SAMIH AL-QASIM
Translatée! from Arabie
by A.K. H Janabi

POEMS

A hand in the heavy darkness

In the heavy darkness clasps a hand
to illuminate the patli

A génération’s testament

to a génération

a génération.

A cloud asked a mountain
“Who am H”

It disapprovingly replied:
“Who am H

Since Time became

a cloak for Space

Yve been standing right here...
Who am B~
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3

From his own town the prophet will emigrate
Waiting for a reply from its inhabitants

he sits under his fig tree

and feeds those living abroad

4

I loathe you
Vehemently I loathe you
because | committed myself to you.
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