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My share of nothing

By Fathi Muhadub / Tunisia

Translated from Arabic by Dr. Yousef Hanna / Palestine

Oh my God

The dragon | hid in my spine

,To guard the crown of the woodpecker’s race
,Fled away looting my blue treasures

.Leaving Seven Keys in my head garden

Oh my God

I suffered a lot from darkness of clarity
.From loss, estrangement and futility
.From the long ropes of my imagination
,From severe frost of night watchman
.While he was walking on my lifeless silence
,From our daily blond death

,Taking us one by one

.In a wagon of tin and straw

,The train is hungry and barefoot

Inside its enigmatic railway

.Nests homing fog

.Leopards open fire on kangaroos



.The forest was filled with intrigue

.The zombies have disappeared into the wilds of lethargy
.Our house is dark, so dark

.And my fresh pigeon is broken wing

.The gallows’ milk is tastier than the light of rain

.Your noble whistle is at the well bottom

Your chair is vacant

.While the priests share the wheat and gold

Oh my God

,Trees that shared me consolation

,That suffered from standing on one leg
,Granted me fruit, peace and love

,And wailed long in front of my love's shrine
.Shed in air unforgettable words

:Trees whose trunks are deeply dug

.My tears full of daggers

.My daily narrative heavily armed with ashes
Those fresh trees

.were slain by loggers’ axes

Oh my God

.Your path is thorny

.Your voice was drunk by Adam's gun

.Your goodness is in pirates’ and convoys’ hands
.Angels traveled in fragile boats

.Light and music on the edge of a precipice

.My senses are prostitutes in my body boats
.Proofs are broken-hearted Seleucia dogs

.The trap builds its nest in apparent things

.My mind is a blind owl



.My feet are cut off

.My head is a cracked building inhabited by ghosts and myths
.The dark is a casino mannequin

.And my bats lick the blood of intuitions

Under my stony knee

.An apostle was stabbed by a wolf

.I' haven't arrived yet

.Truth is fenced off by leopards

.I am still satisfied with my share of nothing
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| love you, Catherine
By Fathi Muhadub / Tunisia

Translation from Arabic Dr. Yousef Hanna / Palestine



| love you, Catherine

.I'love the blond fox peeking out of your glazed eyes

.I'love your face full of stars and gulls

.Your extravagant apricot voice

.Your feet deep bells

.Your high stature waterfall

While | am hanging from the gallows of the margin

.Like a broken-hearted clown

| love you, Catherine

,But | am ringed by bullets and corpses

.By shame, scandal and nostalgia

.In my pouch a million years of family ruin

,Encircled by new pirates

,With the hum of the absurd cricket

.With filthy beasts settling in my spine



.The useless ropes wrap on my neck

.My head is full of ghosts

.And the day with snipers and killers

.I'm waiting for your christian chest to sleep forever

I wait for your tender touch to restore my relationship with the world

| love you, Catherine

.But I'm hungry now and chased

Ilisten to the snaps of the dead fingers

.I condole the blind and the broken

Oh Cathrine, | have no heavenly prop

.Street wars displaced me

.Long sleep over ancient graves

.Go slowly to the ziggurat (*) of nil

| love you, Catherine

.I'love you, Catherine



Ziggurat: is a type of massive structure built in ancient Mesopotamia. It has the form of a (*)
.terraced compound of successively receding stories or levels
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Rita is my last salvation

By Fathi Muhadub / Tunisia

From Arabic Dr. Yousef Hanna / Palestine

Dear Rita

?Did my dove come to your balcony

:Did the moon tell you

That my soul is worth a meter of dead butterflies

That your absence was a notorious snake



Devoured everything

Our effected rose due to an early aging

Our words that long resisted

The soldiers of oblivion

Ceiling Light

.Like a goddess of silver

Dear Rita

| am so sad

Because my funeral

Encircled by the Red Indians' fire

And the cloud eats the thicker walls

Of our royal love castle

Because the evening is fatal and violent

Seclusion is an old frog

Climbs up my stature

...With two hundred pounds of pure madness



Dear Rita

Your voice, a priest knocks bells

In the church of my heart

Void is praying alone

Broken-hearted

I'm Waiting for your arrival, Rita

Riding a winged horse

And the keys to Heaven are erupting among your fingertips

And your smile has the Archangel's pride

| wait for the blessing, glory and salvation

My honorable resurrection

...My eternal quiet life

| got tired, Rita

Stone cities let me down

The stinking mamba eyes



Pirates and Night Wolves Howl

Woodmen in their nihilistic uniforms

Werewolves in broad daylight

Oh, Rita, I'm very very tired

I'm blind, Rita

And the world is full of reptiles and killers

With pus, purulence, and shame

And Hulagu horses' hooves

Run over my silky heart

Come, O beautiful butterfly of the East

And save these charred ruins

Be the blessed hand

Final salvation

I am very tired, Rita

.I'am so tired, Rita
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The witch

By Fathi Muhadub / Tunisia

From Arabic Dr. Yousef Hanna / Palestine

.To wonderful Tandyar Jamous who ignited my memory

My mom was an amazing witch

She puts us on her shoulders at night

.Then flies us like a good pigeon

,High in the sky

Angels throw at us fruits

.And precious clothes

Poverty was like a flying dinosaur

Chasing us to cut our heads off

.And to devour the good pigeon



Our uncle Gabriel was very kind

He releases rare perfumes from his primary quills

And promises us an elegant home in heaven

Protecting us from carnivorous dinosaurs' attack

And the demons that gather the waters of contradictions

.In drilled baskets

After the beautiful pigeon's death

Uncle Gabriel is gone forever

.And we remained hostages in the cage of poverty

Whenever a pigeon passes over our heads

,We say our mother came to release us out of captivity

To fight poverty with her deep laugh

.And with her wings corresponding gods' ones

.My silence is a dead goose on the sidewalk .40l e 88U §)g] oo
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My silence is a dead goose on the sidewalk
By Fathi Muhadub / Tunisia

From Arabic Dr. Yousef Hanna / Palestine

The air is like an Abyssinian slave



.Snaps his fingers and slumbers in front of me

The mannequin is very touched

.Her tears are like cubes of light

.All went on the edges of their obsessions

- Everything is vanity and futile -

.My silence is a dead goose on the sidewalk

.And women are ripping their forelock off

They fall like broken boats

.At the bottom of the affliction

.My arguments are flimsy facing the eloquence of nothing

.Sixty bullets in my quiver

.And the forest is full of rodents and leopards

.The blind sniper aims the gun barrel

.My humpback life is running with wooden legs

.Many mourners in the tunnel

.And the mist haunts the broken inhabitants of the body
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Blossoms of wild solitude

By Fathi Muhadub / Tunisia

From Arabic Dr. Yousef Hanna / Palestine

When the thunder roared

We said: God is coming from afar

He will set us up a house, made of eternal wood

To safeguard us from monsters and crime

From the Tatars' dogs and scandal

From the ghost who drinks the eyes of the little ones

With a mouth of seventy meters long

He will set us up a wonderful garden

Fenced with pine and acacia trees

With very rare flowers

To please our sick souls

And to expel the madness that hits our heads

With his ugly boots



However, the humming of thunder

Was a tragic introduction

To a lightning bolt falling on my father's head

Where he had completely burned

.In front of an abandoned church

% ok ok %k %

When an angel crossed

Our village

On a bike

We said: the sky postman

Came to distribute God's letters

To the poor

And to herald us with pure gold rain

And with the disappears of our fetal poverty forever

However, the drums of war beat behind him



And the planes threw its fruits

And the bombs of pragmatism

Devoured our sad souls

.So, vagrancy became our rotten daily bread

% ok ok %k ¥

When we got tired

And cried like widows of war

Only music has carried us to heaven

Where we threw the coffin of bad luck into the pit

We went up the stairs of light

With two legs of incandescent rhythm

.And became very close to the truth

% %k %k %k ok

When Nostalgia Leopard threw me

With two eyes of pure sparks

A little rabbit fell



From the balcony of my soul

There was no witness to my assault

.Abyss was the last to call me with a broken tone

% % %k ok ok

When the rain knocked on our house

We said: This is our dead mother

She does not talk

Rather, rings the bells of tactile senses

Our mother who drowned in the river last year

.Our mother in a rain dress

.We alone, O mother, plunged into the bottom of the loss

% 3k %k %k %k

When the mannequin greeted me

I said: my love froze from the estrangement

I 1 worry about you, my love



.From thieves at the end of the night

3% ok %k %k %k

When | saw a dead eagle

Stained with blood and insults

I said: This is my humpback brother

Inflicted by his contradictions

.In the crypt

% 3k ok 3k 3k

When the butterfly shone in the sleeve of my shirt

:I said

.My mother is looking for the flower of my heart

% 3%k ok %k k

When the horse bears fruit

And the broken knoll goes mad

When the knight disappears in the family cloud

And trumpeters roar at the funeral



The widow shines like a Turkish lira

My coffin is thrown down

.Scattering the seven days
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By Fathi Muhadub / Tunisia

Translation from Arabic Dr. Yousef Hanna / Palestine

(If I could live again)

I'm going to build a beautiful apartment for insanity

.And fill it with flower vases and music



'l summon Sylvia Plath to clean the family's noose of blood stains
'l nominate Charles Bukowski to deliver the eulogy by signal
I will be a good member of a fresh funeral

I will trim the branches of the coffin

.And from the tears of widows I'll make pineapple juice
I'll play basketball in the morgue

.With Jorge Luis Borges

I will be a good pilot picking stars

.And distribute it to the poor

If I could live again

'l invite suicides to a fancy dinner party

I will go to cemeteries in the dark

.My gun will light up like Aladdin's lamp

.I wake up a lot of dead people

.Give them baskets of mangoes

.I dedicate my bike to a fresh corpse

If | could live again

LI'IHfill my pocket with a rainbow

,Empty my mother's eyes from the clouds

,Wash her wheelchair once a day

.Wipe her prayer glass from rust and dust

If you can live again

I will not think about the grave torment

Or about a fire arsenal key pack

I will not think of the fresh rivers and the slender maids
1 will prevent the first bugs from visiting my head

I'll build amazing nests for the mystics

To tweet away from the hustle and bustle of the city
And to sleep like persecuted storks

.On the straw of Utopia

I will build a Seljuk-style shelter



For orphans and philosophers

,And whenever | get upset

I ride the horse of my imagination

..And chase the blond gymnast

.Time that never sag

If you could live again

.I'm going to bang Queen Bilgis in the pub

I'll slap her on the back lest she surrender to Solomon's soldiers
I will demolish her elegant palace with my teeth

And castrate the stinking hoopoe

.I denigrate his repute with the bird logic

.Idon't like big money changers, arms dealers and priests
If | could live again

I will make a great boat

.And carry my contradictions like prisoners of war

I would treat my childhood too kindly

Protect it from snipers and dinosaurs

From the time with sharp claws

And from the wolves rushing through the arteries

| will treat it like a pharaonic queen

In Tutankhamun's palace

I raise to her prayers and offerings

I guard it from intrigues and traps

,From logopedic cheetahs and logician cicadas

The water will be the guardian of the faithful house

.And the seven brightest stars of Ursa Major will be my ethereal neighbors
If | could live again

,I will plant a cocoa tree in the brothel

Listen carefully to the eloquence of the body

.The boobs of prostitutes’ roar

.And the broken jar of lust at the bottom



.1 will stab the prostitute with my tongue

I will go to war

,to recover the corn fields

.My family's lost treasure

I will have many pike friends

.1 will decide my fate in the grove of my neighbor Mary

,I confess to the almond trees my repeated crimes

.my premeditated killing the deer of last week

.my mortal sin practicing on the bus

.The irony of the nature of things

I will weep for a long time in the desert

Waiting for God's appearance

.Or for a mail carried by an angel from Lote Tree of the Utmost Boundary
| will quarrel with Zargaa' EI-Yamama

.Unleashing the bulls of doubt to invade the castle

;1 will try to forget everything

.The day | was born in miserable circumstances

.The slaps | received in June

I will somewhat reduce my masturbation wars

I'll close the door of my imagination in the face of beauties
I'll keep the water of the breed from extinction

.And wear a Roland Barthes hat after his gruesome death
.To flourish the tree of critique in my imagination

I'll try to forget the blind

Who conversely carried me on his back in Latakia lanes
.Ali Ibn al-Qarih follows us on a straw bike

If | could live again

,I'm going to eat pizza slices greedily

,To ride on my neighbor's chunky ass

,To drink wine in the recovery room

And I'll fill my life with jewelry and women



I will be an important theoretician of the River Being
.I'll celebrate Matsuo Basho's frog

By strange hazard chance algae

By the enchanted rhythm of water

I will force Sisyphus to cut off his testicles

.And feed the leopard of meaningless

I will pray once a week

.And think about the structure of this complex void
'l rip my inner face of and throw it to the worry fish
J'lHfill my Dadaist eyes with cubes of light

.I will lead the savage world to a fair trial
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The sailor who sank at the bottom of the prison

By Fathi Muhadub / Tunisia

From Arabic Dr. Yousef Hanna / Palestine

The doctor should not have woken me up in 1994

He had to announce my death at one o'clock after midnight

To knock gongs and bring clouds

To laugh long like a gorilla

,Since my head is flat and full of dead wolves

.He had to pierce my head vertically for my nightmarish ewes to jump out one by one

To takes good care of my sick memories

To open windows widely



,Letting my soul ascend like a revered queen

,The Archangel to deliver a grandiose eulogy

,And the Red Indians to bring fire to the words

.To put a bouquet of roses on my corpse

The doctor had to cut my finger off

.And to single out for my ring, which was gifted to me by a Gravedigger in a dark forest

The doctor had to tie the ghosts with my arterial ropes

Smells the scent of women who snatched the light cubes from the balcony of my heart

Texts that died by gunshot

At the Interchange of madness

The doctor had to separate the rock from my arched back

.To fill the void of morgue with my oppressed years

The doctor had to think carefully

To open fire on nostalgia birds

.To lure the goose of thinking into the oblivion garden

He had to fight the monster hidden in my bones



.He had to refute the crow's argument

To carry my corpse in his limousine

.To be a fancy dinner for loose dogs

3k % o 3k % 3 3k 3k ok 3k 3k 3k 3k ok ok 3k 3k 3k ok ok ok 3k 3k ok ok sk 3k ok 3k ok ok ok 3k ok ok ok ok ok ok 3k ok 3 3k 3k 3k ok ok ok 3k 3k ok ok ok 3k ok ok ok ok ok ok ok ok ok

:In a acquainted tone, the doctor said

.Soon, my son, you will lose your chestnut eyes

.You'll lose the outside world

The light will let you down in critical places

You will not see in front of your house the sun

Distributing flashlights over the elements

You won't see a willow tree

Fighting with one leg

Since one hundred years

You will never see the wrinkled bus

.Who spent his life crowded with ghosts



You will not see your brunette neighbor

.Hanging apron of remorse on the clothesline

.You won't see any butterfly drinking light with its tiny wings

But you can see with Imagined eyes

.Will sigh the beat of things from your ears’ vessel

You can go to your heart

In seclusion

.To help you carry the loads of the tactile senses
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Carlos told me

Don't be sad, Dad

Not a single fish died in my head aquarium

I did not forget my neighbor villagers

While they were burying their dead in my mind

.To the rhythm of the of goats' bells

I have not forgotten the blond devil



.Who neighs in my veins

,1 will fight the monsters of old hours

The sounds filled with pebbles and moss

.I'll strike the day on its back like a lost fox

Oh dad

Do not be sad

In prison over time

The warden becomes with a thousand eyes

,”As if he was a goblin from “a thousand and one nights

,Or conductor of an orchestra in a tent

(*) .Zarga al Yamama

The sun is almost blind here

Enters through the windows like a pregnant woman

To be intercourse with prisoners stealthily

.Then she disappears before the guards detect her



Carlos is a good son

He sips fine whiskey

In every night raid

Planning a military coup

To expel the blind fate from the hegemony

And arrest of spies and chunky words to the void

He has never hurt a bird’s feelings

He did not open fire on his evil childhood

He did not kill a priest in the Titanic

He loves dolphin dance at noon

He only learned to draw coffins and charred corpses

And laying mines in the rear of bad luck

Carlos will break the world

He will write a song about the sailors’ death

.The ship sinking to the bottom of the prison




In pre-Islamic Arabian tradition, Zarga’ al-Yamama was a blue-eyed woman with (*)
.exceptional intuition, keen sight, and ability to predict events before they happened
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The sailor who sank at the bottom of the prison

By Fathi Muhadub / Tunisia

From Arabic Dr. Yousef Hanna / Palestine

The doctor should not have woken me up in 1994

He had to announce my death at one o'clock after midnight

To knock gongs and bring clouds

To laugh long like a gorilla

,Since my head is flat and full of dead wolves

.He had to pierce my head vertically for my nightmarish ewes to jump out one by one

To takes good care of my sick memories

To open windows widely

,Letting my soul ascend like a revered queen

,The Archangel to deliver a grandiose eulogy

,And the Red Indians to bring fire to the words

.To put a bouquet of roses on my corpse

The doctor had to cut my finger off



.And to single out for my ring, which was gifted to me by a Gravedigger in a dark forest

The doctor had to tie the ghosts with my arterial ropes

Smells the scent of women who snatched the light cubes from the balcony of my heart

Texts that died by gunshot

At the Interchange of madness

The doctor had to separate the rock from my arched back

.To fill the void of morgue with my oppressed years

The doctor had to think carefully

To open fire on nostalgia birds

.To lure the goose of thinking into the oblivion garden

He had to fight the monster hidden in my bones

.He had to refute the crow's argument

To carry my corpse in his limousine

.To be a fancy dinner for loose dogs
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:In a acquainted tone, the doctor said

.Soon, my son, you will lose your chestnut eyes

.You’ll lose the outside world

The light will let you down in critical places

You will not see in front of your house the sun

Distributing flashlights over the elements

You won't see a willow tree

Fighting with one leg

Since one hundred years

You will never see the wrinkled bus

.Who spent his life crowded with ghosts

You will not see your brunette neighbor

.Hanging apron of remorse on the clothesline

.You won't see any butterfly drinking light with its tiny wings

But you can see with Imagined eyes

.Will sigh the beat of things from your ears’ vessel



You can go to your heart

In seclusion

.To help you carry the loads of the tactile senses
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Carlos told me

Don't be sad, Dad

Not a single fish died in my head aquarium

I did not forget my neighbor villagers

While they were burying their dead in my mind

.To the rhythm of the of goats' bells

I have not forgotten the blond devil

.Who neighs in my veins

,I will fight the monsters of old hours

The sounds filled with pebbles and moss

.I'll strike the day on its back like a lost fox



Oh dad

Do not be sad

In prison over time

The warden becomes with a thousand eyes

,”As if he was a goblin from “a thousand and one nights

,Or conductor of an orchestra in a tent

(*) .Zarga al Yamama

The sun is almost blind here

Enters through the windows like a pregnant woman

To be intercourse with prisoners stealthily

.Then she disappears before the guards detect her

Carlos is a good son

He sips fine whiskey

In every night raid

Planning a military coup

To expel the blind fate from the hegemony



And arrest of spies and chunky words to the void

He has never hurt a bird’s feelings

He did not open fire on his evil childhood

He did not kill a priest in the Titanic

He loves dolphin dance at noon

He only learned to draw coffins and charred corpses

And laying mines in the rear of bad luck

Carlos will break the world

He will write a song about the sailors’ death

.The ship sinking to the bottom of the prison

In pre-Islamic Arabian tradition, Zarqa’ al-Yamama was a blue-eyed woman with (*)
.exceptional intuition, keen sight, and ability to predict events before they happened
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We will be crowned with a void that does not wear out

By Fathi Muhadub / Tunisia

Translation from Arabic Dr. Yousef Hanna / Palestine

?Why do dead fish fall from your mouth

.And through your eyes we saw sleepovers last night

.Where the clothes of the soul hang on the rope of obsessions

We will save the day from the clutches of the Tatars

We will save the thinking goose from the wolf of insanity



We will save your mirror from the magpie rattle

Do not hide the poet's moon in the stable

The sun will rise from the clown hat

And whose tears are golden

They will rescue the drowned

And in the church there are boats full of wheat and wine

That Jesus did not show for us last week

We buried our mother down the well

Whereas a black eagle and medieval mourners are following us

Your day is blind, kicked by the bus driver

I heard your hand crying in solitude

Your hand is soft rain and music of rice

We heard your broken bells in the middle of sleep

My sweet almond tree

The Noosed will give you a glass of champagne

Do not lead the crow to the worms of cognitive apprehension



We'll save the light from the gallows

The rose from the scent of witches

We'll kick the thieves out of the incited forest of your head

O shepherd, save the sheep of my imagination from wolves

Perhaps the wind is worthy of wisdom and a crown

Your shadow may attack the turtles of doubt

Maybe your brother will wake up with his sad rain

Philosophers will save him at the end of the evening

.By ropes of long questions

We said: Guns are black women

The blind cut off their fingers in the hospital

The waiter is a sick tree

And the participants are very savage

I'll fight them and their ghosts at the memorial party

I filled the proofs with the waters of fantasy



| am celibate and nature is so

We have to get married and cross the bridge

Doesn't matter if the world is full of spies and bulls

.I told the Pope at my wedding ceremony: Be a tree

And the cross supported me at the bottom of the river

Horses drag your tomb in the air

Your body is a village crowded with ancestors

,0 you who pass by a sword of dust

We will breastfeed the milk of eternity and be fraternal

.We will be crowned with a void that does not wear out

.Abyss milk .&gle)l culs
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Abyss milk
By Fathi Muhadub / Tunisia
From Arabic Dr. Yousef Hanna / Palestine

Before | nurse the abyss

,And fill my mortar with tears of widows



.You let your branches think

.Your papers are scrambling like obsessions

Next year rain will come

.Full of women and gold

The boats will be ready

The light will be fifty cubits long

.And the balcony filled with wheat of thinking

| let the butterfly shriek

.Her milk was as warm as light cubes

.Your predatory texts attack the rooster of imagination

The wolf chews the farmer's hat

And my brother washes his coffin with masturbation fluid

.He rubs his critical hours in the brothel

My shoulders of straw and gossip

.The body of red marble

.In August the she-wolf of metaphysics goes crazy



.I divorce heaven and marry earth

.Gabriel applauds me with two bronze wings

My dose of Oxygen is not enough

To awaken the forgetfulness fish

in August

You wear God's face

Heaven rests on your bed

Studded with leopards and music

Narcissus falls into the lake

| fall to the bottom of the mirror

Bahloul * falls into the temptation

.Your shadow is a sleeping fox under the acacia tree

In August, the almonds of the carriages of the dead ripen

Waiting for my sad tree to drain the tears of the family

I am waiting for scuttles of tremendous eyes



.The blind fill the plot

I'm wait for nothing

Waiting for the ostrich mail of obsessions

For the tears of the Circassian knight's pistol

In August, Descartes descends

from my head balcony

The cogito is his only horse

.And the words his thick forest

Our house is ashes, and our prayers are dead birds

And if it wasn't for the wine of your breasts, the musician would have committed suicide

.In the casino

Bahloul: was the common name of Wahab ibn Amr, born in Kufa/Iraq in 807 AD, he was a *
wise poet, and he was perfect in the arts of governance, knowledge and literature in the
time of Harun al-Rashid. He pretended to be insane in order to get rid of the Abbasid caliphs
.following him because of his severe asceticism. Behave like madmen and dervishes

.?What do the dead do underground .Su=)¥l i lgedl Jaiy 1o
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?What do the dead do underground

By Fathi Muhadub / Tunisia

Translation from Arabic Dr. Yousef Hanna / Palestine

?What are the dead doing now -

.They throw the rabbits of memories with tombstones -

?What are they thinking about -

,Explaining the clouds of eternity to the drowned -

,about the time of nothingness

,about buying limousines

.and going to the sea

The sun is too reckless this summer -

Air a servant fell from the balcony of hell -

?What does your mother do in her solitude

,She trims oblivion nails -

She cleans her bed at night

,and by the light of the fading lamp

-she cooks a sumptuous dinner for Mr. Azrael



-piglet meat stuffed with rice

Azrael is too tall -

like a lamppost

With a half-blind eye on his forehead

His heart is slit of basalt stone

He is guarded by a huge dog from the fire of hell

.And he has high quality pistols

He Kkills a lot of people in the recovery room

.And threatens a surrealist artist with an ax blow

?What is his favorite friend doing -

She will wash his blood-stained clothes -

.Will wipes his boots and his theatrical fez

?And what does your nihilistic neighbor do -

He cries long at noon -

He wants to go home



Listening to the Fox of Contradictions

on the edge of the well

.Calling the magpie with a hoarse flute

?Do the dead go to the opera house -

They go to bars naked -

.at the end of the year

Praise the metaphysical birds

They climb blue hills and on their shoulders are boats full of

.whales of imagination

?And your hunchback mulatto -

Receives the new dead -

.with flowers and music

?What is that blind lustful doing -

.He likes the rhythm of suicides' heels -

.The waitress that sings and has two wings of fine gold -

.He likes coffins filled with pistachios and pineapples -



.The fragrance of the mortal world

?What is the musician doing here -

He is distributing the Nahwand pistachio to the suicide bombers -

Promising all the covid dead

.An Andalusian compass

?What do underground musicians think -

Expel the big witches from the basement -

.Making the victims of the syphilis happy
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Dear Gerges

By Fathi Muhadub / Tunisia

From Arabic Dr. Yousef Hanna / Palestine
Dear Gerges, do not be sad

Slide out the stack of these coffins

,And dance

Dance well on the carriage of the dead

Let the sweat mix with the bubbles of blood



Make your cross with your swollen hands

Dance well

Spirits that vanish into the air folds

Spirits that have abandoned becoming

And the laws of physics

Will share with you the chemistry of dance

So is the little red squirrel

Who looks through the glass of your eyes, O Rita

The infected cat by the philosophers' fatuity

The cat who lost all family members

And her tail in a night raid

Will dance without feeling inferior

Do not be sad, my dear

Dance well

Death and madness are our daily bread



The indifference that bites your shoulders in prison

The war that eats up the pizza sandwiches

In your home full of absence

Your house that resembles a phoenix

.Your bike stolen by a medieval ghost

Dear do not be sad

The living flame dances in your lamp

People from the Thousand- and One-Nights’ dance

.Under your bed

The Polar Star is dancing

So is the sky in the wilderness

Leopards in the savannah

Sheep in the shady pastures

Pine trees surrounded by lava

Do not be sad, my dear

Dance to the rhythm of the chatter armor



And planes that beat drums in the air

Anemones will grow in March

Almond trees will overwear

Magic hats

The dead will return to the opera house

Bags of the poor will be filled

.With wheat and gold
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Entertaining the owl at the bottom of the joints

By Fathi Muhadub / Tunisia

From Arabic Dr. Yousef Hanna / Palestine

.Iam compelled to kill the conductor

.To entertain the owl at the bottom of the joints

.I'am obliged to kindle a fire to the cotton of words

.To stick my claws in the flesh of basic concept

.To worship the earth and run down the sky with my ass

."To snatch Al-Buraq (1) from the wilds of the “Thousand and One Nights

.And | sell it to slave trader at the farthest part of the city

.To free my contradictions from the leopard cage

.To laugh like a bull at a funeral

.Or like a punk in a naughty distress



.To trail convoy of obsessions like hostages of war

.To make the clowns who broke my teeth in the rice field happy

,They devoured. the family horse

,Carried my mother's stinking corpse

,They danced the coffin dance in front of the cave

.To urinate on the Devil's Face

% %k &

I am forced to forget my blood treasures

.in a bank

.My life's silver to the moneylender queue

.My nerves' ropes for new money changers

.The deep bite in my left wrist

So that a plaster statue will cry instead of me

.And distribute the wheat of my imagination to the poor

.Making blond squirrel weep inside my backbone



% %k

.For the blind only I sell Zarga al-Yamama’s (2) tears

| said: The tusk of the sun fell

.In my garden

.Kidnapped by a blind eagle that fled the heights of suspicion

.I'said: Woman is an abyss and religions are terrible detention centers

.They gracefully crossed like a kangaroo

.They singled me out in the Valley of the Kings

Call out to my friend who is hiding in the air

Tutankhamun -

Tutankhamun-

One day | will wear your golden crown

.And tame the beasts of the priests

.Tame the boat that bites the light fish

.The wave that stings the obsessions of the drowning

* %k ok



I am forced to forget the seven heavens

.Nature that nurtured me with milk of nonsense

The black holes awaiting my flying saucers

.To devour the sheep of my head all at once

The moon that deflated the virginity of my soul

.In an absurd corridor

.The gifts of God eroded by woodpeckers

* %k %k

Under the almond tree

.I awakened the lamp

.To sanctify the secret of my friendship with the wolf

I listen to my fingers barking in the dark

| condole the sleeping train in the tree

.Full of ghosts

.My spine branch is vibrating



.My neighbor's rooster is hiding in my head

.The magic of his daily prose is irresistible

.I heard the gardener crackle at the roots

And the neighing of ancestral horses

.In the earth layers

.I'said: The world is infinite in time and space

Glory be to the resurrection of things

.From the remnants of things

% %k *k

.Suffice it to say: You raise the dead and heal the leper and the blind

.And you have a gametes kinship in the supernatural

:So, the broken people believe and say

.You are a chosen prophet

Suffice it to say: You are dirty

.So those others believe

.They throw you with shale stones



.Gentiles abstain from you

% %k %k

do not wake me up

Let me die

Like a maple leaf

.In blown erasure

The Buraq is a creature in Islamic tradition that was said to be a transport for certain 1
prophets. Most notably hadith accounts about the Isra and Mi'raj recount that the Buraq
carried the Islamic prophet Muhammad from Mecca to Jerusalem and up in the heavens and
. back by night

Zarga al-Yamama was a blue-eyed woman with exceptional intuition, keen sight, and 2
ability to predict events before they happened. According to the ancient tale, Zarqa's tribe
relied on her powers in detecting enemies and defending their land; as she was believed to
.have the ability to see riders from the distance of one week
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One leg dancing on a train of recent years

By Fathi Muhadub / Tunisia

From Arabic Dr. Yousef Hanna / Palestine

If the sky would bend slightly

.I would have thrown stones at the birds of metaphysics

If | would kick the meteor that concealed the galaxy evidences

If  would lift the knoll prose for eloquent deer

.I would have taken care of the lion's obsessions

:| say to enemy daytime monsters



A will trim the fur of its mane with the roar of my fingers

.No one but me sits on his favorite couch

% % ¥

O ringdove

Spread winged like an airplane

Resting on a Sufi's shoulder

?What if you would carry my mail to God

%k %k %k *k

You are too late, world

.In paying the debts of the dead

IWhat longer is the afterworld's tail

Screw earth that turns like the chariot wheel of dead

.The land that greedily eats its young

I will not be on your daily meal menu

| will draw fire in my parts



1 will not delight ghosts with the crown of my absence

%k %k %k %k

.Isaw an angel cleaning dead soldiers' pistols with rusty teeth

.There is another war in the Milky Way

.There are cowboys shining the shoes of dead

% %k %k k

I'm very happy

.Since others are hardly blind

Their sun is a pierced bucket

.Begging in the darkness of an abandoned well

No one saw me

The mummified owl that sings after midnight

My locker with discarded nails

My neighbors who sleep ever in vigilance and dream

...Like rude impolite bears

.No one has seen me how I stealthily dug a mass grave for our perishable solar system



And | drew a cross in my Banking

.debt file

% ok %k ¥

.It was a terrible fall

.The hermit was let down by the hoopoe's singing

.The house gifted me a stray bullet

I long listen to boats praises

And to fox music in the corn field

To laments of the crane as she fleeces the air feathers

The Zarzis flower's sound in the storm

had a terrible fall

After discovering the lie of the body

.And others return home

%%k k *k

,I write because when the Lord passes at night



Studded with a blind battalion

,Followed by Negroes sleeping on elephants

.Ingenious clowns tying oblivion to ropes of remembrance

.Witches whip the daytime with lash like a slave

But why does a gun point his eyes

?Toward our dilapidated house

.I am writing so that the pigeon of my soul may heal of daily insanity

I write to be entertained - with Sisyphus rock

% %k %k k

.He swallows a red Indian

.And tames his dagger, so that the songbird sleeps in the garden

And refers his forest to skyscrapers

.And his horse to an Apache helicopter

.Oh, Bishop, stop blowing the bells in the House of Resurrection

% % %k ¥

...He crossed and did not arrive



.He was blind all his life

.He saw only the lobes of his wisdom in the alligator possession

He saw nothing

.And he turned to dust under the witch skin

%k %k % *k

You look at me while | write

I save the mirror from the new captains

Striking she-wolf overlooking us

Through the window cracks

...With wet figurative fruit

I do not smell the dust guarding his parishes

...In the mud boat

You are traveling and | reside in uncertainty

Until the shroud arrives

.Like a luxurious gift for the Prince of Absence



.I haven't finished bidding farewell to my parts yet

%k %k %k %k

I do not need neither my daily ration of sun milk

...Nor a wolf singing under the hermit's silo

.Seclusion lamp lights up the patch

I do not accuse the wall clock of omission

.Five breaths to seven o'clock in the evening

.The sun is disgusting and aggressive

Smashing the pots of the past years

...0On the asphalt

I will not promise you a gilded vase and album

I will not promise you the ring of the neighbor’s daughter

.Whose heart has been stolen by a pragmatic cat in a dark alley

Damn cats walking like a tumbler

.On the rope of opposites

% %k %k *k



| deceive a pistachio tree

.Telling her: | am the gardener who drove the crows out of the cave

.And studded your braids with precious stones

And when your lanterns are ripe

.His intents went mad and devoured the tavern bats

| am the absurd encrusted with the meaningless aquamarine

Making you the fruit of late night

.When remorse opens the doors of repentance

.And the penitent disperses like a herd of ghosts

% %k %k k

Every flesh is

.A beaker full of worms

3%k ok %k k

I usually penetrate the brothels

.Armed with an ax or a baton



When the devil appears

From the mirror

.Ismash the crystal of Utopia

% %k % k

Inside every woman's head

.A head of bronze
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On the blue hill Lazarus’ traces
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Faces hide their nails in the mirror
(To Adam in exile)
By Fathi Muhadub / Tunisia

From Arabic Dr. Yousef Hanna / Palestine

One sigh is enough to kil



The standing stone monster

.In your cold gaze
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A sweet laugh is enough

To restore the wings of a pigeon

.Lurking in the palm of a beggar
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One flower is enough

To explain the sparrow's displacement

(.And its ambiguous ritual overnight)

3k 3k 3k 3k 3 3k 3k %k %k 3%k %k 3k 3k %k %k

One sheet is enough

To read the sorrows

.Of the severed stem
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One shot is enough



To travel across the islands of absence

.To reveal the wolf's wickedness
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One rose is enough

.To extinguish the poet's fires
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One rooster is enough

To wake up the suspended morning

Like a bat

.On the darkness wing
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One crutch is enough

To sweep the night ghosts

Nesting in caves

.Of the body
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A beautiful woman is enough

.To forget death
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One pick of an ax is enough

To cut out many arms

For the evading day

.On horseback of indifference
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One bed is enough

For two bodies clicking

The future papers

And fly

.Toward the wilds of sleep
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Sweet friend is enough



.To manufacture a fleet of lightning strikes

To tame a solitude monster

And to establish mini-states

.Of daily joy
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One girlfriend is enough

To sprout anew

And with amazing power

My murdered childhood

.By shotgun pellets of margin

3k 3k 3k 3k 2k %k % %k %k %k %k %k %k 3k ok ok ok

One transparent bird

Emerges from your eyes’ brigades

Enough to resurrect

Eternal moon



.Within the orbits of the soul
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One wound is enough

.To illuminate night balconies
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One corpse is enough

To drag the dreams of tyrants

.To the guillotine
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One gazelle is enough

To invade the world

.And erase gray spots
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One drop is enough

-comes down from the cloud neck-

For the funeral of the rainbow mares



.To the poet’s room
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One river is enough

To wash the sun utensils

.Contaminated with the blind's insults
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One friend is enough

For my daily funeral

And long cry

-In front of loss thresholds-

.Over the corpses of friendship
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the world

.Could not fit the poet's wings
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Night is not enough

To recite the lamentations of the dove

And her deep sleep

.In the flesh well
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Astonishment suffices

To resurrect philosophers

.From their shrines
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one body

not enough

.For the poet's galaxies

% 3k 3k ok %k % ok %k ok ok %k 3k ok ok ok ok %k %k ok ok ok ok



