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Poetry Across Time o Conflict 
As I made my way down Palestine Street under the yellow palms I saw their branches hung with yellow 
dates all Sweeter than as and when that same child reached up to touch, 

all the women waving lilac stems 

- around a coffin made of glass 5 and the face of the man who lay within 9 

who had breathed a poison g 

| my way down Palestine Street . 
20 smelled the wide Tigris, 

CAU tu 

the river smell that lifts the ai 

- 

 





 


