Salah Al Hamdani


Here, from Baghdad, 


we say to you that we are alive

I didn't know that the palms, assassinated, would arise again

accompany the prisoners' souls

and walk together towards the day

I say that it's fright

when, in waves, my eyes weave

straw houses

with Baghdad, in the distance

a mirage of fire 

I say it's Autumn

when I hoist my skin

strand my writings

without weight or wind

Yes

the sky of Iraq

without Saddam

is blue!

I say it's Spring

in spite of the war among clans 

when I anchor the sun

and absurdity makes happiness iridescent 

I think sometimes of us,

of that other existence 

with which you've papered my home

of that affecting sky

of those memories that are kindled

when I open the notebook of time

of that river that slumbers in the clay 

At the coming of dawn,

from your inner storm 

where the thirst to vanquish

was to have surged forth  

I stepped over your body and the acid sand,

then with violence 

the rocky ground seized hold of me

Drawn by the desert

I also wandered along your banks

moving over the immense obscurity of your flesh

and the incandescent silence of prayers

Then the soul, like a stork in the river 

moored itself

in the drunkenness of the dune...

I've supped of your sky until I've cried out

I've drowned your wounds in my rough drafts

long governed by distress

by fearful nights

To return or not to return? 

I've wandered the multiple days of our existence

my imagining refreshed...

On this invented line, this country of stones

this frontier twisting through a hamlet

along an abandoned road

where pirate-men cross in the dark

I felt the anguish of the condemned

but there was no door to close against the wind

My only dread,

that night,

was to be lost along the interminable path

never again to see my mother...

I followed the Euphrates and its waters calcinated with the dead

For a long time, I stirred the cinders 

turning them to flames

without forgetting to render the cadavers 

and the names of the executed, beautiful

Your sky was desert

My being was immersed in the crowd

when your sun purified the houses

and the ruins of the war

And while the soldiers slaked their thirst with our tears

I helped you endure your night of stupefying fever

I ran to you, in spite of the smoke of the occupier

and the ever present torture of tyrants

to cover your nakedness with my memory...

And the night suddenly set its body on mine

under the carpet of stars flooding the eye

How will I ever be able to tame this shuddering?

Thus you knew the pangs of death

the drowning of your history and the blood-letting of your days...

"Yes, from Baghdad, we say to you that we are alive!

"So leave us our crescent moon,

the laughter of the light

and the hair of our women, brushing our face

as they lean over us..."

Here I am Baghdad

inhabited by the scars of exile 

I pass through you, confronting my tormented childhood

my voice inaudible

Perhaps I see standing midst your mirage

a mirage, my love, existing since the god, Shamash * 

wove his light on your back

incarnate now in the mild heat

that captures the murmur of your headless palms

In your great souk, without geometry

a hamlet in the city's heart

breathing the certainty of spacious things

a dizziness nourishes my passionate, fleeting gaze

Everything is made for man and for light's transparency

in spite of the trace left by days of tears and the imprint of tyranny.

If you were a woman, Baghdad

you would be my river of sorrow

and I would know the dying of love

I would at last see your immense eyelids

amidst a store of solitude

where no one knows us

but love is learned from taking measure of life

from man's hate

from death, as well
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