The Bed of Water by Ali Khalifa
Translated by Wijdan Alsayegh & Tom Zimmerman

Wash me with hail . .

And drop my name forcibly

From a drooping branch

Which was from the most faithful tree

Play my tune kindly and transparently

There might be a power in the topography of tribulation
That could bear my love as an echo

In the twitching of the strings

Watch a destiny that might happen in a mind

Oh injustice grew and continued

And he called the savage dark of the night to your eyes
And he wished that the bed of water could let you stay in it
Between death and life

Without healing . . even without a loaded gun or baptism.

* % %

Wash me with hail
And plumb what might happen now
On the other shore to tear the body
And ask who is confused
In illusions incendiary and despotic
And ask your eyes about secrets
Which well up in your tears
And shield your eyelids from extreme heat
How many days you were the star of time
And you were the passion of love in my heart . .
Talismanic prayer and invocation of sadness
| had all that lightning and thunder have
And the gathering clouds which are rain-filled clouds
And the pain in the heart from back-and-forth squabbling.

* k%

| haven’t found in the abysmal darkness of the pit any glimmer of light
While you were there

A captive of the torn remains of victims wailing

And gathering their fragments

How can the world be merciful to a woman who has lost her children
Who is calling from the riverbank

To shipwrecked corpses and weeping

And, from the ocean all the way to the gulf*, men

And soldiers, and statues of guards?!



* % %

Wash me with hail . .
Or the foam of the sea
Oh | wish my soul could sleep
A sleep of despair who doesn’t want his people to wash his corpse or enshroud it
Or | wish, madman that | am, to wake
From the hibernation of naiveté . .
Oh | wish my heart were calling

With the scent of the perfume which you know

Wafting through the countries’ folk anthems

Oh | wish my heart were calling
With the scent of the perfume which you know

With the flowers and the edges of endings that were passed by
The knight one day with the horse’s neighing and patience

* %k %k

Wash me with hail . .
Or with the fire water one day . .
And let me drink the drink of the damned** ..
There is no good news to wish in the cradle
It is not just one concern in the chest.. Get up
A thousand aggressive concerns that press on the chest became countries . .
And countries .. And countries.. Not only one country.

*The Arabic phrase that the poet uses translates into English as “from water to water.”
**The Quranic word that the poet uses in the original is al-ghislin, which commentators have described

variously as blood and fluid, or pus, or foul liquids, from those in Hell.
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