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A reading of poems in Arabic and their English
translations by Arabic students, followed by an open
discussion

Organized by the Department of Arabic.
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* Link to the .pdf file of the poems and their
translations is here:
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“Alone”

Read by Cooper Mills and Olivia Kilborn



“Alone”

At a cafe, you sit with the newspaper

No, you are not alone. Half your glass is
empty
And the sun fills the other half

From behind the glass you see the hurried
passersby

And you are not seen, one of the traits of
invisibility is that

You see but you are not seen

How free you are, the forgotten one in the
cafe
For no one sees the butterfly effect on you

No one stares at your clothing or scrutinizes
Your fog when you look at a girl

And break down in front of her
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How free you are to go about your personal
affairs

In this crowd without censorship from yourself

Nor a reader

So be as you wish

Remove your shirt or shoes if you want

For you are forgotten and free in your
imagination

Neither your name nor your face are required
here

Be as you are
Neither friend nor foe bears witness to your

memories here
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Forgive the one who left you in the cafe
Because you didn’t notice her new haircut

And the butterflies that danced on her dimples

Forgive the one who sought your assassination
One day for nothing ... but because you did not
Die the day you crashed into a star...and wrote

The first songs with its ink

At a cafe, you sit with the newspaper

In the corner forgotten, so no one disrupts
Your pristine mood, and no one thinks of your
assassination

How you are forgotten and free in your

imagination
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“About a man”

Read by Hodo Abubakar



“About a man”

They put chains on his mouth
They bound his hands to the rock of

the dead
And they said: You are a murderer!

They took his food, his clothes, and his
banners
They threw him in the prison of the

dead
And they said: You are a thief!

They turned him away from every
harbor

They took away his little girl

Then they said: You are a refugee!
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O bleeding eyes and palms!

Know the nighttime is fleeting
No prison cell lasts forever
Nor the choke of chains

Nero died, yet Rome did not
With her eyes she still fights
And the dying seeds

Will fill the valley with grain

1l i) cpala
Qi dah &)
ABl Cadg dbg ¥

TS 335 Y

. L@Jéﬁgj‘dbéﬁg

S Lgadia

Eigad Al Sigang
.

L. LG (galgd) Dhails



"AA pallfcuid)®
“The Girl/The Scream”

Read by Tara Masri and Makenna Janes



“The Girl/The Scream” AL pallfcaid)”
On the seashore is a girl. The girl has a m‘ AP Ay Al u::.w e

family,

And the family has a house. The house has by gLl cully . Jadly

two windows and a door... P oan = STORE
el Al aall (A

And in the sea, a battleship taking pleasure

In hunting the passersby on the seashore J“j‘ u‘h‘“ @9 Blddall ducas

Four, five, seven, Z.u.a cossad da J‘

They fall on the sand, and the girl survives ;U’é A3 2 ':Sb “)‘Jj‘ s ol 4 ;
for a moment
Because a hand of haze,

-
;

Some divine hand, saved her, so she called: ) i L@M\ 4-\41\
Father! Father! Get up so we can go back, FRIAA Guad Jadlld (2l 6‘3 !@\ L

for the sea is not for people like us!
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Her father does not answer, lying on his
shadow

In the wind of absence

Blood in the palm trees, blood in the clouds
The voice flies her higher and farther from
The seaside. She cries out in the wilderness
of night,

No echo to the echo.

So she becomes the eternal scream in the
breaking news,

That is no longer breaking news

When

The planes returned to bomb a house with

two windows and a door!
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“The Butterfly Effect”

Read by Kelly Campa



“The Butterfly Effect”

The butterfly effect cannot be seen

The butterfly effect cannot vanish

It’s the allure of the mysterious
That entices the meaning, and leaves

When the path is clear

It is the lightness of the eternal in the daily
Longing for the sublime

And beautiful illumination
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It is a mole in the light, beckoning (a9 ¢y2:3\ o i.w. Y

When we are led towards the words Glalll ) BA& ) Gas
By our inner guide LAY Wikl
It is like a song, trying 31915-‘& Z‘-.-.*-‘“" Jia 58
To say something, but settling ‘;QJSSJ (J & u\
To quote from the shadows Y (e by
And doesn’t say anything... e Je Yy
The butterfly effect cannot be seen TR WA

The butterfly effect cannot vanish Ses Y &l i
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“l do not know the stranger”

Read by Rain Ji and Willie Thacker



“l do not know the stranger”
| do not know the stranger or his achievements

| saw a funeral, so | walked behind the coffin,
Like the others, bowing my head respectfully. | did not

Find a reason to ask: Who is the stranger?

And where did he live, and how did he die? As the

reasons

Of death are many and one of them is the anguish

of life

| asked myself: Does he see us or does he see
Nothingness and regret the end? | knew that he
Would not open the violet-covered coffin to
Bid us farewell, thank us, and whisper the truth

(What is the truth?)
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Maybe he is like us in these o A ki W)

Hours, folding his shadow. But he is the only basg 3h aisl .ally gl cile il

Person who did not cry this morning ‘Cw‘ Y LA Sl ?3 csﬁ\ UM‘
And did not see death soaring over us like a M‘S h‘éﬁ &Lﬁ\ Evgall ?“3
hawk ’

The living are the cousins of death, and the dead uij-db c&}’d\ éS‘- 2‘-hj Al 319331&

Sleep quietly and quietly and | did not aly Ogialag Ogiala Al
Find a reason to ask: Who is the QM\ 31 Oa dl.u\} uw Aa\
Stranger and what is his name? No lightning A W Lag S gl
Shines in his name and the procession 3;b3 bJJjLLJU deiui] u-" ’&de
behind him

Is twenty people except for me gl L Ladd (g s



And | got lost in my heart at the church door: :a-u,-,\-'\ﬂ‘ ub uiﬁ g-\ﬁ gﬁ cﬁ-éﬁg

Maybe he is a writer, a worker, a refugee, (AY o Jale g Lils 3 W)
A thief, or a murderer... it makes no céﬁ ¥ .. 8;13 33 céél.u 33
difference .

As the dead are equal before death... - &'ﬂ‘ éui 3.,3“\3“ Uj}‘m
they do not speak u3-453a b
And perhaps they do not dream... ug-«ju,, Yl

And the stranger’s funeral could be mine 5 jlia G ) gadd) 5 jlia CroSi X g

But something divine prevents it Ll Ugdl a1 pal o8
For many reasons 54,,3: g_,u.u.'g

Among them: a big mistake in the poem! I5mail) 8 %€ Uad rledss cpa
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“Think of Others”

Read by Cleo Baldoumas



“Think of others” ; tﬂJAM JSQ

% % w7 %t - - LD
As you prepare your breakfast, think of others ‘Jﬁ"‘ Jse' ‘dJﬁhe' S “-“3
Do not forget the pigeons’ food ew‘ & 35 S
As you fight your wars, think of others cﬂﬁu Jgﬂ c(ﬂl}ﬁ Jaﬁ &ub
Do not forget those seeking peace A u ” 5 ~..
As you pay the water bill, think of others ‘53},_, Jgﬁ ¢ elal) ’5)33@ jm ij

Those who are nurtured by the clouds

alaal) O gudas (sa

When you return home, to your home,

iy KB (A o) ) 33*3 Euilg

Do not forget those living in tents abdl) G Ol Y

think of others



As you sleep and count the stars,
think of others
There are those without a place to sleep

As you free yourself with metaphors,
think of others
Those who lost their right to speak

And when you think of those far off,
think of yourself
Say: | wish | was a candle in the dark
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