Don't Write History as Poetry

Don't write history as poetry, because the weapon is

the historian. And the historian doesn't get fever

chills when he names his victims, and doesn't listen

to the guitar’s rendition. And history is the dailiness

of weapons prescribed upon our bodies. “The

intelligent genius is the mighty one.” And history

has no compassion that we can long for our

beginning, and no intention that we can know what’s ahead
and what's behind... and it has no rest stops

by the railroad tracks for us to bury the dead, for us to look
toward what time has done to us over there, and what
we've done to time. As if we were of it and outside it.
History is not logical or intuitive that we can break

what is left of our myth about happy times,

nor is it a myth that we can accept our dwelling at the doors
of judgement day. It is in us and outside us... and a mad
repetition, from the catapult to the nuclear thunder.
Aimlessly we make it and it makes us... Perhaps

history wasn't born as we desired, because

the Human Being never existed?

Philosophers and artists passed through there...
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and the poets wrote down the dailiness of their purple flowers
then passed through there... and the poor believed

in sayings about paradise and waited there...

and gods came to rescue nature from our divinity

and passed through there. And history has no

time for contemplation, history has no mirror

and no bare face. It is unreal reality

or unfanciful fancy, so don't write it.

Don't write it, don't write it as poetry!

Translated by Dr. Foady Joudah
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A Poem for Those

For those whose parents were born in the right country

and have the right surname

for those who have the right skin color
and the right eye color

for those who were born in the right city
in the right neighborhood

and went to the right school

and the right university

for those who speak the right language
in the right accent

for those who were born to the right gender
the right religion

the right nationality

the right passport

for those who were born in the right time
and have the right future

One day

when the others will come

to knock on the door

they won't be asking for a cup of sugar
they will ask

to take the door off its hinges

and tear down the house.
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