due to her womb
In which grow generations of suicidals.

) sk ok
From that man upon whose moustaches grow the trees, whom
they call “death”

To that great tunnel with which the fettered spirits travel with
astonishment and attention

Subdued in our minutes like a gluttonous mouse in a sack of

corn
Upon whom cling the ailing and the lovers
It is the train.. when I cast my body as a straw in its path

It is tranquility when I drink a cup of complex medicaments
and I shut the eyes of my body.

*® ok ook

Since I reconciled with the shadows
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Death did not encounter life, and my dreams were not chopped

up between the blades of the scissor

I became enthralled by the harmony of the smell of pineapple
with the scent of whiskey

1 gift my father stimulants, and bras to my mother

And to the armpits of my lover the odour of pure sweat and the
blueness of dawn

And courage for its fettered purity between the pinching of the

fence and the aroma of the garden

I presently traverse the lifetime without looking at the years

To what has dried from the leaves of the jasmine in its shadow.
k sk ok

Poetry and illusion proceed before me like two restless dogs

I saunter with them towards the hands that propose toasts

And towards the night which flies between us like locusts

Towards his wife and children and she who stirs noise every

morning in my kitchen

Only to find that she has called security, and the woman in

whose womb grow those that commit suicide
And the man upon whose moustaches grow the trees

To drink coffee on my balcony until the deers rise with

drowsiness

To the top.
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Biography

Born in 1983, he is a journalist and writer of drama scripts.

® Positions in the media:

* Anewscorrespondentin Al-Arab Al Yawm, cultural section, Amman
2011.

¢ Books editor at the Arab Education Forum 20112012/.

* Editor of literary books manuscripts in Dar Fada'at for publishing
and distribution since 2013.
* He worked as a news correspondent for the Cultural Section at Ad-

dustour Newspaper 2010.

* News correspondent in the Emirati Al-Ittehad Newspaper in the

culture section since 2015.

e Literary works:

* Widow of Serenity, a poetry collection, 1st edition published by the
National Research Centre, 2009, and 2nd edition published by the
Arab Institute for Research & Publishing- Beirut, and a Jordanian
edition published by Dar Al-Fares, 2010.
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* The Tree Ate Me, a poetry collection published by the Arab Institute
for Research & Publishing, Beirut, 2016.

Awards:

e Mahmoud Darwish Award for Palestinian poets first position,

awarded by the Jerusalem Committee Capital of Arab Culture, 2009.
e Sharjah Award for Arabic Creativity, in partnership with Abdel

Hameed Shoman Foundation, 2011.
e Jordanian Ministry of Culture Award for Youth Creativity 2006.

* An honoring shield from De La Salle College, Amman 2012.
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Mohammad Atiyyat
Lina Nabulsi

My name is Lina Nabulsi

A student in the literary stream

A drawing board..

Or nicer than a drawing board:
Pampered with soft palms

And intelligence that shines in the eyes
A female of the age of a bird..

And luster of scattered flowers..

Pliant like the doves of olive trees
And the innocence of children who love
The body as an arching branch

Or the birthday cake

The hair flows on the shoulder

Like the river streams of my country
The eye like a basin of mercury

Or a handful of musk in a pitcher

My face is transparent and pure like the morning wind

489



And upon it grows olives and the wheat spikes
All my schoolmates know me

With chronic grief on my lips

And pain inhabiting my eyelids

For my land has become enslaved

And on my shoulder.. the burden of a great cause

* ok ook

My name is Lina Nabusli.. an oasis.. an oasis
In the world of the Arab female

Behold my biography

And my hobbies

To produce the banners of the revolution
To be carried upon shoulders

To read revolutionary books

And to lead multitudes

In the face of an unjust occupier

And to visit the homes of my friends

Like a bee that insistently flies

Like a tireless field butterfly

My school briefcase is full

Of books and pamphlets

And throngs occupying the square

In the advancement of girls of my gender
And we fight in broad daylight

With hands, with Pepsi bottles
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By erecting flying barriers

And roadblocks

Hurling stones

Anticipating the impending victory

So the land remains Arab

My name is Lina Nabulsi

A lover from Al-Qassabah quarters

A Sufi seeking the secret of God

With veneration in prayer..

Where desire is widespread in my body
To stop the wheel of the game

And my usurped land

Homeland.. human.. and a cause
Enigmas without an identity

And it disturbs me

For my land to remain enslaved

1 offer my flesh as sacrifice

Bullets penetrate the neck..

Another one in my heart and lungs

I burn my body

O usurper

It will illuminate paths for the newcomers
A purgatory.. a purgatory

My people need a purgatory

491



And I alone
Remain Khawla Bint Al-Azwar
In the world of the Arab female

And on my shoulder the burden of a cause
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Biography

Dr. Mohammad Abdel Rahim Atiyyat was born in the city of Salt in
1937. He received a bachelor’s of Arabic literature from the University
of Damascus in 1965, and a diploma in education from the University
of Jordan in 1975, a master’s degree from the Jesuit University in 1981
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(AAU) , and was a professor of Arabic literature in the same university.

® Works:

I- New Arab Knight (poetry collections), Amman library, Amman,
1969.

2- School Songs, Ministry of Education, Amman, 1982.

3- Vision and the Long Novel in Jordan (criticism), Ministry of Culture,
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4- Evolution of the Poetry Movement in Jordan 19211967- (criticism),
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5- Literati from Jordan (Husni Fariz and Issa Na'ouri), (criticism),

Amman Private University, 2002.

6- Confession Seat (poetry collection), Jaridat Al-Urdun, Amman,
2002.
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Mahmoud Al-Afghani
Men of the Arabs..

Let alone rancor, and eschew parlance

And be not blind, for he is a scoundrel who closes his sight!
I release my vision in every land

And I only see disputation!

I hear howling ! from quarters?

And from others.. in attacks and accusation!
Many a group unjustly assaulted another?
Whereupon it sought to grub about the stoning day
How many a Zeid attacked Amro’s honor?
And how many an Amro exchanged blame!?
And some of you went to excess to insult
Accusing his neighbor of gross misdeeds!
Some of you with extremism attacked
Thereby not leaving peace for his morrow!
What next? What comes after this?

What after the conflict? Which has festered
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I try to see a light but I see darkness
Followed by more darkness!
ek
O homeland of the Arabs, in my heart are
Wounds inflicted by your own sons which are ablaze
I say: tomorrow tribulation will unite us
And a lofty aim will bring us together
I sleep in the night, dreaming of wishes
And open my eyes only to behold division!
kekesk
Men of the Arabs beware of the morrow
For one who shall plant animosity will also reap it

I know not what befell you?

What do you disagree on?! What?!

At whom do you direct the spears of malice?
To the heart of your nation, to what?!

Your arrows leave to your morrow

To be directed at the chest of the enemy

Be together, in heart and spirit, and
A single body that refuses division

Those that seek glory must greatly sacrifice

And those seeking immortality, eschew slumber
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Captains of the ships, awaken

The backside will almost lead us to death!

Woe unto Arabism from its sons

If its conduct remains a heap of junk!

Is it not a crime to remain

Behind? Should that be the aim?

Do not allow differences to ravage an edifice

Which reached the height of glory

And build today, the glory of yesterday, build

Like the forefathers built.. not just with rhetoric!
Forgot what happened before, for yesterday has passed
And today has come so race for peace

I appeal to all of you as Arabs

The Merciful takes care of those that honor their obligations
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Biography

Mahmoud Nadim Al-Afghani was born in Jaffa in 1925, where he
completed his secondary school education. He composed poetry when
he was just seven years old, and he was politically active, spurring the

British Mandate authorities to jail him several times.

Mahmoud moved with his family between Jaffa and Bethlehem prior
to settling in the wake of the Palestine Nakba in Salt and then Amman,
where he practiced his literary activity. His poetry was published in
Jordanian, Palestinian and Arab newspapers, and he was given the
epithet of the poetry of Palestinian youth. He did not publish any books
in his lifetime, but his sons collected his poetry and published it in a
Diwan in 1983.
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Mahmoud Al-Rousan
Allahu Akbar (God is Great)

Allahu Akbar what has befallen the Arabs

My people and family, by whom my genealogy is enhanced
What has happened to them, when they were glorious
Lions, in conquest and in knowledge and literature

They sought the wellsprings until becoming pinnacles

In the height of glory surpassing the distance of the meteorites
Filling the earth with sweetness and fragrance

With blood, they challenged every usurper

They perfumed pride with their sharp determination

And clothed it with glory and scars

The world became by their action forms

Of eternity and sanctity for every proud human

Those qualities of valiance were not for others

And progress is not the achievement of the estranged

skk

They framed the hopes of their races and walked
In the procession of light, even in the waves of fire

And the hoopoe remembered God in the wilderness to its
delight
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And the truth shone despite the darkness and veils
Allahu Akbar, what has hovered above them

The bird of misfortune, or ravens of usurpation

God is Great, do we accept vivisection

And do we remain the victims of betrayal and perfidy
In Palestine are slanderous pirates

With rabbles of Jews and foolish folk

If time speaks and the days- the

Weddings of glory will have moved in delight and happiness
If it speaks truly and without fear

Nor hypocrisy it would revive our golden age
Millions beckon us to save them

And seek relief, and bewail the pains

So do we erupt like our forefathers did

To safeguard those of noble intention and aim

Or do we repose while the shore of Haifa is in doubt
And in the shores witnessing distress

Naught saves us but our unity

And the unity of the Arabs is my hope and aspiration
If we are vanquished, the east is our abode

And if we are overcome, right has not vanished

We are the finest of history and time

And golden chapters of a proud history
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Biography

He was born in the village of Sama Al-Rousan in Irbid, and he is from
a military family of nationalist inclinations. He studied in the schools of
Irbid and Amman and graduated from Salt Secondary School in 1941.
He enlisted in the armed forces and graduated with the rank of Officer
candidate. He participated in the 1948 Palestine war, and was involved
in the battles of Bab Al-Wad and Al-Latroun and Jerusalem, and his
battalion scored victories, and he was awarded the military bravery
medal, and was sent to the British Army Staff College, and he held high

positions in the army.

He was a military attaché in Washington in 1953-1956, and he
studied management in Georgetown University in Washington, and
was then appointed as Minister Delegate, and subsequently received a
master’s in political science and international relations. After his return
he was accused of collaborating with the Egyptian regime, and planning
a coup d’etat whereupon he was sentenced to ten years in prison, but
was released in 1963 after serving four years. He was a candidate in the

parliamentary elections and actually became a member of parliament.
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Mahmoud Al-Roussan was much affected by what befell the
Palestinian people, and he manifested this in his poetry most of which

he dedicated to Palestine and the causes of the nation.

He published his poetry in three collections: (On the Paths of
Struggle), (Essenceof the Spirit), and (Tears and Songs for a Returnee).
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Marwan Btoush

I Claim things and then Believe them

I inhale my age

And become born

I exhale it

And die..

Whereupon my friends wipe me

With the cloth of their breath.

* %k ok

Alone

Without a woman

Whom I use as a mirror to comb my hair

Hiding in the drawer of her two dimples my words
Spraying on the neck of silence of her voice
Whispering her step

With secret drives

Consulting withfolds behind her knee

On matters of livelihood

Reading her nerves which are calmly angry
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And I do not finish..

Standing,
Upon my heart,
On the foot of the dream,
Sighting them from a distance
And drinking what my eyes shed in sweat
Of sorrow,
I am intoxicated by the vision.
k sk ok
I behold a cup rolling over,
Indicating that:
Drinking has been in excess,
You see what you want and claim things thence believing them,
Whereupon I extend my eyes and fill it,
To see what I want

And I claim things then believing them.

® ok sk

A homeland,
Whose children sparkle in play,
And the birds shine from it,

The women weavemen from water.

* ok ook

I behold
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Trees

In their locations.

Whose pomegranate fruits
Continue to slope downwards
Or not doing so,

And a river

For whose pathway.

Is a light,

And a family

And a .., complete family, and...,
I am immersed in inebriety
Where drunkenness eludes me
Which rises in a homeland
That hides behind the visions,

With terrifying affections,

Which lights like a star,
And then dies.
% % %
I extend my eyes and fill it,
To behold what I want
* % %

I see the laughter issuing behind the babblingof a mother for a
babe,

Dolls which imbued spirit in her

And she rose to prepare dinner
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Awaiting the father at the door;

He returned and wasn’t surprised,

Dolls opening the door, what is extraordinary?

It’s love which renders, if it wants, everything alive.
[ sink in my intoxication

I dive into my drunkenness

The home has fallen O Lord!

It was here.. right here

She babbled with him/and he returned/ and he was not
surprised..,

I chat lovingly with him when they are dead
I whisper to their graves and the dolls

With the sighs of a father

Who will not return home.

1 fill it once, twice,
I extend my eyes thrice,
I behold what I want,
And I claim things and then believe them.
k sk ok
Sound jasmine,
And a sun thither that is shy of me and I shy of it,
But whenever the morning is confused with us
We embrace it and then laugh,

Whereupon the cheek of the sky blushes for us,
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We become totally naked,
Completely so,
And..,
I sink and sink in my intoxication
Losing my sense of smell and touch,
And vision,
And I croak,
As a raven hiding my quivering amid the silence,
Revealing the shame of my awakened state
And scattering my confusion
In the wind
As a eulogy
* sk ok
I seek a cup rolling towards me
I extend my eyes and fill it once, twice, thirty three times,
But I do not see what I want
And I claim things
1 fill it a thousand times
And 1 allege,,
Without believing it..

Standing,
Upon my heart,
On the foot of the dream broken,

Standing above the wind,
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Without a foot,

Reeling of awakening, and bewailing
Closing my eyelids,

Drinking myself

I behold:

A cup/light/trees/a doll opening the door/closing it/ a child/
birds/a mother/ a father/the shadow of a pomegranate sloping
down and not doing so/terrifying affection/a dying star/blood

in the fissures/croaking/two graves/a cemetery, cemeteries/end
of life.

O God!

I cannot see.. I cannot see

O God!

I have lost my sense of smell, touch, and I am losing myself

I vanish, I vanish

1 fade,

And I forget.
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He was born in Karak in 1989, and resides in Amman.
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Mustafa Wahbeh Tall (Arar)

Arar eulogizes Al-Hussein

(Suppositions)

Your spear to deathhas softened
But seldom did it weaken

The country that I loveviolated

And the lion left its den

With a heart that is the emblem of Arabism
And the sidesinhabited the aorta

Eulogy exclaimed and did not subside

People reacting with unbelief

The passing of the unfairly treated liberator
The spreader of the embedded rights

Remover of the obstacles hampering the nation
Whose awakening has been hindered for centuries
The son of kings and father of kings

The descendant of the finest Apostle

An ailment succeeds in bringing the death about
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Capturing the end of his life
And to be vanquished by time’s vicissitude

This I swear is supposition

(but is the great affliction)

Death is the fate and aim of every living human
Notwithstanding the intent of the ingrate

I took refuge from

The predestination of the Lord of the worlds
But it is the grave course of events

The outcome of the consciousness of the free
And the dreams of the guided are foolish

And the certain are astonished

How can the effect of it create awareness

Whilst imprisoned in exile.

(Death is death)

Death is inevitable undoubtedly

Whilst doubting it is a certain truth
And the obligatory prayer in the day of
The evacuation of fearful Hescon

If you acquiesce to the laws of sorrow

With stinginess affliction is to owe
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(They should not gloat)

Let them not gloat for at your end
There is naught justifying their gloating
Perchance the setback was

The misfortune of the loyal

He is the sign of the dear victory

And the aim of manifest triumph

How many a master led nations

And guided them in ages past

The sons of his era thought him

To be among the unlucky

Supposing that he did not convey them
To a deserved greatness

Even if the years took their course

The veils of the eyes were wiped

They recognized him of a height of guidance
To be among the ranks of the sincere
And found that the great victory is

To be reaped by the conquerors

And with ignorance they raced

And with their disobedience they forgiveness asked
One deified him and another

Considered him among the Apostles
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(You taught us)

You taught us how extinction in

The love of our nation is

And the most valuable possession

And what gives glory to the sovereigns

In supporting lofty ideals

How one should not be derelict

You risked the valuable crown to safeguard
The secure throne

The Agsa Mosque and the rights of your
Family in Palestine

Undoubtedly the first of the two Qiblas
Which has chosen you as a supporting friend
You remain among its protectors

And a leader in being so

(Luminous countenance)

You were correct or erred in your
Endeavors as the approach of the charitable
Two matters which your judicious
Historian will not find like them

It suffices him that you were

Abstinent and with a luminous countenance
You did not acquiesce when Balfour

Attempted to make you compromise religion in favor of a

country
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(Did you behold)

O one with an approach in kingship

Where others are crowned

Have you not seen how the throne

Whose possessor was surrounded by opportunists
Whereupon he acquired knowledge of the honest
Whereby the knowledge of the treasonous was uncovered
Until the truth became manifest

And purified the puregold

And tempest of events eliminated

Feebleness of the supposition of the fat

Those against him yesterday

Leaped forward running

It became manifest to you that their loyalty

As pure gold will not be

(Napoleon was not)

Napoleon was not on a day

A traitor to his compatriots

Who was more loyal to his nation
Than the honest savior of the others
Until deserving the care of

His people and the loyal

His followers boasted
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Of the hardship of his imprisonment

And they gathered in groups

Regarding his left and right

None among them is but the prodigies

Of epics and the fierce

They did not favor breaching undertakings

And to remain pampered

But rather preferred the imprisonment of loyalty

To the leadership of the transgressors

(Neither a companion nor a friend)

Whilst being in Cyprus

Without a friend or companion
But for the distress of the memory
And the moroseness of the longing
For lands you ask about

Your visitors repeatedly

How is Al-Qweirah and Al-Sharat
And the plain of Bani Amon?

And the mountains of Ayla- does it
Have pastures pleasing to the visitors?
There is nothing more delightful

To the visitors than the orchards of palm trees
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(Where are those)

Where are those who in the blind places

Are steadfast

And their call did not ring

With a ringing sound

If you said you are their master

You would find that they are believers in you
And the crown is feeblest when

Supported by hypocrites

Like rage made tender

By burdens and eyelids

( Sermon of the offspring)

Is the bastion of Limasol nearer

To them than him (the crooked)?!

They came to you in the days of Hejaz

Every daywith arrivals

Expressing to you their love

And allegiance and loyalty

Whereby if the tide of events

Went against you and seceded

And those you welcomed

Are the same persons who turned away from you

Where those you disavowed
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Were delighted by your plight
There are lessons to be drawn O father

Of kings, so teach them to the sons

(God’s prayer)

God'’s prayer upon you O

Son of the good and pure

And upon those who died in your
Era as workers for Arabism

In martyrs square

To whose beliefs you subscribe
In Al-Raml of Beirut in

Akka’a in the gloom of prisons
In the two Ghoutas and in Iraq
And at the outskirts of Maysalun
Their glory is lofty

Glory that is without parallel

(The believers are)

Pardon me if Al-Hussein departed
To them prematurely

To live among the righteous

And reside among the dead

For death has cast upon him

The Thyrsus of the immortal
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(Hussein is an idea)

Al-Hussein is an idea

Whose chest of survival is sparing
Not reaching the tide of death

Nor the escape of years

May the first fear God

Who rushed to him in bereavement
Eulogizing him is an imperative

For those grief-stricken persons

(O banner)

O banner which Hussein raised

For the valiant and armed

They came to support the symbol

From every area pouring forth

And they leaped in its shadow

Onto the basin of death coming hither
What’s death? The seriousness of death
On a day stirring frivolity

Time has raised for them the banner

Of conquest where they are at war
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(Macmahon)

So look at the Turks

In the expanse of the land in laughter
And see the desert rife

Who are the ones

And in every area (Sharhabil)

And every quarter (Artabon)

Lions of the brave were not

Deterred from the bastions the forts
Until they purchased with their blood

But for the connivance of Macmahon

(Who safeguards)

O banner this was its fate among
The predecessors

Who after you your majesty

Shall safeguard the land

We shall accept the judgment of God

To whom we shall return

Aqaba 1931
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Mustafa Wahbeh Tall (Arar)

Biography

Mustafa Wahbeh Tall was born in 1899 in the city of Irbid to an
extended family. In his childhood he was witness to the continual
conflict between his father and mother, which caused him to be attached
to his grandfather who accompanied him in his tours. He studied in
the schools of Irbid, and then travelled in 1912 to Damascus to study
in the Anbar school, where he engaged in some anti-Ottoman political
activity, whereupon he relocated to Beirut.

Arar worked in the educational field, the ministry of interior, courts,
the Emiri Diwan and as a lawyer. In his unstable life he was subject to
dismissal from his posts, to imprisonment and banishment due to his
political views, and his positions and poetry in which he sometimes
exceeded what is customary and acceptable.

The poetry of Arar was characterized by simplicity and candor, and
there is no exaggeration in saying that he is the most important and
capable of the poets of Jordan in the first half of the twentieth century.
He actually punctuated Jordanian poetry with a special character by
virtue of his political, national, social and human positions, and he
influenced many of his contemporaries and successors from among the
poets, and many Jordanians continue to learn by heart and recite his
poems on current events, as though they were especially written for
these very days.
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Mariam Al-Sayfi

Touch of a Letter

You cry over her and the tears of the eye do not suffice

So bleed O tears of the heart

Overcome by grief in heart of his cloak

O how much the candles of the spirit have fallen of weakness
Exceeding the circles one in the eye is their dwelling

Neither their distance pleased them, nor their proximity is

cured

The splinters scattered will bloody the heart
Scattered like leaves in a storm

Neither the wind can gather what the storm distances
Nor does sorrow heal the wound you hide
Explanation is prolonged if language elaborates

O how much longing has uttered in tune and letter
How much its letters have sung such longing

And how much she fearfully suffered the pains

And how many nights she supplicated for

Those who are the joy of the spirit in thought and custom

And how much she wished worldly solace for them
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For the one with proud description not to disappear and to
remain

They are the beloved, the nest of the chest is their dwelling
Even if distances are farther without crawling

I pass a distance in the record of memories

Whereby the sound diminishes and the sighs do not suffice
Manifest in memories that I was very pleased with

And the sun shines with illumination

That grace on the atmosphere of our gathering
Whereupon the light radiates in my heart and palm

And the letter pulsates in the beating of my questions

And there is no answer to what quivered prolongedly
Does the night expire if the darkness is protracted

And light grows in the artery to produce

A pure pulse, to move fully in the veins

Longing for warmth like the warmth of the sheath to the sword
I wish the nights which shook our resting places

Would say O eye dry of the tears of sorrow

Igniting the light in the darkness of our estrangement
And the melody smiles in the flute and the drum

And a string is satisfied in the oud of our congregation
And the desired joy rises in the music

And poetry is uttered as a folksong on a lip

Melting as a sweet melody which was desired
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Mariam Al-Sayfi

Biography

She was born in Al-Walajah village of the suburbs of Jerusalem in
1945. She migrated with her family in consequence of the Palestine
Nakba in 1948 and lived in Amman where she completed her school
education and thereafter her university education from the University of
Jordan/Faculty of Arts, Department of Arabic Language and Literature
in 1968. She earned a general diploma in education from the University
of Kuwait in 1978, and worked as a teacher of Arabic in Saudi Arabia,

Kuwait and Jordan.

She is a member of the Jordanian Writers Association, and a member
of its board of directors of the 2005-2007, a memberthe General Union of
Arab Writers, the Palestinian Writers> Union, the Palestinian Teachers

Union, and a member of the union committee supporting Iraq.

She participated in numerous poetry recitals and festivals in Jordan
and abroad, including the Marbad festival, and was a guest in several
radio and television programs in television and radio stations in Jordan
and abroad.

She worked as an editor in chief of the Jordanian Al-Shira’a magazine
during its publication between the years 1996-1999, and is the host of a
literary salon which endured for more than twenty five years, which is
known in cultural circles in Jordan and abroad, and she holds encounters
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in her house in Amman every month, which are attended by literati,
poets, critics, plastic artistsand intellectuals in general.

Her literary salon was visited by the head of the Russian Writers
Association alongside the accompanying delegation on their way to
Palestine to participate in the book festival in 1997, and her literary salon
was also visited by the president of the Turkish Writers Association
Antioch branch and a group of literati, poets and Turkish artists in 2008
and 2010. Moreover, her literary salon was attended by a large number
of poets and literati from Palestine, Iraq, Syria, Lebanon, Saudi Arabia,

Morocco, Algeria and Tunisia.

e Works:

1. Waiting, poetry, 1996.

2. Poetic Spaces, poetry and biographies of the visitors of the literary
salon, 1999.

. Clustersin the Baskets of Light, poetry, 2002.
. Prayer of the Spikes, poetry, 2004.
. Songs for Grief and Joy, poetry, 2006.

AN L B~ W

. Poetry Collection (Rose of Absence), Dar Fadaat for Publishing and
Distribution, Amman, 2013.

7. Poetry collection (And Silence Speaks), 2017.

Some of her poetry was translated to both Turkish and English.
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Maha Utum

One Road or Less

A street separates us..

Not a passage for a car

Or for the real feet of people

Between us is the greenery of vegetation- not plants
Or the blue of the sea, not the sea

Between us is a path or what’s less..

One path that glances at you and me:

You sing for Abdel Halim who sings..

You whistle a sad tune which attaches to the cypress
Emitting a senseless laughter

Deep inactionand meaning

Between us is a street

Which learns to mix scents from us
Of perfume on the shirt

And below parlance

Essentializing Amman
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In one path

There is a street or less between us

If only the garden gazes at us

It would view itself..

And see the blossomthat illuminates

In the dark of the two bodies

And a night where your night dampened the lips
And the proximity of the hands to mud remained
Inebriated by kaf and nun (the word Be)

In a language

Where the sky and the land of the lake interlace

There is a road between us

Between us is one path or less

If this longing should diminish
And naught remains but the earth
We fly on the balconies of the land
As dust

And we cross what’s between us
Step

By step

Or less..
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Maha Utum

Biography

Maha Mahmoud Utum was born on 20/5/1973 in the town of Souf/
Jerash. She completed her secondary school education at Souf Secondary
School For Girls in 1991, and then studied Arabic literature at Yarmouk
University from which she earned two degrees: B.A. in 1995, and M. A.
in 1998, and thence she earned a doctorate in modern literature from the

University of Jordan in 2004.

She worked as a teacher in the Ministry of Education 1996, then
in the University of Science and Technology (1997), then in the
Hashemite University (1998-2008), and then at the Languages Centerof
the University of Jordan since 2008.

She is a member of the Jordanian Writers Association, and was a

member thereof for two successive sessions (2007-2011).

e Literary works:

e “Circles of Mud”, poetry, Dar Al-Hiwar, Latakia, 1999.

“Her Half is your Night”, poetry, Ministry of Culture, Amman, 2006.

“I Resemble her Dreams”, poetry, Dar Azmenah, Amman, 2010.

Down theRiver, poetry, Ministry of Culture, Amman, 2014.
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* Upper Chambers, poetry, Al-Dar Al-Ahliyyah, Amman, 2019.

* My Life is a Memory and Writing is Forgetting it, poetry selections
(AL-‘Aaidoun), Al-Aaidoun for Publishing and Distribution,
Amman, 2020.
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Mahdi Nseir

City

A city growing on the dairy precipice of Houran
Jumping like feeble goats

Biting from its sparse plain some black wheat
To pave the road to Damascus.

A city develops facelessly,

Blocks of stone

And the released people are as the noon of June
Like pigeons picking their bread

From a street surrounded by

Shops founded by old Houranis

And grimacing/defeated warriors

To facilitate their dreams at dawn

Prior to the time of ablution.

A city that is nourished at night by the dead bodies of fleeing
shepherds

And in the morning the gates are awakened
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To cook for an indolent army their bread
And to prepare a list of sacks of flour
For the morrow slumbering at noon

Bloated like dead bodies.
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Mahdi Nseir

Biography

Mahdi Anwar Uglah Nseir was born in the city of Zarqa on
22/12/1960. He completed his secondary school education in the Zarqa
Secondary School in 1980, and earned a bachelor’s of civil engineering
from the University of Jordan in 1984. He worked as an engineer in the
Ministry of Public Works since 1987.

He received the Irbid Creativity prize (poetry domain) from the higher
committee for marking Irbid as the city of Jordanian culture 2007 for
his poetry collection “One Hundred Songs for her Restive Moons”.

He is a member of the Jordanian Writers Association, and is a
member of the Jordanian Writers Association, the General Union of
Arab Writers.

e Literary works:

* “Myths”, poetry, Greater Amman Municipality, Amman, 2006.
* “One Hundred Sons for her Restive Moons”, poetry, Amman, 2008.

* “Changes of AbuRighal Al-Thaqafi”, poetry, Dar Azmenah, Amman,
2008.

* “Reading in a Desert Inscription”, poetry, Dar Azmenah, 2010.

* Thamudic Rythms, Ministry of Culture, Amman 2018.
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Nayef Abu Obeid

At Fatimah’s Gate

Everything awakened and scattered light
The morn of the south is pure awakening
Where are their convoys defending the earth
Where is the taste of smoke and the sound
Where are their groans and the sound of their weeping
From here they departed and to ill-fate

k sk ok
Twenty years ago with chains they
Came with the boiling rancor in the hearts
After twenty and darkness is silent
Like rats which the holes blemished

* %k ook

The convoy of marching in the south peace
The dumb darkness has a short life

Convoy of marching you shall tell the times
That truth has attacking horses

O kindly ones of near bunches
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So pick them and the reviler is dead
Raise a banner for which blood has been sacrificed
Achieving glory and illumination rather than arrogance
The convoy of pride since fifty years ago
It took leave of the dwelling with tidings and solace
The land was trodden upon and bastions were violated
Our luck receded and evils befell us
® koK
O master of the convoy there your masts are high
With their fluttering the march is good
The great ones in the south have held
A wedding in their days and eagles hovered
As though the imam returned to us
And spoke his words whereupon we almost flew
“They are two states one of hardship and the other ease
So grind the rocks if rocks are a hindrance”
® koK
O kindly ones you gave generously and reaped
And the pleasure of God is a blessing and benefaction
So thank God if He bestows upon you
For He safeguards and helps justice
And be the finest example to people
So that they witness your justice and the hearts are cured
And spread the banner of peace and be

The best of those who illuminate the places

536



For you have a tradition of peace and guidance
And the guidance of Your Lord is a luminous morn
O risers from every path

Perfidy and deception is other than what you do
O oppressed one no peace shall live

Which is rife with evil and humiliation

What peace is it with those that

Violated the sanctity of death when the tigers slept
What peace when their evil abounds

What covenant when their treachery is known
O noble ones do not trust them

For they are treachery and evil

Beware the snakes if their eyelids sleep

In the morning they proceed towards you

This is their nature ever since they were Jews
Where rancor is imprinted upon them

They suppose that the Lord of the worlds

Chose none but they and their pride is defeated
Thus they claim that we are slaves

According to their holy books and the psalms
Woe to them for we are but champions

Our nature is sacrifice and steadfastness
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Nayef Abu Obeid

Biography

Nayef Salim Mahmoud Abu Obeid was born on 15/4/1935 in Al-
Husn/Irbid, and he received elementary school education in Al-Husn
school, and completed secondary school education at the Irbid Secondary
School for Boys in 1953, and then received a bachelor’s of Arabic
literature from Beirut Arab University in 1973, and a higher studies
diploma in literature from Saint Joseph University/Beirut in 1974, and
then a diploma in management and marketing from the International

Cooperation Institute/University of Wisconsin in the United States.

He was a teacher at Huwawara Elementary School in 1954, and in
the field of rural guidance in the Quakers association (1955-1956), and
at the Near East Institute (1956-1958), and thereafter he worked in the
Ministry of Social Development/Cooperative Guidance Department
(1958-1960), and in the Jordanian Central Cooperative Federation
(1958-1968), becoming the director of the central market in the Irbid
Municipality, and simultaneously an administrative assistant (1968-
1978), and subsequently he worked in Jordan Radio and Television

(1978-1984), and then became involved in free enterprise.

He was awarded the Independence Medal of second rank by the

Royal Court, for his poetical excellence.
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He was a member of the Jordanian Writers Association, and the

General Union of Arab Writers.

e Literary works:

* Peace on him.. Peace on her”, poetry, Dar Azmenah, Amman, 1994.

* “Sound of Rhymes”, poetry, Greater Amman Municipality, Amman,
2002.

* “Complete Works”, Ministry of Culture, Amman, 2007.
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Nabila Al-Khatib
Cloak of Falsehood

Remove your precious cloak

If you sit with me

I am..

Not attracted by silk

I realized that the body

If naked

Is not clothed by a gown

And I know

That I am indifferent..

If you are satisfied

Or are angry

They are the same to me

If you are gentle in the morning
Or are harsh in the evening

I saw your face a particular day
Which was luminous to the viewers
The self inclined to you

But when I drew near
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And my vision realized

What was veiled from the viewers

I recognized that illusion misguided me

And that I did not see anything yesterday
Whereupon if the

Souls coalesced

Became asunder

And it became manifest that your water is salty
Rather than what we knew to be sweet and fresh
And love if the

Veins of the spirit

Dried in the limbs..

Died

I behold the pyramids

High vying with the wind

Of views of grandeur

However.....

Its inhabitants are dead

And only cemeteries

Are among the installations

Perchance gardens

When they seek the trees

Finding it a trap

And perchance a female receives good tidings
When her pregnancy is advanced

But what she delivers is a monster
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The soul is dark

So rise and fix the lamps of vision
How could the guide be blind?
And the road of alleys

And this night on earth has entered
The wind is stormy

And one who is ignorant of the wind direction
Does not unfurl a sail in the horizon
What if the wind gathers upon you
And the waves..

And the dark night

And all the causes of drowning?
Return...

For there is no one

Guiding the lost

To the port

Where the lighthouses are

Awake at night

Exhausted by sleeplessness

Return to yourself

And search yourself

The hidden elements of the soul
And for the threat of luster
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Nabila Al-Khatib

Biography

Nabila Taleb Mahmoud Al-Khatib was born in 1962 in the city
of Zarqa, and she grew up in the village of Al-Badhan near Nablus.
She received a diploma in English from the Arab Community College
in Amman in 1986, and thereafter received the Bachelor’s degree in

English language and Literature from the University of Jordan in 1996.

She won first place in the Jordanian Writers Association competition
for non-members (poetry field) in 1995 for her poem “When the Noble
Cries”, and she won first prize in the young poets competition of the
University of Jordan in 1996, and first prize in the Islamic International
Writers Union in 2001, for her collection “The Decade of Spirit:, and
first prize in the competition of the “Muslim Scout Anthem” in 2003,
and first prize in the Abdel Aziz Saud Al-Babtin for poetic creativity
in 2001 for her poem the “Supremacy of the Dadd”, and the prize for
the best poem in the Arab world from the same institution in 2008 for
her poem “Lover of Tulips”. Moreover, her poem “My Swing” was
granted the prize of the best local work (third position) from the sixth
Jordan festival for the Arab child song in 2000, and her poem “The
Orphan” won the gold prize in the Arab broadcasting stations festival
in Cairo 2003.
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She heads the regional office of the International Islamic Literature
Union in Jordan since 2011, and she is a member of the board of trustees
of the Union since 2011, and she is also a member of the Jordanian
Writers Association, and has been a member of its board of directors in
the Salt branch 2011.

e Literary works:

* “Longing of Al-Badhan”, poetry, Amman, 1996.
* “Prayer of Fire”, poetry, Amman, 2007.

* “Decade of the Spirit”, poetry, International Islamic Literature
Association, Riyadh, 2008.
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Najib Qsous
I Love You

I love you Leila and your love to me

Was a wish that rose above the wings of time

I love you as a tune from lips of pearl

Restoring the nights of passion, love and poetry

I love you as a garden which contains every splendor
Of lush greenery or attractive flowers

Flying with my melodies to great heights

To birds singing atop the green branches

I love you as the birds in the twilight

Which hover above the hills in their red shields
Which confer on the grimace of the meadow joy

And bestow on the expanse an effusion of enchantment
I love you as a paradise on its sides

Are splendors of art and of fresh Sundus garment

I love you as a world above which hovers beauty

And a universe of pleasures, love and wine
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I love you a statue of art made

By the God of creation from the light of the florescent stars
I created for him in the heart a temple

And I recited in his prayer niche the verse of purity

I love you in whispering in sad nights

Carried by the wind at the breaking of dawn

Awakening my past which I forgot

Whereby the days transport me in the convoy of remembrance
I love you as a meaning in my imagination making me yearn
And a secret which my thought cannot encompass

I love you as a spectrum of stillness and awe

To which in the silence of the night I intimate a secret
Pouring my tunes on the ears of the night

Whereby passions are calmed within my chest

I love you and the days witness that 1

Remain in love until the day of Judgment

So do not abandon a longing perishing from painful passion

At your command o dear beloved
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Najib Qsous

Biography

He was born in the city of Karak in 1926, and completed his secondary
school education at its school in 1943. He worked as a teacher in the
towns of Fuheis, Mahis and Safout until 1949, and thereafter joined the
armed forces to work in the Royal Medical Services until his retirement
in 1964, and then returned to Karak and worked as a secretary at the

ecclesiastical court.

Najib composed poetry at the early age of thirteen, and he published
his poetry in the newspapers and magazines available at the time, and
he also wrote in the folkloric genre. His poetry is characterized by
gentleness and beauty of style. He published his poetry collection in
1990 under the title (Song of Dawn).
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Nadim Al-Mallah

Homeland of the Arabs Palestine”’

Passion tampered with its gentle wind and security
And became the ally of its misery and shame

The homeland of his Arabism was built by the hunt
From its giant and the lion from its Adnan

Therein is the legacy of the spirit from its (Bible)
And the rituals of faith from its Qur’an

The tomb of Mary and the Nativityof Jesus and the venue of

Israa

And the Agsa Mosque and the sanctity of its site
Its soil was imprinted by pure blood

Of its elderly Arabs and youth

Your foe wants to usurp and purchase it

And politics which expel you from its precincts
Indeed it is not bought by ephemeral money
For the spirits are not sold at a price

(1) This poem was not published in his Diwan, and I include it here. It was published
in (Al-Urdun) newspaper Issue number 110 the year twenty seven 1945.
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The abominable Jew installed himself

In his land for a time as the licking of his fingers

But dissension took place among the weak

And division set in due to oppression

They gathered in it every language and tongue

The speakers not understanding its vain talk

Aliens are led to your land

Owing to the meekness of the weak from among its flock
Whereupon if it intensifies it trots from pain

What the bitten by the snake does not see

You returned to the helpers and defenders

As a wolf aggressing on his brethren

Intrepidity is attained for the Arab to carry a bullet
Having the weapon of war in his arena

Its weapon however much its verse worsens

Is not diverted from search for places of refuge

(Lord Moyne)by being silent was not saved from its harm
From what it previously reaped and not even feeding them
Is it seen sufficient for the master of thenobles

To be led by two mavericks from among his slaves?

Or will the bald justice exact revenge

And pull out the teeth from its ghouls?

Thereby restoring to the terrorized homeland its security
And restore tranquility to the anxious?

And we see a life that is not disturbed
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Among people who monopolize his porringers
And a greedy monopolizer who sucks their blood
Sucking the parasites from his animal?

And we see equity and love in them

And compassion to humans from the humans
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Nadim Al-Mallah

Biography

He was born in the city of Tripoli Sham in the year 1892 and received
there his education until the preparatory education stage, and then
completed his education at Azhar until the year 1913, and he studied
law at the Jerusalem Law Institute in 1924, and earned a law degree
from the legal sciences council in Jerusalem. He worked as an imam in
the Ottoman Army during World War One, and after the colonization of
Syria and Lebanon by the French, Nadim was an anticolonial activist,
whereupon they pursued him, which prompted him to take refuge in
Jerusalem in 1920, and to work as a teacher of Arabic literature and
religion at the Jerusalem Education College, but the British pursued
him intensively, whereupon he took refuge in Amman in 1925, and he
worked as a teacher in the schools of Irbid, Amman and Salt, and he
also worked as a lawyer, and he was one of the attended of the councils
of Emir Abdullah Bin Al-Hussein. In Amman he published Al-Hikma
Magazine in 1932 which was one of the foremost and most discerning of
cultural magazines, which made an impact on cultural and intellectual

life in Jordan.

Nadim Al-Mallah was appointed a member of the Senate, and in the

council of the Ministry of Islamic Affairs, and the Islamic Scientific
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Organization, and in recognition of the man and his role King Hussein

ordered that he be buried in the Royal cemetery at the time of his death.

Sheikh Nadim bequeathed two collections of poetry, and a number
of books on Islamic doctrine and virtues, as well as on history, literature
and criticism. He replied to Taha Husein and refuted his opinions and
arguments with total objectivity, removed from ad hominem attacks

and slander which the opponents of Taha Hussein employed in Egypt.
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Nidal Burqan

Prayer without Echo

I unleash the poem in your precinct just like
Prayer is released in heaven without echo
And I say in your name what I say bloodlessly

And your shining misguidance at my side is guidance.

The gate is a folkloric song which flees to you from the night
watchmen of distance

And the curtains are songs that throb in your direction
Whilst my heart tries to tell you to no avail

They are my names between you and me

And they are idols which rise around you

And they are purely my sin

Which grew on the balconies of your spirit

So burn them

And burn whatsoever you want of me

And then return them to you so that perchance

Whilst I try to be you.. to be.
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You touch my hand
Like the words touch the scent of childhood in my blood
And you gather my name near you as the evening

When gathered by longing that isn’t broken on the steps of

remembrance
Or to embrace me
You touch my hand

Where I was not usurped nor was my heart an echo.

If you know

I lost you in me

And my eyes do not see other than myself

I don’t hear other than my voice

I am unable to do anything other than remembrance

I lost the scent of peace

And I lost the chatter of fingers whilst indicating from afar
Present in the sea of the poem

Where the poem in absence is itself.
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Nidal Burqan

Biography

Nidal Abdel Karim Burqan was born in Amman in 1970, and he
completed his secondary school education at the Idrisi School in
Amman in 2007.

He worked as a journalistin “Al-Arab Al-Yawm” in the period (2005-
2007), and then in the culture section in Ad-dustour since 2007, and he
has been the head of the section since 2009. Moreover, he worked as

an editorial secretary in “Awraq” Magazine issued by the Jordanian
Writers Association (2009-2011).

He received the State award in the field of poetry (jointly) from the
Ministry of Culture in 2006 for his collection “Rain on my Heart”.

He is a member of the Jordanian Writers Association, and the

Jordanian Journalists Syndicate.

e Literary works:

e “Terraces of Memory”, poetry, Palestinian Poetry House, Ramallah,
1999.

“Trap of the Senses”, poetry, Dar Azmenah, Amman, 2003.

“Rain on my Heart”, poetry, Ministry of Culture, Amman, 2005.

“Light Metaphor™, poetry, Jordanian Dar Ward, Amman, 2010.
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Walid Seif

Tatoo on a Green Arm

Upon the bridge connecting blueness and death, and clamor and
silence, stood Khadra the woman with peasant looks breathing the
authentic wind of rain and selling to some children, toys, and human
skulls!!

Upon the bridge connecting the blueness and death
That woman stood

Of a child-like face

And wounding wild nails

Singing some of the nationalist songs

The fleeing voice escaped like a tragedy!
From the gates of prison..

And behind the inspection stations..
Where the night guards remain

Vigilant and yawning below the balconies
The fleeing voices traversed in my head

The center of desire..
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And death..

And the map of the last day!

O son

When the world becomes

Outside the coffin of words

Let’s keep for the fatal homeland

A song of love and bullets

And on the bridge linking desire with death
Where love becomes a conspiracy..
And suspects murmuring a crime
Khadra used to

Drench her pigtail in water

To squeeze it in the dry throat of a wounded man
And upon her eyes

Shines the miserable crescent

When all things appeared

To burn from greenery and water
The bleeding wound..

And the grazing horses upon the hill..
And the dark clouds!!

And the sound fleeing without sons
Falling in my heart..

Wherein are mountains rising..

And a place for the miserable

Throbbing, aghast, becoming a knife and blood
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The sound escaping from the bottom of the sea:

The fatal love, the blue sky, the revolution and water
And the white child with golden hair

Breathing the sharp bitter scent of the sea

And repeating a village song

O son

Let’s stop for some time

For I have passed years of my age..

And I traversed a long path

Between my left hand and Al-Majdal

The treasures of the first rains erupt:

Swarms of seagulls and apples.. and the face of my beloved
Will you open for me your door..

When the murderous bastards come

Granting me manners that warm me..

And hide me..

Giving me a mattress, a wound dressing and a pillow
I shall give you three bullets..

Which I have still not shot.. “and treacherous”

Ask me not dear uncle

Do not plant your knife in my throat

For I am unable to own my house

Even my voice,

I do not possess it..

For it was registered in the police department
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My language has been expropriated by the civil guard
Whereupon the sound exploded upon my eye

A sword of stone and daggers..

And birds from the bottom of the world have come..
Bearing my father’s face, and shale stones

The fleeing voice ends like a tragedy

Exuding the history of the cold wound

The night ignites with the scent of narcissus

And gunpowder

Khadra crosses my head

Alight like the sun and like the martyrs’ eyes

When all things appeared

Burning like vegetation and water

The bleeding wound..

And the grazing horses on the hill..

And the dark clouds!

O face of my beloved...

O map of the coming day

Permit me to read your morrow

Permit me to read the language of the sharp rain
Allow me to hear the song of thunder..

And the sound of the lost time

Permit me to wash with the ablution of blood

Khadra traverses my head
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Playing and talking with me..

When I extend my hands to her..

She withers away.. and leaves in my palm an ember

And behind the strait of death..

She extends her hands,

Pure like the virgin time

Wounding like the will of the dead.. like the air of the dawn!!
* % %

And behind my hands..

Upon the bridge connecting vegetation and death

Was Baqga

Hoarding in the afflicted balconies

A prohibited love song

And police men vomit at the doors

Like a woman who ate the flesh of her children

Where the silver moons of snow fall

Laden with death and the smell of loved ones

The pains of the lower chambers awaken
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Walid Seif

Biography

Dr. Walid Seif was born in Western Baqa Tulkarem in 1948. He
earned a Ph.d in linguistics from London University, and was a professor
of Arabic philology and linguistics at the University of Jordan, and the
Al-Quds Open University, and at a number of other Arab universities.
He also worked at Arab Radio and Television (ART Network at the Iqra
television station. He received from the Jordanian Writers Association
the Arar literary award, and the Ghaleb Halaseh award for cultural
creativity, and also received the golden alfateh medal from Libya.
He authored a large number of television drama works including: Al-
Khansa®a, Shajarat Al-Durr, Urwa Bayn Al-Ward, Turfah Bin Al-Abd,
Al-Mu'tamad Bin Abbad, Houses from Mecca, Jebel Al-Siwan, Epic of
love and departure, Rising to the top, and among his theatrical plays:
One thousand tales in Okaz market, in addition to translating numerous
children’s books, including: Ziyad atop the mountain, Cake of the feast,
Leila departs from the house, Leila’s bicycle, Sounds in the garden,
Brothers Leon Hart, and he 1s a member of the Jordanian Writers

Association, and the General Union of Arab Writers.
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® Works:

e Tatoo on the Arm of Khadra (poetry), Dar Al-Tali"a, Beirut, 1976.

* Estrangement of the Children of Palestine (poetry: joint), Jordanian
Writers Association, 1979.

* Existing and Coming Normalization: Challenge and Response

(studies), Jordanian Writers Association, 1992.
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Yousef Al-Azem

O Jerusalem

O Jerusalem O prayer niche O pulpit

O light O faith O amber

Feet that have trodden the space of guidance
And whose face in its grounds is dusty?
Whose palm plants my land

To which bows my dark arm?

Who tarnished that Dome which

Boasted of the Isra’a of Ahmad?

Pouring on Jerusalem his rancor

Burning the dry and the green

And violating the Nativity in spite of its sanctity
Other than an ingrate infidel enemy!

O Surat Al-Anfal who by virtue

Of the sacred verses will mobilize

Soldiers who savor of death sweet hope

Like a morn which unveils its faith
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And who sells to God the purest blood
Dying as the martyr of truth or defends
However prolonged is oppression and injustice
God is greater than its aggression

k sk ok
O Jerusalem O prayer niche O mosque
O jewel of the worlds O star
Your green plains are the lands of aspiration
Your soil is rubies and gold
Oh how many ayahs were recited in its horizon!
And how many guides beckoned us to guidance and belief
The feet of Jesus sanctified its land
And in its sky ascended Ahmad
Distancing a face shining with piety
The pale face that is foggy
And instead of a lion in the den of the braves
A dog that feigns bravery replaces
And after a people whose religion is a mercy
Becomes at heart rancorous?
O branches of olive in our Quds
How sweet in your shadows is the appointed time
If the usurper tears our wombs

And our people have been uprooted in the earth
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We can only declare the lofty call:

To other than God we do not prostrate ourselves!
k koK

Jerusalem in the horizon of heights is a star

Shining with light so be not surprised

Its days are with truth radiant

Writing in the sides of the lance

If the guitar delights our hearing

Then the tune in the horizon of guidance is sweeter

Or the glories are present in the domain of greatness

Then the Agsa Mosque is wider

And the sun of glory since it rose in our Jerusalem

Why has it set in our Jerusalem?

O garden which was for us a dwelling

And a holy water from whose flow we drink

And a paradise of the spring of our wishes

In whose shadow our beloved sons play

Since it was unjustly usurped

No more does it have a delightful nightingale

Is there a helper with a sword fearless of death

In the palm of one whose caravan is delighted

Or a banner in a triumphant throng

Led by Al-Farouq or Mus ab

* %k ok
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Revelation and the letters
And the ayahs, the Bible and the Qur’an
And the chapter of Al-Isra’a is not recited
Except with the hearing of people sharpening
Jerusalem and its environs congratulate
And the Dome of the Rock salutes us!
In every drop of my blood is an effusion
And every eye pouring down a tear
If sorrow tends the wounds of people
Then my wound bleeds profusely

) sk ok
A gem in the waste of our history
Your hill of all the highlands are gentler
Oh how much have our beloved walked upon it
And from every garden a rose plucked
How much have we watered its soil with breaths
Purer than rubies- indeed more valuable
O Jerusalem howevermuch they drove a wedge between us
On the morrow the army of guidance shall march
The battalions of faith have pledged allegiance
Devoid of a depraved or prodigal person

k sk ok
O Jerusalem O song in my mouth
O beacon in the constellations of stars

In every horizon is a remembrance of you
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And in every inch an effusion of blood
And in every garden is a breath of fragrance
Your warm fresh water is of Zamzam
Every chest a free breath
In every bed the chastity of smiles
Bowing with a heart beating with wishes
For an innocent fluttering like a small child
Who shuts the eyelids in calmness
His mouth on the breast has not completed the nursing
Who has torn the child without mercy
Dying between the chest and the wrist
A blind shrapnel from a man of rancor
And a lancing from the hand of a criminal
Launched haphazardly, heedlessly
A darkness in our black night
The foreheads shall not bow
If among us is the pride of a Muslim

) sk ok
Al-Quds, Latrun and Al-Muntada
And a nightingale singing in a garden
The forest of olives Oh how beautiful
Filled with flowers and sweet dew
In its shadow bowing to a flute
A noble generous boy of sweet echo

Who broke the flute on his mouth
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And dispersed the hearer and singer

And the Agsa Mosque and its prayer niche

Bows to us whilst bowing and in prostration

Its domes prayed to the Exalted One

Its land was the beacon of guidance

The worlds spoke about our march

As we held a hand to greatness

The forehead of AL-Farouq is held high

A noble sight on Jerusalem’s scene

The standard of justice is exalted by Allahu Akbar
Producing glories and supremacy

O Jerusalem if our separation is prolonged

Be sure that our sword O Jerusalem will not be sheathed
Jerusalem O you stabbed the sword of fighters
And the champion of the field in the battle

And the flicker of faith is in my heart

The serenity of the soul and the spirit of safety

If the homeland bows in affection to its

Sons, then Jerusalem is the wellspring of love
Gushing with love to water the thirst

Spring forth with narcissus and daisies

Jerusalem O deviant one is a song

That chants the name of God throughout time
Jerusalem is a mother whose purity is preponderant

Its lap is some of the gardens of paradise

574



It is not a harlot accepting of dishonor

Nor a coward succumbing to humiliation

O Quds O monument of greatness

May the right hand of the wily fox be paralyzed
Say to the saddled horses of Allah

On the banks of the Nile the hour has come

The time has come for the darkness to disappear

And for the unjust aggressor to fall and for the call to pray to
be sounded
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Yousef Al-Azm

Biography

Yousef Huweimel Al-Azm was bornin 1931 in Maan, and he received
his elementary and preparatory school education in Maan, and then
moved to Amman, completing his secondary school education in 1948.
He then travelled to Baghdad and studied at the Faculty of Islamic Law
there, prior to moving to Cairo where he received a bachelor’s degree
in Arabic language and literature from Azhar University in 1953, and
thereafter the higher diploma in education from the Teachers College at

Ein Shams University in 1954.

He worked as a teacher in the Islamic Scientific College in Amman
(1954-1962), and he founded Al-Agsa School which he managed until
his retirement, and was appointed as a minister of social development
in 1991, and was editor in chief of “Al-Kifah Al-Islami” newspaper.
Moreover, he was elected as member of parliament representing the
governorate of Maan three times 1963, 1967 and 1989.

He died on 30/7/2007 in Amman where he was laid to rest.

® He authored tens of literary works, including:

- “Stories for the Youth”, religious stories, Al-Maktab Al-Islami, Beirut,
1962.
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- “O Man”, religious stories, Al-Dar Al-Saudiyyah for Publishing and
Distribution, Jeddah, 1962.

- “Sons for the Muslim Generation”, poetry, Amman, 1969. (published
in four subsequent editions).

- “Quartets on Palestine”, poetry, Al-Maktab Al-Islami, Beirut, 1970.
- “Fragile Peace”, poetry, Al-Maktab Al-Islami, Beirut, 1977.
- “Brides of Light”, poetry, Dar Al-Furqan, Amman, 1984.

- “Lamps in the Darkness of Morning Time”, Al-Manar Library, Zarqa,
1987.

- “Al-Ababil youth”, Dar Al-Furgan, poetry, Amman, 1988.

- “On the Footsteps of Hassan”, poetry, Al-Maktab Al-Islami, Beirut,
1990.

- “Before Departure”, poetry, Ibda’a Establishment of Culture and
Literature, San"a, 2001.

- “If the Mu allagat Poems Submitted”, poetry, Dar Al-Qalam,
Damascus, 2001.

“Bunches Hanging Near”, poetry, 2007.
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Yousef Abdel Aziz

Biography

A bunch of people building my days, the poet says
And my life gasping behind me like a bitch
Confused, and alone

He perused the papers of yesteryear

And beheld five aged women

In the archive,

A field of bottles convulsing with irrational speech
And a basket of errors

The bastard age was passing as a beggar

With a shoe upon the head

In the chamber

He tried writing something

And he calmly touched the box of the picture
He closed his eyes

Whereupon a music pot flowed

579



And the roses burned on the walls

And a constellation of lips fluttered near him

Of what use is this?
Said the poet, and threw

His heart from the room window.

The panorama of the house

A yellow sun

In the cup of the mud house,

The fur of the clouds above the cypress trees,
And a field of wheat

Flying when the wind blows on it
Whereupon it falls on a distant land
Behind the house

The horse of my father neighs
Whereupon silver rays flow

Onto the valleys

And my mother is near the door
Embroidering the thread of the sea on
The velvet gown

From a branch on a lemon tree

My heart leans down

And touches (the chain)

Nearby the house
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And there is a well

Without a bottom,

There is a fierce night imprisoned in it

Which we used to open

Whereupon darkness emanated from it like a volcano
Drawing half the houses of the village

In that well

We threw our most beautiful brother

And forgot him:

My father’s horse.

Where some of its stones are stunned and fly
In the pot

A lightning strike planted by my grandmother
Since two winters ago

Above the wall

There is a mirror that reminisces

At times the face of the mirror wrinkles

And we hear inside of it

Some rattling

And suppressed crying
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Yousef Abdel Aziz

Biography

Yousef Mohammad Abdel Aziz Khalil was born in Beit Anan/
Jerusalem in 1956. He received a diploma from the teacher’s institute
of the United Nations Relief and Works Agency for Palestine Refugees
in the Near East (UNRWA) in 1976, and a bachelor degree in Arabic
literature from the Beirut Arab University in 1978. He works as a
teacher in the UNRWA school in Amman since 1976.

He received the Arar Literary prize from the Jordanian Writers
Association in 1994, and the Association’s award for his poetry
collection entitled “Haifa Flies to Al-Shaqif” in 1984, and he also
received the State award for his collection “Books of Solace” in 1991.

He is a member of the Jordanian Writers Association, and was a
member of the board of directors of the Association for several sessions.

® Works:

- Leaving the City of Ashes (poetry collection), Iraqi Ministry of
Culture, Baghdad, 1980.

- Books of Clouds (poetry collection), Arab Institute for Research &
Publishing, Beirut, 1989.
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¢ Collaborative publications:

Horizons of Transformations in Arabic Poetry (studies), Arab Institute

for Research & Publishing, and Darat Al-Funmun in Amman, 2001.

Anthology of Palestinian literature under the supervision of Dr.
Salma Al-Khadra Al-Jayyousi (selections translated to English),

Columbia University, America, 1990.

Anthology of Palestinian Literature in French, under the supervision
of the poet Abdul Latif Al-Laabi, Paris, 1991.

Selections of modern Palestinian poetry, in the German language,
1988.

Selections of Arabic poetry, in the German language, under the
supervision, of Khaled Ma"alin, Berlin, 2000.
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Spirit of Jordan

Selected Poems

The publications celebrating the centenary of the establishment of Hashemite
Kingdom of Jordan comprise a set of valuable books that provide literary, intellectual,
and informative content throughout the centenary of the Jordanian state covering
four main subject areas. The first depicts the establishment of naticnal institutions
and sectors and their development along the various set stages in a hundred years and
their vital role in maintaining the country’s renaissance and development. The second
subject area talks about leading Jordanian figures and seeks to introduce to the public
these national personalities that contributed to the state’s establishment, building,
national renaissance, and democracy-building. The third is the Pioneers series which
depicts Jordanian writers, intellectuals and innovators and their active contributions
in the development of the Jordanian state in the various disciplines and fields of
knowledge. The fourth subject area is a series of specialized topics on history and
public affairs, and systematically documents a number of major pivotal events in the
history of the Jordanian state by collecting relevant archives on these events and then

turning these archives into published books.
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