Translation by: Stephen Mitchell

On a roof in the Old City

laundry hanging in the late afternoon sunlight
the white sheet of a woman who is my enemy,
the towel of a man who is my enemy,

to wipe off the sweat of his brow.

In the sky of the Old City

a kite

At the other end of the string,
a child

| can’t see

because of the wall.

We have put up many flags,

they have put up many flags.

To make us think that they’re happy
To make them think that we're happy.
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Poem by: Yehuda Amichai
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| BELONG THERE

Poem by: Mahmoud Darwish

Translation by: Munir Akash and Carolyn Forché

| belong there. | have many memories. | was born as everyone BII5 -Gl IS G5 &5 6,85 S5 Ik ba G
is born.
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| have a mother, a house with many windows, brothers, 83, 83slEy
friends, and a prison cell
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with a chilly window! | have a wave snatched by seagulls, a

panorama of my own. S B35 osthll &35 380 gl § 528 s
| have a saturated meadow. In the deep horizon of my word, | B3k J) oslis sz Jo G5l y9n JB 25W e &g,
have a moon,
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a bird’s sustenance, and an immortal olive tree.
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| have lived on the land long before swords turned man into
prey. PRI SR S e o6 J8 &S
| belong there. When heaven mourns for her mother, | return 3313 83544 J}Té&&iﬁgf}lﬁl B ELds
heaven to her mother.
IV [
And | cry so that a returning cloud might carry my tears.
To break the rules, | have learned all the words needed for a
trial by blood.
| have learned and dismantled all the words in order to draw
from them a
single word: Home.
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