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He has the curves of autumn,

He is the poetry in blood.

He has the wrinkies of the hills

He is the sound of voices calling

And bodies being wed.

O unknown Ahmad

How have you lived in us

For twenty years

And yet have still a vague face
Unknown to us though we journey
To its features always

O Ahmad, secret like the forests and the flames
Make your face known to us

Read us your last will

We will disperse in silence

We will step back

That the dead may hear your words
That the living

Might know the features of your face.

Ahmad

My brother Ahmad

We await your hero’s death
When will it be?

When will it be?

When will it be!




Your body will wed the waves
Under the guillotine

You will say No

You will say No.

You will die in my bleeding

And be reborn

In sacks of flour,

We will come answer your silence

When you call us

And the face of death

Will vanish from our words.

The push of death will sweep us by

We will be swept toward a simple homeland
And a dream of jasmine yet to come.

The birds have willed their songs to me
And I've been gathered

To the heartbeat

Of the fields.

Go deep into my blood

Go deeply into bread

So that we’ll have a simple homeland
And a dream of jasmine yet to come.
Ahmad of every day

Ahmad pure and simple

How did you erase the differences
Between fruit and stone

Between bullets and a deer?

Arab Ahmad, Resist!

We shall journey in this siege

Till we reach the shore

Of bread and waves

We will die for the dream

Of a homeland

And jasmine yet to come.






{ light a candle

From my open wound.
Tonight

The pebbles all have lungs
and veins.

Your silence,

My beautiful distant wife
Has melted this dead night
The benches and the trees
Are frozen in your shade.
Remember me

Before | forget myself.
The rocks are my letters -
To the earth.

I shall rise up

From the vegetable crates
From the sea

From the song of the poor
From their chant:

We shall remain

We shall remain.

Ahmad

Made of thyme and stone
You will rise

You will say: No!

Your skin will be the garb
Of every peasant coming from the fields
To erase the governments
Your fist will be a flower
And a bomb

Raised daily to say

No.

Your body scarred by swords
Will be made new

With coming suns



From the East to the West
They were arranging the funeral
They were selecting the guillotine.

I am the Arab Ahmad

Let the besiegers come!
My body is the fortress

Let the siege come!

I am the fireline

And | will besiege them
For my breast is the shelter
Of my people

Let the siege come!

I walk among small details

When | leaned against the waters
They shattered

When evening comes

I vanish

Swallowed by a deep bell
Ringing far away.

Only my bleeding

Tells me 1 exist.

Each path my footsteps tread
Evades me,

Escapes.

Each city | befriend

Throws at me my suitcase

I seek refuge in poetry

and dreams

To find that daggers

Somehow beat me to my dream.
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Ahmad was the sea

Foaming among the bullets

A camp that fiercely grew
Raining thyme on us

and fighters.

Ahmad watched his limbs
Grow strong with memories

Of forgotten trains

that no one meets

that no one greets

with jasmine.

He stood alone

Through nights of self-discovery,
Longing for the truth

For twenty years

Adrift for twenty years

Asking for an identity

Being answered with volcanoes.

t am the Arab Ahmad

He said

1 am bullets

and oranges

and dreams

Tel Zaatar is my tent

And | am the homeland

The ongoing journey

To the homeland.

From the East to the West

The swords were being sharpened
As Ahmad came to know his limbs
Soaring like a star

Gazing to see Haifa.

Ahmad was to be the sacrifice

The cities left behind their asphalt limbs
And came after him

To kill him.



To those hands made of thyme

and darkened stone

| voice this cry

To Ahmad

Forgotten and alone

The passing clouds have left me
Homeless and unknown

And only mountains dare to hide me
in a barren home.

| emerge again from the ancient wounds
Approaching till | see

The details of the land

| emerge again in the year the sea
was breached from the cities of ash
When 1 found myself alone.
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Tel Zaatar, a Palestinian camp in Beirut, was beseiged for
sixty days during the Lebanese civil war. Suffering
greatly from the harsh seige, the people iri the camp
resisted heroically until its fall.

Tel Zaatar, meaning “hill of thyme” in Arabic, has become a
symbol of Palestinian Resistance.

Ahmad Zaatar, a fictitious person, represents the faceless
victim of the Palestinian dilemna, being constantly
uprooted and in perpetual exile.

This is not a literal translation of the poem, but a recreation in
English of the Arabic text.

R.K.
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