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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 

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

With the scent of the perfume which you know 
​ Wafting through the countries’ folk anthems 

Oh I 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 
 
*** 
 
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. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 )*( الـمَـاء سَــريــرُ

 خليفة عبدالله علي  للشاعر



​. . بالـبـَرَدْ اغْـسليني
 قـَسْـراً اسْـمـيَ واشـطـُبي

  تـدلـىّ غـصْن عَـلى مـنْ
​الشّـجَـر أوفى منْ كانَ

 حَـانـيـاً شـفـيـفـاً لحْـني واعْـزفي
​الـمـحَـنْ تـضاريـس في عَـزمـاً عَـلَّ

​ صَـدىً وَجْــدي يـحـتـمـلْ
​ الـوَتـَـرْ ارْتـعَـاشـاتِ في

 الـبـالِ في يـُمـكـنُ الذي قـَدْرَ راقـبي
 واسـتـمَـرْ تـنـامـى جَـوراً أيا

 سـادراً ظـلامـاً لعـيـنـَيـكِ اللـّيـلَ ودَعـا
 بـهِ تـَبـقـيْ أنْ الماءِ لـسريـر وتـمَـنىّ

  وحـيـاةْ مَـوتٍ بـيـنَ مـا
 عَـمَـد. أو عَــتادٍ حـتىّ ولا .. بـُرْءٍ دونما

          * * * 
​بالـبـَرَدْ اغـسـلـيـني
 الآنَ يـَحـدثُ قـد مـا غَـوْرَ واسْـبـُري

 الـبـَدَنْ لـتـَمْـزيقِ الأخْـرى الضّـفـّة على
  حـارَ قـد الذي ذاكَ واسْـألي

​واسْـتـَبـَدْ تـلـظىّ وهْــمٍ في                
​ أسْـرارِ عـنْ عـيْـنـيْـكِ واسْـألـي

مْـعِ مـنَ جـالَ ما                ​بـهـا الـدَّ
ـهـَدْ حُـرِّ مـنْ جَـفــنـَـيـكِ واسْـعِــفـي  الـصَّ



 الـدَّهــْرِ نـَجْـمَـةَ كـنْـتِ الأيـّام عـلى كـمْ
 . . الـحُــبِّ شَـغَــفَ فـؤادي في وكـنْـتِ        

​شَـجَـنْ وابْـتـهـالاتِ صَـلاةٍ تـَعـاويـذَ        
عْـدِ الـبـَرقِ فـي الـذي كـلُّ بـي كانَ ​والـرَّ

​ الـغَـيْـمُ يـُنـبـئُ مـمّا الـغـيْـم احْـتـدامِ فـي وما       
 رَدْ. وَ أخْـذٍ مَـنْ القـلـبِ فـي وَجَـع فـي ومـا             

​​  *   *   * 
 قـَبـَسْ مـنْ بـَصـيْـصاً الجُـبِّ غَــيْـهـَب في أجـدْ لـمْ

 هـُـنـاك أنـتِ بـيـنـَما
ـحـايـا أشْـلاء رَهـنَ  تـَـنـدُبــيـن الضَّ

 الـنـّـثـارْ وتــلـمّـيـنَ
 ثـكـلى تـرحـمَ بأن للـدّنـيا كـيـفَ

 تـنـادي الـشـط على من
 وتـبـكي ، الغَـرقى جُـثـَث

 ، رجـالٌ الماءِ إلى الماءِ ومنَ
 ؟! حَـرَس وتـَمـاثـيـلُ ، وجُـنـُودٌ

  *   *   * 
 . .  بـالـبـَرَدْ اغْـسـيـلـيـني

​زبـَدْ مـنْ بـرَغْــوٍ أو
 تـــنامْ رُوحـي عَـسى يـا

​كَـفـَنْ أوْ غَـسُـولاً الأهْـلِ مـنَ يـَرجـو لا الـقـانـِـطِ نـَـومَـةَ
 أصْـحُـو الـمَـجْــنــُونُ وأنـا عَـسانـي أو

 .. الـغـافـلـيـن سُـباَتِ مـنْ



  يـُنـادي قـَلـبي عَـسـى يـا
 تـَدرينَ الـذي الـعِــطـرِ بـشَـذا

 الـوَطـَنْ أهازيـجُ الـبـلاديـن عَـبْـرَ بـهِ وانْـداحَـتْ
  يـُنـادي قـلـبـي عَـسـى يـا

​تـدرينَ الـذي الـعِـطْـر بـشَـذا
هـايـاتِ وأطْـرافِ وَبالـوردِ         بـهـا مَـرَّ الـتي الـنّـِ
 . وجَـلـَدْ بـصَـهـيـلٍ يـومـاً الـفـارسُ ذلكَ

​             *   * ​* 
​. . بـالـبـَرَدْ اغْـسلـيـني

​. . يـومـاً الـنـّارِ بـمَـاء أو
 . . الـغـسْـلـيـنَ أشْـربُ ودَعـيـني     

 لـرَجْـوى بشرى من الـمَـهْــد فـي ما     
ـاً لـيـسَ ـدرِ واحِــداً هـَمَّ ​ قــُومـي . . بـالـصَّ
رٍ هـَمٍ ألـفُ ـدْرِ عـلى صَـارَ جـائـِ  . . بـِـلاداً الـصَّ

 . بـَـلـَدْ لا .. وبـلاداً .. وبـلاداً        
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